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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 



** A -H-O-O-O-Y ! ! ! ” sounded a miglity’ but mellow voice, over a broad reach of billowy brine, as divinely hyaciuthine-haed 

as the wave-sweeps on a canvas of Mr. Brett’s, and leaping as merrily as Wordsworth’s daffodils in the welcome 
sunshine of a genuine British June. 

Mr. Punch was paddling in his own improved “ Boyton ” about the stretches of the Silver Streak. Toby, in a reduced 
copy of his Master’s wave-proof, was dutifully dittoing in the rear. 

“ Methinks ‘ I bear old Triton blow his wreathed horn,* ” said the sea-disporting Sage, pausing in mid-stroke. 

But it was the voice of Neptune himself, summoning the All-Accomplished One to a friendly conference, and 
Mr. Punch was soon in the presence of the Trident-bearer and his Court, at a sort of nautical “ At Home.’* 

Well, 7 joa ’re an odd-looking fish ! ** said the Sea-God, genially. “ Hardly knew you at first in that get-up.** 

“ There are odder in your own deeps, if Schiller’s Diver reported correctly,’* responded the Sage, with a pleasant 

wink. 

“ Schiller,” said Neptune, got decidedly out of his depth in the poem you refer to. Dou’t you think it would be 
more practical to make the best use of my abounding and palpable wealth, than to brood over my hidden and guite conjectural 
horrors ? ’* 

“ Just whflt we 're trying to do,’* returned the Sage, promptly. “ You’ve heard, of course, of our Great International 
Fisheries Exhibition, of the Piscicultural Conferences, of the combination thereat of the science of learned Professors and the 
sense of Boyal Princes ?” ^ ^ 

Eatlier ! ** said Neptune. “ But the brine seems to have parched your eloquent lips. What do you say to a liquor up ?* 

“Do you sec any Blue — in my button-hole?** queried the Sage, significantly. 

Neptune nodded to a juvenile Triton, a sort of briny “Buttons,** who, turning suddenly tail upwards, like a duck, 
dived and brought up — a bottle ! 

“ Message from the sea,” suggested Amphitritb, archly. TiiisTrs, with her own shell-pink fingers filled a conch-shell 
with the sparkling contents, and commended the sea-chalice to Punch’s willing lips. 

“ Sure, nothing on earth half so sweet is, 

So hard for mere mortal to beat is, 

As a beaker of wine 
From the depths of the brine, 

And the hand— may I kiss it?— of Thetis 1” 

improvised the Sweet Singir of Fleet Street, taking the Nymph’s consent — quite justifiably— for granted. 

“ See you have been reading Huxley’s Address,” said Mr. Punch, presently. 

“ Yes,” said Neptune. “ He ’s an A.B. among land-lubbers, if you like. But what lubbers you most of you are ! I 
envy Ceres. You do make better use of her land than of my water. And yet, as the Professor proves, the yield of a wdl- 
farmed sea-acre is much larger, and might he indefinitely greater than that of the finest and fattest of land-acres. How is it ? 

“There are queerer fish on land than in sea,” said Mr. Punch, reflectively. “A piscatorial guide to humani^ 
would be a curious volume. The Monopolist Land-shark is greedier than the ‘ Tiger of the Sea, and the flat fish of ocean s 
depths are not comparable — ^in stupidity — with the * flats ’ who allow Monopoly to feed and batten on them. Your eels are 
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not such ’wrigglers as are Vested Interests when the hand of Honesty closes on them ; and your oyster is about as easy a 
creature to stir into self-defensive activity as the ordinary British Citizen, who sits still for the gluttons of Trade to gobble 
him up.” 

“ Think of my inexhaustible herring shoals and my * cod mountains/ one hundred and twenty million fish to the 
square mile ! *' said Neptune. ** Can*t you teach men to make a little bettor use of the Harvest of the Sea ? ” 

** It is my business and pleasure to teach everything** replied the Sage. ** And I teach, as Thomas of Chelsea wrote 
history, by flashes of lightning; only mine is the harmless, lambent, summer lightning of unvenomed humour.” 

How nice ! ” sighed Amphitbite. 

“ Tremendous creature, your Master ! ” whispered Thetis to Toby, of wliom the silver-footed Nymph was making a 
prodigious pet. 

, Toby wagged his tail and winked significantly. 

“ His bark is on the sea,” said the old Sea-God, with the shame-faced smile of the unpractised punster. 

Bit behind the age — ^in the matter of jokes, eh ? ” suggested the Sage, cheerily. 

“ Why, ye-e-s/* admitted the Trident-wielder. “Fact is— don’t let Amphitbite hear! — we’re a bit dull since the 
days of Thetis’s great son and those delightful Greeks. Electric Cables and ugly Iron- clads ' molest our ancient solitary reign,' 
and make things precious slow and stupid into the bargain. I like Britannia, there *s a dash of the sea-nymph about her. 
I like Fishermen, they’re not quite Cockney fied into commonplace. I like you; you’ve the depth of my seas and the sparkle 
of my hdlows. That *s why I hailed you with such energy.” 

■ ^ “ Couldn’t have done anything bettor or more opportune,” responded the Sparkler. “ I have here what instructs and 

I illumines the World of Men, aud will keep you and your Court amused for six months to come. ’ 

“ You don’t say so ! ” cried Neptune. 

! “How aicfiiUy nice of you!” murmured Amphitbite. 

< “ I could kiss him ! ” whispered Thetis in the archly-cocked ear of Tobias. 

; The younger Tritons, like veritable sea-urcliins, turned brine-splaehing “ catherine-wheels ” of riotous rapture wliieh 

caused Amphitbite to call them sharply to order. 

^ world, Fatheb Nep, what you wisely say about their folly, in the matter of Fish and Fisheries,” said 

Mb. Punch. “ In return, this will tell you w'hat I sslj upon that and every other subject.” 

. And the joj-disseminating Sage presented to the delighted Sea-God his 






MOORE MODERNISED. 

So^TG- FOB A Thin-Thatched Dandy. 
Am— “ Om Bimpcr at parting** 

One more try at 

i^dl Locks ^cle my 

m’ head, I regret ; 

1 1 af ew,the most 

- 

'■.' .|[. ;| ’Tis a ticklish task 

I lily to divide them, 

' ' ' 'I I' I 'ii t ^B irTjj'" well-balanced 
: ; !‘^l[] head-central 

These patches cost 
labour to hide 
them, 

Give vanity many a twinge. 

But come — every sproutling I treasure — 
Thine aid, 0 Macassar ! I beg ; 

Though I own — who can face it with 
pleasure ? — 

l*m getting as bald as an egg ! 

As older we grow, how unpleasant 
To pause and reflect, with distaste 
That the few scattered spikes seen at present, 
Must merge in wide oalviiy’s waste ! 

But Time, a most pitiless master, 

Cries “Onward!** and mows off one’s 
crop. 

Ah ! never does Time travel faster 
Than when one desires him to stop. 

No, Age cannot trip to Youth’s measure, 
"With paunch and a spindle-shanked leg, 
And I own— ttiough it is not with pleasure— 
I ’m getting as bald as an egg I 


ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter ; 
Watery spirt to icy splinter. 

Winter, Autumn, Summer, Spring ; 
Dust and gust that choke and sting. 
Autumn, Winter, Spring, Summer ; 
Sunless, funless, rummer, glummer. 
Summer, Winter, Spring, Autumn ; 
Wet aUke, St. Swithin’s brought 'em 
Underneath his watery spell. 

One from t’other none can tell. 


UNCLE BULGER’S MORAL TALES. 

No, L— Billy and the Bee. 

“ Always be kind to bees, my son,” said 
Billy’s Papa. Ever study them as patterns 
of industry, energy, and thrift. Now Billy 
minded what was told him, so as he saun- 
tered along to school, he boro the paternal 
exhortation in mind. He saw a great bloom- 
ing busy Bee, which hummed, buzzed, made 
a prodigious fuss, and advertised to all men 
what an exemplary and industrious Bee it 
was. Billy pursued it eagerly. It flew 
into Squire Tophampeb’s garden, and 
Billy followed. He could not find the Ex- 
emplary One for a long while ; at last he 
thought he heard a faint drunken buzz. He 
look^L down, and, in a luscious and over- 
ripe^peach that had fallen down, he saw the 
pattern insect absolutely wallowing. Billy 
was grieved, for he felt that, if this fact were 
known, the Bee was disgraced for life. He 
gently shook the Bee out of the peach into 
his handkerchief, cleansed its legs and its 
wings by dipping it in the running stream, 
and allowed it to crawl over his coat in the 
sunshine to get dry. It could not walk, so 
Billy kindly carried it to the hive. Within 


a few yards of the hive the Bee suddenly 
recovered, began to buzz furiously, stung 
his little benefactor in the eye, and sailed 
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proudly home, as if it were the most praise- 
worthy and well-conducted member of all 
Beedom. Billy could not see for a week, 
and was severely punished for playing 
truant. When he grew up to be a clever 
man, he read a paper at the Royal Institu- 
tion, which made a great sensation. It was 
called “ Entomological Humbugs, with some 
Remarks on Dr. Watts.” 


MASTER T0M]MY’S RECEIPTS. 

Komehold Ginger Beer, 

Empty the kitchen spioe-hox, two pounds 
of washing-soda, a pint of petroleum, and aU 
the wine left in the dining-room decanters, 
over night, into the cistern, and stir freely in 
the dark with a mop from the staircase win- 
dow. When the water comes in in the morn- 
ing, the whole household will be supplied 
from every tap for four-and-twenty hours 
with capital ginger beer. 

Batteeie de Cuisine.— S helling peas. 











FOKM. 

First Maslier, “Let's stop and look at Punch and Judy, Old Chappie I I've heard it’s as good as a Play!" 
Second Masher. “ I dessay it is, my brave Boy. But we ain’t Dressed, you know! " 


A NOCTURNE. 

Toes all a-£reeze, I 

Nose a tomato ; 

Breathing a wheeze, 
Speaking staccato ; 
Smoking a sham, 

Odourless, — cruel, 

Sniff Alkaram, 

Gobble down gruel, 

Read ? Deuce a bit, 

Optics both bleary ; 
Characters flit, 

Lines all look smeary. 
Talk? M*sallB*s, 

Most idiotic 1 
Earthquaky sneeze. 

Room gone chaotic ! 

Glass ? That damp guy. 

1 Type of humanity ? 
S^-respect fly ! 

Hook it, oh, Vauiiy 1 
With a. catarrh, 

What were Apollo? 
Mallock won’t jar, 

Life is all hoUow. 
(huleur-de-rose 
Views of the universe. 
Sage, — ^with red nose — 
Holds fit for puny verse. 
WJmh ! What imports 
Life or its issues ? 

All snuffs and snorts 
Coughs and ah-tisshoos 1 
Okab Khayyam 
Knew life aU dolour, 

A sh — sh — sham, 

Ah — 7*H57fc-hoo 1 lor ! 

Nitre ! — strong dose, 

“ Sweet spirit ” cure me 1 



Head, eyes, and nose I 
Slumber insure me ! 
Plunge into bed, 

Tuck bed-clothes tighter, 
Oh I my poor head. 

Good night ! good nitre 1 


MASTER TOMMY’S 
RECEIPTS. 

The Tair Weather Barometer, 

This is a pleasing and 
simple experiment. The 
mercury is removed, and 
divided in eqnal portions 
between the cat, the parrot 
next door, and the interior 
of grandpapa’s forty-guinea 
repeater. This may cause 
some local disturbance, but 
the barometer, relieved of 
undue pressure, and set at 
“ very dry,” may be relied 
on to indicate, without 
further attention, perma- 
nent fair weather. 


Inqijiey por Evolu- 
tionists. — Can the long- 
lingering belief in the 
virtue of the divining-rod 
be regarded as the survival 
of the fit test? 

The Best Toast to 
Propose. — To gentlemen 
who have not already drunk 
more than is good for them 
-^an anchovy toast. 
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A XlXriT WITH THH BAHHSHIRH* — By BuiiiId- C rambo Junior^ 











I LIVE a mild domestic life, 
Devoted dearly to my Wife, 

So mncli so, that from her extenas 
My fond affection to her friends ; 
And first of all — no Spooney raw — 
Oh, don’t I love my Mother-in-law ! 

My Pet’s old Parent ’s rather stout ; 

I just might clasp her waist about : 
Some three yaxds round, and not 
much more. 

I’ve thoughts of widening my 
front-door, 

I shouldn’t mind the expense one 
straw. 

Oh, don’t I love my Mother-in-law I 

At times I may myself forget, 
Which, if she thinks, she tells my 
Pet ; 

But when I don’t do all I should, 
Her telling tends to make me good : 
I ’m pleased to have her find the 
flaw. 

Oh, don’t I love my Mother-in-law ! 

The servants that upon her wait 
A pleasure have which must be 
great. 

And yet can we get none to stay. 

I grieve so when she goes away ! 
Tears from my eyes her turned 
heels draw. 

Oh, don’t I love my Mother-in-law ! 

A" sweet old soul, how pleased I 
feel 

To see her at the social meal 


Of dinner sit, her mouth a chink 
Ke’er opened save to meat— and 
drink I 

And I ’ll ne’er grudge (I am so free) 
Her gin and brandy in her tea, 

I hold her in such filial awe ; 

Oh, don’t I love my Mother-in-law 1 

MASTER TOMMY’S RECEIPTS. 
The Self-Froteoting FouUry, 

When on a visit to a country- 
house where the occasional loss of 
a hen by theft at night has been 
referred to, you can easily under- 
take to safeguard the rest. On 
being commissioned to do so, send, 
but without mentioning the fact, 
to Limehouse for a gallon of lumi- , 
nous paint. Then take your op- 
portunity, and with a large white- 
wash brush go over the whole 
brood, being careful to give the 
cocks a double coat. The poultry 
will now not only be visible in the . 
dark, but restless and wide awake 
all night. In the morning, at 
breakfast, you can boast that you 
have rendered them self~proteoUng. 

Neck ob Nothing.— A feRow 
was caught stealing cravats. When 
collared, he excused himself on 
the ground that he was “only 
taking stock.” 

. Education in Cunning.— At 

A LITTLE MISTAKE. the School of Art and^ Design. 

Km Beauty (just ont, and fresh from Clapham). “And are you a Member of the Open to ladies. It will give a girl 
Blub Ribbon Army r* C7ia«j/ “No, I haven’t that honour ! ^ “wrinkles” long before 

N. B “Then, what ’s that big Blob Ribbon you’ve got on?” Va rpmilved 

C. 0. G. “Well, it*s called the Ribbon of the Order of the Garter 1* requueu. 
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~~ THE GABDBIT-PABTT OF THE FETURB. 

Lim'G irP TO A TEAPOT. Scese-A Eewm mtmimtecl ly the SUetric Light. 

(A TaU tf Louelg Life.) tt . „ .<l>,>>rfi/re (7&? i7enfl. All, Mr. McFcxors, wc may 


blue-and- vrhite J upa- — — 

nese Teapot at a 
grocer’s shop in the 
Strand cost five 
diUlings. 

I had previondy 
lived on a scale of 
living up to a six- 
penny Teapot only- 
on oatmeal-porridge 
for hreaifast princi- 
pally. and sometimes 
bread-and-butter. A 
legacy from a lam^- 
ted distant relation 
enabled me to live 
up to a superior 
Teapot — a crown 
Teapot. 

So I not only began 
to breakfast on eggs, 
but added bloaters 
likewise to my morn- 
ing meal, kippered 
herrings also, and 
smoked salmon, salt 
haddock, sardines, 
ham and tongue, 
brawn, potted meats, 
and rashers of bacon ; 
besides aconsidemble 
variety of other little 
tiny kickshaws and 
toys. I did, I flat- 
tered myself, live up 
to my Teapot in 
some measure. 

But veiy soon the 
Teapot I had been 
living up to as w^l 
as ever I was able by 
the grailficatlon of 
my appetite with all 
manner of good 
things, came to grief 
in the kitchen. My 
maid - of - all - work 
broke off the tip of 
its spout. The jagged 
edges of the fracture 
caused the tea to 
dribble on to my 
tablecloth, and then 
that Teapot was to 
be lived up to no 
more. Never trust a 
Teapot to which you 
intend living up, to 
the care of Servants. 

She to whom I had 
unwisely confided my 
Teapot supplied me, 
pending doubt as to 
procuring another, 
with^ a temporary MAN THAT H 

s^sritute inherorni. Broion (nivsicoZ) invites his EigMarulfrieiUli WClmlc/y, to 

This was a moder- Milanlcyifhcinext morning). "Will I give you a 

ately-sized, globular, Bmcn, (he hadvrowkred what ms in that Green Jkuj i 

glazed black Teapot cxpnssMn.) "Bur my Docroa tells mb I must oir : 

of earthenware. 

There was no paint- 
ing upon it at all, but the Teapot itsdf , I discovered, drew admirably. 








«THE MAN THAT HATH NOT IffaSlC,» &c. 

Brotoii (mv8iccd)invitcs his Highland frioulf M^ClanJej/, to stag ajbw dags with him. BiitM*Clanky wasnvnsiced too I 
M*Clanlcg (the nfixt morning). "Will I give you a Chdnb?” 

Brown (he had wondered what ms in that Green Bag {)• ** Oh—eu? Thawks, very much ! '* on itivatid 
expression.) "Bur my Bogtor tells me I must os so isicoxsm utduloe my passioe fob Music fob some 
TIME ! 


— — nian, but a frtnus 

' bat. Fact is, Science 
w'ill compel the Poets 
to lay in an entirely 
new stock of images. 

Poor Diana ! 
Aw^fully out of it. 
Can’t fancy Endy- 
mion being kissed 
on the (J.T. by a 
Brush - Light, can 
you, though.’ hlodcm 
Science doesn’t lend 
itself to Poetry. 

Lonff - Jffi ifed Onr 
(Jtniffmdlff). Bah I 
IJttawly Philxstian 
ideah,that. Art can. 
absorb and transmute 
into Beauty, riY?-//- 
f/n/wy— even Science. 
See germ of quite too 
lovely new Mythos 
even in your seem- 
ingly absurd sugges- 
tion. Electric Light 
—poetically personi- 
fied — brilliant new 
Avatar of the 
Ineffable Firstborn 
of created things, 
Primeval XMir,— 
subtler Cynthia, more 
terrible Artemis, 
more perilous Lami^ 
whose glance is f asci- 
nation, whose kiss is 
Dbath ! ! 1 Supreme 1 
(AMe.) Must sug- 
gest subject to 

POSTLETHWAITE. 

Sweet Qmluir, i/b 
Terra - Ootta twists 
(effnsiwhj). Science 
sublimated into 
quintessenti al Sweet- 
ness I Dull Prose 
poetised into super- 
nal Light. Oh, how 
quite too utterly Too ! 

Old Buffer (yawn- 
ing) to other Old 
Buffer, Sleepy 7 Eh, 
my boy ? 

Old Buffer B^umher 
Twoigaxying), Ye-e^s. 
Turning night into 
day in this fashion 
doesn’t suit nw. 

Young Zady {to 
Mamma, who has 
leen nodding in a 
corner). What, aslecji} 
H NOT MUSIC,” Ac. Mamma? 

afi/w days loith him. But U*Clanky was musical too ! Manvin^ {starting 

jifB?” erect). Not at all, 

Oh— EH? Thanks, VERY MUCH ! '* (Putsoninvatid my dear — ^not at aJl. 

.CCOUNl iNnULGE MY PASSIOSl FOB MUdIC FOR SOME Only thlS light iS 

i^st a ketle strong, 

you know. 

Bdwin {to Angelina, s^tygestvcely), It has otie drawback, dear. So 


When I say " drew,” I mean Ihat it extracted the soluble constituents few sung shadows, yon know I 

of my tea so effectually as to make my tea twice as strong again as * AngeliTia {softly), Ah, yes, dear. Moonlight lias its advantages, 

it used to be made in the Teapot I had chosen to live up to. after alL 

I will not, therefore, now purchase a new expensive Teapot for my {They retire to play Biam and Miidymi<m--^old styU-^in the Con- 
servant to break, but diall stick to this old one— cost eighteen pence— sey^vatory, 

a Teapot which she will probably take good care of, and which in — 


a Teapot which she will probably take good care of, and whi 
fatore will be decidedly the Teapot to live up to for my money. 


A Waste-paper Basket.— A Vale of Teats. 










MOORE MODERNISED. 

Song fou a Dwelleb d? a Quiet Street. 
Air — “ Sail ow, Sail on r * 

Scale on, scale on, 
oh 1 tuneless 
strinnmer, 
Rum - turn ^ti - 
tiddy - iddy - 
turn I 

You Ve thumped 
and^ twang^led 
all the summer, 
You tootle still 
now winttr ’s 
come. 

The notes you 
thrum out seem 
to say, 

“ Though out of time and tune we be, 

Less flat we are, less false than they 
Whose clang shall rack thy wife and thee.” 

Scale on, scale on— through endless time — 
Through morn, noon, evening— stop no 
morel 

To slaughter you were scarce a crime, 

Oh plaguy and persistent bore ! 

Were there indeed some quiet street 
Where ne’er piano maddened men, 

Where never ** Scales” this ear should greet, 
Ihen might I rest,— Isut not till then. 

Apml 1.— a juvenile Naturalist discovers 
a Cuckoo’s n^t in a quickset hedge, the nest 
coiifeiining six eggs, and the hen Cuckoo 
sitting on them. Tells a playmate to go 
anci see. 


NEW READING. 

(Ry a Foor Clerhe.) 

It is bad to be seedy and cold, 

It is bad to be short in your screw, 

It is bad to be off with the old top-coat, 
Before you are on with the new, 

UNCLE BULGER’S MORAL TALES 
No. II,— Gertie and the Goat, 

Gertie was at school at Miss Peimbod’s 
at Brighton, and Gertie’s Papa was one of 
the most influential members of the Goat 
Society. Though she was too big to ride in 
a goat-chaise, she had a kindly feeling 
towards all goat-kind. Her favourite of the 
whole tribe, however, was a great, fierce, 
tawny, crumpled-horn, green-eyed, shaggy- 
coated monster, whose name was Ramjoggle. 
Every momiiig when the young ladies 
walked along the Marine Parade two and 
two, did she secrete in her muff, a crisp 
lettuce, a cold tea-cake, or a stale sponge- 
cake. And every morning might Ram j oggle 
be seen waggling his wicked old head, and 
hanging its^ disreputable old tongue out of 
his^ mouth in anticipation of the banquet. 
This always caused a pause in the pro- 
cession, and annoyed Miss Pkimrod very 
much. She had commanded that such con- 
duct should not be repeated, but the child 
was such an enthusijjstic goatophile that 
^e declined to obey. As a last resource, 
Gertie was compelled to walk in charge of 
Miss PiMBOD herself, who took very good 
care that no contraband goatesque refredi- 
ment was provided. The first mo ming- of 


the new arrangement Ramjoggle shook his 
head furiously and could not make it out, the 
second he raised a plaintive bleat, that 
brought tears into Gertie’s eyes, the third 
he had evidently found out all about it, and 
breaking away from his driver, smashing 




his chaise all to pieces against a post, he 
went for Miss Primrod pretty straight. The 
whole procession was thrown into confusion. 
The goat, however, singled out Miss Prim- 
rod for special vengeance. He chased the 
poor lady, and she only escaped by popping 
ttirough the turnstile of the Aquarium. Miss 
Primrod was very angry, and in the after- 
noon Gertie was severely punished. Eventu- 
ftily Sa6 wi'ote to her Papa ; he came down 
and was very indignant, removed her from 
wie school, and bought the goat, Samioggle 
IS now m clover, he has a beantiM silver 
3®-d_fares sumptuously ; he never for- 
gets the kindness of his young mistress, nor 
what she suffered on his account, g-nd if 
he^uld only have half an hour’s straight 
^^pp^ ^iss Primrod, he would probably 









10 TRIUMPHEl — MARCH PAST OF THE OLD YEAR. 



PUNCH’S ALlfjjAOK FOB 1883, 




December 7, 1‘'82 ] 


PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1883. 






VV ('HnninDd. 
rit UryiUn b. 

C Kain.h 

!•) S la&.ii£.Tr 

8<l M WmiiiMM 

B Vi. 
i- W 

0 I'll 

II K J 

t. I.rtp.ie 
'no.UHp Ml 

1 

JULY xxxi Days. | 

[ii 

V 1. 

t. Muuiim 
liunyHB d. 1 

1 

ATTGRST xxxi Bays. 


Virgo Neptune’s 
Innings. 


MOORE MODEUNISED. 

SoNTr OP TiiK Paunchy Tennis-Player. 
Am— “ The Time I've Lout in Wooing'^ 

Q T ir E time 

^ ‘‘scrowinff,” 

watching 
and pursuing 

7 / ' On fall or rise, 

V ^' ‘// been my trade’s 

_J t ' undoing. 

^ \ Though Business 
hath besought 

^ I Vo shirked the 
s \ ^ ^ truths she taught 
me, 

I left my books 
To partner Snooks, 

And ruin ’s what he ’s brought me. 

By Tennis still enchanted, 

Of late I’ve puffed and panted, 

I once was light. 

And slim and slight, 

Ere Anti-fat I wanted. 

But now young Beauties shun me, 

For stoutness grows upon me ; 

When adredto play, 

They turn away. 

Old Blobbs can now outrun me ! 

And is my good time going ? 

And is my figure growing 
So hnge in size 
That sparkling eyes 
Brim o’er to see me blowing ? ” 


Yes— vain alas ! th’ endeavour, 

To charm with back-play clever. 

Love nevermore — 

Save in the scoiv — 

Shall bless me — ^never ! never ! 

UNCLE BULGER’S MORAL TALES. 

No III.— Geobge and tub Goose. 

The Geese on Dumbledore Common have 
always been noted for their size and savage- 
nC'S, but they knew Gbobg-e very well. He 
was one day walking home with one of his 
schoolfellows, and they were talking about 
the approaching holidays. “ Isn’t it jolly ! ” 
said Gbouge, “ On Michaelmas Bay, Papa 
is going to let us have for dinner one of 

the very largest gee ” He had not time 

to finish his sentence. He saw his companion 
fall head-first into a furze-bush. He had 
a vision of a long neck and a terrific heak ; 

• he heard a hiss like a serpent and a steam- 
engine combined, and he ran for his life. 
The faster he ran, the faster the Goose ran. 
The Indicant Bird was close upon him, 
hi.ssing like an ang^ tearkettle, or the 
Bishop of Bullock-Smithy at a Gaiety bur- 
lesque. He ran in at the garden-gate, but 
was too frightened to shut it. The haU-door 
was open, he sprang up the steps, and the 
Goose flew up after him. George was 
nearly giving . up all hope. Suddenly, a 
thought struck him. He knew tluire was a 
PatMe-foiee-gras for limchcon. To dart into 
the dining-room, to seize it from the table, 
and to confront the pursuing Goose with 
the was the work of a second. The 
effect was marvellous 1 The Goose shut 
its mouth, hung its head, and then suddenly 


bolted.^ It rolled over and over down the 
steps, it flew over the garden-railings, and 
went screaming across the Common, "^en 









Geobge now takes his walks abroad, the 
Bumbledore Geese all turn their heads the 
other way, and pretend they do not see him. 

MARRIAGE AT MATURITY. 

She is just fifty-four,! *m eleven years more, 
And a feRow at my time of life 
Ought at once to decide that the knot shall 
be tied, 

Or against ever taking a wife. 

To the Parson we go, and a white satin bow 
At his breast every man wiU display, 

And the ladies all wear orange-bloom in their 
hair ; 

While the street-children holloa ** Hooray ! ” 
Then, in Fashion’s full fig., 0, the Brides- 
maids— my wig ! 

None much past Life’s average span ; 

And the old buck so gay, who ’s tx) give her 
away. 

And that stiR older buck, my best man ! 
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THE EXD OF AX BPICtmE. 

I, 'VTHEX a schoolboy, used to stuff 
Myself with cakes, buns, pies, 
and tarts ; 

Of which I never got enough : 

So loving are our youthful 
hearts ! 

The lumps of goodness lush with 
jam, 

The creams confectioners expose, 

The custards, oft I longed to cram, 
As many as I liked, of those 1 

Cheap were at present such a treat ; 
i My stomach now has lost its tone : 

As much as I can do to eat 
Some of a broiled and devilled 
bone. 

More than on Sweets I once laid 
out 

I now on Physic spend, for ills ; 

Dyspepsia, bile, bronchitis, gout : 
Indulge in drags, and draughts, 
and piUa. 


Folk-Lore. — *• Tinker, tailor, 
soldier, sailor, apothecary, plongh- 
boy, thief.” (Classification in 
a category traditional amongst 
schoolboys of the old sdiool.) "Why 
Apoth^ary (respectable medical 
practitioner) on a plane with 
Thief ? Perhaps, because he lives 
by pillage. 

Dostkey Eaces a. 1.— Assooh 


ETTSTIO WIT. 

Fiirmev Hodge (heajiiing). Guess, Giles, your Sxtey soon ’ll be a 
bride. 

Fmiwr Gilas (darlily'). If Bill doan’t blow his brains ©out fore the 
» bridal. 

Farnwr Hodge (astoyihlied^. He I Whoy ? 

Fanner Giles (eJmeWng). He’s always at eour SuEY’s side, 
Which iiows his tendencies are Suey-side-all ! 

Anecdote of the Court of Charles the Second. — hir. 
Samuel Pepys was mighty proud of his Wig. The King one day 
remarked that there were wigs and wigs. At the Duke of York’s 
invitation, His Majesty explained that he meant periwigs and earwigs. 
Everybody present, Mr. Pepys inclusive, taned as hard as they could to 
laugh as loud as they were able at the merry Monarch’s joke. 




THE HAIDEH’S FBAYER. 

A Sketch at Aldersoatk Btbkbt Statiok* 


A MOSAIC AHA15ESQUE. 

(Fro7?i “ 7Vtc Loves of the Levies") 

Miss IlACJiiKTi, come out of the 
roses ; | 

And sit in the snmmcrhou.co, do. ; 

Don’t shrink from the suit of your ! 
Mosrs, I 

Which he’d make as a suitor to 
you. ! 

I ‘m already w^orth some little 
money *, 

And grandfather Ha than is old ; 

He ’s got shares, he ’s got shekels, 
my honey : 

He’s got talents of silver and 
gold. 

There's bills, too, my dear, I’m 
discounting 

At fifty and sixty per cent., 

And a pack of post-obits, ainountr 
ing 

To ten times as much as I lent. 

So Eachel, come out of the roses ; 

And sit in the summerhouse, 

. pray, 

At your feet to accept from your 
Moses 

The addresses he’s dying to pay ! 


Fishy but FACT.—The Court of 
Aldermen and the Common Council 
may not be commonly aware of 
the circumstance that Whitebait 
ore in season to be had at, having 
been caught off, Cowes. Whitebait 
and Ide of Wight bait* 
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THE 

Pnlicmmi iwJw 7 iffd heen inlihtlhiff dmvn Ihis Ar 
Cliinttnwn QjUmUii). “Mr am CookkyI " 


DON’T DEW IT ! 

'* Beushing witli hasty steps the dew 
away,” 

Sings Geay of his poetic early riser. 

Cul hono ? Lilter of the languid lay, 

Far hotter to lie still and let it lie, 
Sir. 

Why, Sir, 

I know it, I have tried it, it ’s a sell. 

Dew is the greatest do ; your cold 
foot squashes 

Tlirough acres of chill drops, which 
wet it well 

(Unless you wear goloshes.) 

Fact is the hard’s conventional ccs- 
tatics, 

When realised, mean ague and rheu- 
matics. 

Rise in dm time, hut don’t let hard- 
lings bubble you 
To spell it D-E-W I 


Scandinavia and Cocknbydom. 
—A Yiking was a Norseman. He 
was a Norse Marine. Thor is the 
name of the Scandinavian Mars, or 
God of War ; and he carried a ’ammer 
with which he gave it his enemies 
’ot. In a good old-fashioned English 
winter, when a thaw occurred, our 
Anglo-Saxon ancestors used to say 
that Thor was a-knockin* up Jack 
Frost. 

Heat and Cold.— The Glacial 
Period returns during the Dog-days, 
^d is manifested in l^e prevalence of 
iced-cup and iced-cream formations. 


IMPENDING CHINAMAN. 

“UlloI WriAr are vou pniEo ’ere? Is the Cook in?” 

[** ybit •niifjiht lu i va knocked him down with a PcfuocL s Feather T* he saul. 


A POET’S DISAPPOINTIMENT. 

“Holmes’s Siren Fojr-Si^ala are 
already introduced by the Trinity House 
to upwards of seventy of their Stations.” 

The sea that our island environs 
Becoming infested with Sirens ? 

0 wonderful news, 

That must comfort the Muse, 

And inspire modem Shelleys and 
Byrons 1 

Eh ? What ? Only Fog-Signals ? 
Holmes’s ? 

They doti't carry harps and gold 
combses ? 

There now, that is hard — 
Prose-pursued the poor bard 
Wheresoever he rambles or roams is ! 

I pictured myself as Ulysses ; ^ 

I dreamed of those musical Misses 
At Ramsgate or Dover, 

And I as their lover, 

Seduced by their songs, curls, and 



But diri^ng Fog-Signals ?— Dis- 
gusting 1 

Instead of my ears to them trusting, 
I, swiftly levanting. 

That wax will be wanting 
To keep my poor ear-drums from 
hustina ! 


A Distinguished Novelist observes 
that he would like to hold an official 
position in a Cathedral, as he would 
HNSPNCTFUIi. never he at a loss for a Chapter j 

I fifiVGor<7iMs’fiFoo<7na7i. “Where ]pvB YOU DROPPED FoimP^^E, Mr ^ ^ soribbling-paper, there 

I IwouMalwajsbeaQ^e^athaad. 






Early Banking- Settling 
Bay. 


OGTOBEE xzzi Days. 


Lon« Vacation ends. 
Mistress of Arl.s. 


CAMOMILE TEA. 

_ I was many and 

' ' ' ^®w of wliicli 

^ the ixame_ of 

IV A stufE which was 

brewed with 
no other end 

Than to plague and be drunk by me. 

I was a child, a mere bit of a child, 

■When I lived in that cot by the sea ; 

But I hated with hate which was more than 
hate 

That horrible Camomile Tea* 

A hate which was visible, I have no doubt, 
To the eyes of my— Aunt Magee. 

And this is the reason, I happen to know, 
■VMiy she always was down on me. 
Whenever I had the least malady, filling 
A tumbler with Camomile Tea, 

And drenching me three times a day with 
the same — 

The horriblest bore that could be, — 

And shutting me up in my bedroom for hours, 
With a tract and more Camomile Tea. 

The daveys, not half so weaiy at work, 
Went whispering, pitying me. 

And what was the reason, I’m blowed if I 
know 

Why they left me with Aunt Magee, 


A wretched young shaver, by day and by 
night, 

Swilling and swilling her Camomile Tea. 

But my hate it was stronger by far than the 
hate 

Of a Templar for neat 

Of a Jew for a piggy-wig-gee ; 

And neither my Aunt, who strove early and 
late, 

Nor her myrmidon old Doctor B., 

WiOS ever so clever as me to inspire 

With a liking for Camomile Tea. 

Even now, strange it seems, 1 have hideous 
dreams 

Of that horrible Camomile Tea ; 

Of its taste when I think I still shudder and 
shrink 

At that nauseous Camomile Tea ; 

And I muse in amaze at that old woman’s 
craze, • 

On the loathing, the loathing I felt in 
those days. 

When I lived in that cot by the sea, 

In that cot with my Aunt Magee. 

C02T. FOR DR. CARPENTER. 

Why is a Young Lady who is very much 
opposed to tight-lacing, like a seller of pens, 
ink, and paper ? 

I Because she is a Stay-shunner, to be sure I 


He could talk about nothing ijut Hives, if 
you please, 

And of Honey, discoursing me on it. 

Till I said to myself, ‘ ‘ On liie subject of Bees 
He has surely a ‘ Bee in his bonnet.’ ” 


MASTER TOMIVIY’S RECEIPTS. 

Impromptu Juvenile Tarty • 

A children’s gathering during the holi- 
days having been objected to on the score of 
expense, a capital substitute may be fur- 
nished in the height of the season by the 
following simple method. A “ crush ” being 
given, the performer, who has borrowed a 
large pair of tailors* shears for the occasion, 
stands in a convenient position at the foot 
of the stairs, and cleverly removes at one 
snip the tails at the waist from the coat of 
each male visitor as he is about to mount. 
When some hundred guests, thus prepared, 
gradually discover in the blaze of the 
drawing-room that they have all come in 
jackets, the host has good-humouredly to 
confess that, though he did not intend to do 
so, he has given a most effective wipromj^tu 
jueemle paHy, 


He would read her Shakspeare, and p’raps 
that was hard, 

For she always declared that she hated the 
Bard : 

But she had her revenge, for one night after 
supper. 

She gave him three hours of her favourite 
Tupper. 


A True Spirit Medium. — A Publican 
who deals in Spirits which are what he calls 
them. 

A False Quantity in Mechanics.— 
The Horse-Power of a Donkey Engine. 
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PHOGlSTOSTICATIOir. 

WiiKS Tcjbbles awoke (aiiB sleew very soundly), the Moukino afteu that Parheos’ Dinner, she found John by her side with his Boots on and 
THE Umbrella open! IIis explanation was that, be.«5Ides beino very Tired, he PERiiArs “fansh’d there wash 'Shtorm comin’ on!” 


TOBACCO ! 

(A Rltajpsodhfs Uliymes.) 

TiiRiCE-'blessed weed ! Soother of weary 
brains 

►,^ 7 : Beneath the Councillor’s wig, the Soldier’s 

I shako, 

Purger of sorrows, anodyne of pains. 

S ) Tobacco ! 

The Ancestral Ape smoked' not ; in that at 
WKFm ^ ) least 

\ Man has itscended from the primal J acko. 
u Without thee he *d sink back toward the 
^ beast, 

nllMlffllmlir Tobacco ! 

||||ImR|| ||j‘ The young world knew thee not. Whatj 
Jl‘ misery 

W* May we to that extremely luckless lack owe ? 

r hrr applcs Adam had not pined had he 

Tobacco ! 

The early kings and conquerors — Cyrus, C.ze!SAR, 

The swart Hun, Attila, Norwegian Haco, 

Were destitute of passion’s best appeaser, 

Tobacco 1 

The votaries at Eleusis held divine 

The God. Wine-giver, hailed him “ O l^cho ! ” 

But they knew not the sweeter mysteries — ^thine 
Tobacco 1 

But, Heaven be magnified, thou now art known 
Prom China to Peru, from Kent to Cracow, 

And there is hope where’er thy cloud is blown, 

Tobacco I 

We to thy soft, benignant, opiate spdl 
Rapture in rest, ease when on trouble’s rack, owe. 

There are nofc rhymes enough thy charms to tell, 

Tobacco 1 



SITTING IIP TO SEE THE COMET. 

12*30 P.M. — ^Ah ! All in bed at last ! Now, this is jolly, 

Philistines think the savants zeal all folly. 

1 P.M.— Stir up the fire. Ah ! Jiojje that isn’t fog. 

No I Hoiv it startled me. I ’ll mix some grog. 

1*80 P.M. — Capital article this one of Procter’s. 

Late hours are bad for me ? — oh ! hang the Doctors ! 

2 P.M. — ^When at its peri-wink — helion — ^Thinking, 

Does make one drowsy, feel like forty-winking. 

3 P.M. — How solemnly it strikes 1 A sort of chilly, 

Grim, ghostly creep — oh ! hang it, this is silly. 

3*30 P.M, — ^Br-r-r I How they snore, the whole domestic quorum. 
Gr-r-r ! Think I ’ll venture on just 07he more jorum. 

4 P.M. — Only annurrer hour. For all the chaff of ’em, 

To-morrow mor’n’g I sh-sh ’ave the laugh of ’em. 

4*30 P.M. — ^Mush shoon be here. Jesh keep tha’ fire alive. i 

Ish that liish tail ? No, — wait till— hie ! — pass-five. 

* * « * « « 

8 P.M. — JS-a-a-w! Fire’s gone out and — ^hillo! — 7y7^/3r^’5that? Etylitl 

Qonpimd it all ! I ’ve been asleep. Too late ! ! / 

MASTER TOMMY’S RECEIPTS. 

To Cure a Smoky Chimney, 

Get out on to the roof of the house with a good-sized feather 
bolster and eighteenpennyworth of putty. Insert the bolster Iqngways 
into the chimney, taking care to plaster it all round tightly with 
the putty. Now sit on it. The chimney will no longer smoke. 

She sang, and she said, “ Papa, what are you at, 

That you do not applaud when I touch tho B -flat ? ” 

The Father replied, ’mid the singing and riot, 

“ Instead of B-flat, dear, pray try to be quiet.” 

Orthographical Anecdote.— A foxhunter, one wet day, sent^ to 
a circulating library, and ordered Kenil/fcovth^ under the impression 
that it was a sporting novd. 
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SMOKERS AKD WORKERS. 

His pickaxe whilst a Navvy drives, 
1 marvel at the sight ; 

How all the while he still contrives 
To keep his pipe arlight. 

My own, when I both smoko and 
read. 

Recumbent as I fume, 

Keeps going out, which makes me 
need 

Its light ofttimes relume. 

He has a gift which, all I can, 

I try, but fail, to gain ; 

Then whilst I watch that Working 
Man, 

Ah, how can I be vain ? 


MASTER TOMMTS RECEIPTS. 

To mako m Vneh come down handsomely. 

Ip the Uncle is from the Country, and has stayed in the house a whole 
fortnight without proposing to tip the performer half-srsovereign, this 
is easily managed. The Uncle's spectacle-case having been carelesdy 
tossed on to the ledge of the drawing-room comice, he is persuaded to 
mount to the top of a tall pair of steps to recover them. The per- 
former now outs the rope. The Uncle instantly comes down hand- 
somely. 


STOCK EKCHAMGE. 

Illustrated hy Du7rd)-CTCi,7nbo Iv/aior, 






M 




Carrying Over. 


Waiting for the R'se. 


“I win at races money without 
end. 

I've the straight tip, that aU 
men wiR allow, Sirs.” 

Said I, Then p’raps you can ex- 
plain, my friend, 

Why 'tis you wear such shabby 
coats and trousers ! ” 



Market Palling. 


Market Pina. 


POINTS OP POCKET 
ECONOMY. 

Never carry abroad with you 
more money than you need to. 
Carry what you must, not in a 
purse, hut loose in your pocket, 
which will then be ttie less liable 
to be picked of it all in a lump. 
See, however, that your pocket has j 
no hole in it. 

Don't be mean. Provide for tho 
occasional exigence of unavoidable ! 
or at least, expedient tips and 
gratuities. Two half-sovereigns 
are better than a sovereign, half- 
crowns than crowns, florins than 
half-crowns, shillings than florins, 
sixpences than shillings ; and, 
besides sixpences, you should 
always he sufficiently well provided 
with threepenny and fourpenny 
bits, pence, and half-pence. Por- 
ters and others whom it may be 
necessary to remunerate for small 
services, or to bribe, can seldom or 
never give change. 

If ever you happen to have any 
considerable sum about you, never 
pull out any more of it at a time 
than you can help, in the presence 
of ^ company. Your associates, 
seeing you produce a large handful 
of money, may want to borrow 
some of it. 

Mythology fob the Million. 
— ^The Titans*^ were Giants who 
wanedagainst Jupiter. Bao^anals 
— ^tight ’uns of another description. 






‘‘ASTONISHING- THE NATIVES.»> 

First Tourist, “I say, “Will, are yoxt asleep?” Second Tourist. “Asleep? No, I should thtxk not! Hang it, how muY Bite!’* 

First Tourist. “ Try my Dodge. Light your Pipe, and blow a Cloud under the Clo’J’hes ! They let go dibecJtly. THEaiE 'a a lot perched on the 
Foot-bar op my Bed now— coughing like mad 1 " 
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BATTLE BSAVIJEA. 

Go where the Bayonets are 
battling ; 

Go where Gloiy calls. 

Go where the rifles rat- 
tling*’ 

Co-operate with the Gatling, 
Hailstorms of sharp-shot 
scattering ; 

And the Shrapnel, squad- 
rons shattering ; 

And their banners tearing 
and tattering ; 

And the big guns booming 
and batTiering ; 

And the bombs blowing 
down the walla 1 

SiNGULARITHSS OP THE 
Heavens.— The Great 
Bear is provided with 
Pointers, but, as distinct 
from the rest of the con- 
stellation, has no Secters. 
The principal Setters in the 
sky are the Sun and Moon. 
The Dog-star is no Setter 
in the canine sense of the 
word. 

MATEIMONY AND 
MEANS. 

Maeeiages rise with fall 
of bread 

Among the working- 
classes ; 

That ’s right, boys j always 
look ahead 

Before you take your 
lasses. 

Jotting fob June.— 
Periwinkles are now in 
bloom j but tihose peri- 
winkles are not zoophytes, 
—and you may gather 
them, but don’t you eat any. ^ 


,lJil.W 








Chatty Fmtor. “I like thb Piack. I always oomk iieeb. "STonsT op it is 
Daisssr ! " 


't3 a little too 
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THE THOROUGH GOOD 
TEMPLAR. 

abstains from all Sti^ 
mulants whatever.) 

Some gives their minds to 
ginger beer, 

And somo to .soda-water ; 
On tea and coffee some got 
<iucf r ; 

But 1 shuns that self- 
slaughter. 

Tour brains with Zoedono 
may wliirl ; 

I ’ll bo no awful warning : 
I reglcr takes my Temper- 
ance Purl, 

At six o'clock in tlio 
morning-. 

The roETUYop Plantj?. 

-—OphdUl, te CltAN'CEL-. 
LOR of the Exchequer. 

“ There ’s yew for you 

tliat means your Einancc. 
You may call it Taxus.^* 

TO A LADY WITH A 
LIT'J’LE iMOUTH. 

'riiEY Rfiy your mouth is 
like to Cupid’s bow ; 

I think it more resembles 
_ Cupid’s dart : 

It is a (n)arrow opening, 
and I know 

It insikcs au arrow open- 
ing in my htjart I 

Seasonahlm Charity. 

{ — In a severely hot Mid- 
summer :-~Ico-Kitclions in 
Leicester Square. 

Freedom of the City. 
—A knife and fork for you 
always at the Han.siou 
House. 



NawLT married, 
Railway carri^ ; 

AttheStatioa®^*™*^' 
Osculation ; 

Crying, 



THE NEOGAMS— A WARNING. 

Destination ; 

Forced cessation. 

T» • 

Porters poking 
Fuu, and joking, 

n . . 

Un arriving, 

Carriage driving ; 

Hissing. 

^vely scenery, 

Lakes and greenery, . 

Missing. 


^ampagiie drinldng ; 
vV alter w^inldng, 

_ . Cmious ! 

Fcople smiling ; 

Very riling; 

Furious. 


Smiling, parting ; 
Hands at starting 

Gripping, 
^zy quarters, 

Guiunm and Porters 

OathejoumJ^^*' 

Glances yeamy, 

„ , Mooning. 
Qosely sitting, 

As is fittiag, 

Spooning. 




SQUIB AIOTTO. 

-^ 0 ?* JWr. — Post-Office 

fairy ! Nay, tliesc booms of thine 
Are better far than fairy’s golden 
gift. Free largesse may corrupt ; 
tie more benign To smooth for 
Poverty the road to Thrift. 

NEW READING, 
a Mamher of the **Psyc)ueaV Society.) 
I HOLD it true whate’er befall, 

I feel it when I shudder most, 
Better be frightened by a ghost, 
rhan never see a ghost at all. 


Hotel, table 
note a rabble. 

Shun it! 
^ivate cover 
Sooner over — 

Done it. 


After dining, 

Arms entwining, 

. Walking, 

Sipping honey— 

What s there funny ? — 
Talking. 
So time passes ; 
Grinning asses 

_ Guess ^em 

Newly married, 

Sorely harried — 

Bless ’em I 


Backing the Field. 

^ Classic Derivation.— Jackson 

is certainly a Greek name, origin- 
ally. ^ Ajax ; then the Son of Ajax, 
or Ajax’ son. Then, in England, 
Any Jackson, A. Jackson. QJEJ). 





DYNAMO-ELECTRIC DANCERS. 

I *Ar a keen ama- 
teur Elecbri- 
^ cian ; 

I like to give 
people a 
&tart ; 

So went to the 
new Exhibi- 
tion 

Of Electrical 
Science and 
Art. 

British, Gallic, 
Italian, Ger- 
manic, 

Yankee no- 
tions, more- 
over, and 
means 

For all sorts of arrangements g«dvaiiic, 

Anil of dynamo-dectrio machines. * 

Now it can’t be too often repeated, 

That if people don’t take proper car^ 
Circuit wires, apt at times to get heated, 
Wax red-hot now and then — so beware ! 

WherethelightstowhichgasareasrushlighoH 

Were by night turning darkness to day— 
Siemens, Edison, Jablochoff, Brush Lights 
I wandered, exploring my way. 

Apparatus, a little short-sighted, 

As I stooped on, betwixt wire and wire. 
In connection my watch-chain, ignited, 

In a wink set my waistcoat on fire. 

Then the stem of a lamp, which, to work it. 
Had a wire laid below to the fore, 

I grasped, and completed the circuit, 
Intervening, in person, through floor. 


Dash my buttons, just didn’t I holloa I 
That is, try all I could to cry out ; 

But a feeble moan only would follow 
My fruitless endeavours to shout. 

And my muscles were paralysed nearly, 

All throughout me ; my heart was op- 
pressed, 

And my lungs acted on so severely, 

I had scarce any breath in my chest. 

My face was convulsed and distorted, 

And contracted so hard was my hand. 

That a friend, to my hdp who resorted, 
Couldn’t loosen it off the lamp-stand. 

But to strike him a happy thought chancing. 
He lifted my legs from the ground, 

\-nr\ broke circuit, wh^ce sparks of flame 
glancing. 

Burnt my hand whilst its gripe was un- 
bound. 

I had had a charge sent right slap through me 
That ten lamps was then saving to light ; 
And the current that very nigh slew me 
Being stopped, put out eight of them quite. | 
’Mid electrical works ye who wander 
Mind you how their machinery behaves, 
And my pitiful story well ponder,^ 

That you mayn’t be shocked into your 
graves. 

FROM OUR MANIACAL METEOR- 
OLOGIST. 

Why is a Storm-signaRer like an a^er of 
riddles? 

Because he *s a Cone-and-drummer ! 

A Real Ghost Stoey. — Say you’ve 
seen one. 


A PUNT POEM. 


✓ 



I ’m a Fisher- 
man bold. 
And I don’t 
mind the 
cold. 

Nor care about 
getting wet 
through : 

I don’t mind 
the rain. 

Or rhemnati- 
cal pain, 

Or even the 
tic - doulou- 
reux ! 


I ’m a Fisher- 
man damp. 
Though I 
* suffer from 

cramp. 

Let weather be foul or be fine. 

From morning till night 
Will I wait for a bite, 

And never see cause to repine ! 

I ’m a Fisherman glad, 

And I never am sad ; 

I care not to shoot or to hunt ; 

1 would be quite content 
If my whole life were spent 
From morning to night in a Punt ! 

I ’m a Fisherman brave, 

And I carol a stave 
In praise of the rod and the line ! 

From the bank, or a boat, 

Will I gaze on my float — 

What life is so happy as mine ? 





'Deecmbtr 7. 1832. 

















MEMS. OP A DISTINGUISHED AMATEUR. 

{Extracted, from his Diaries,) 

Christmas, 1849. — A most importaut year. Early in the Spring 
made my iirst appearance as Jtichard the Third, Told by the local 
reporter of the Mitdstone Mercury that it reminded him of the elder 
BlEiN. No doubt it did. Badly supported by the other Amateurs 
taking part in the Dashover Hall Amateur Theatricals. 

Midsummer, 1852.— Have certainly matured my style since I 
made my hrst appearance as Hichard the Third. Then decidedly 
crude, although told, by persons who certainly ought to have known, 
that I was far better than the elder Kean. Have added to my 
repertoire, JECamUt, Claude Melnutte, Othello, Belphegor, Dazzle, 
and Macbeth. Have seen Macrbady, Charles Mathews, Phelps, | 
Webster, G-. Y. Brooke in these parts— well, I don’t want to be 
hard upon them, but they certainly don’t play them quite in my 
manner ! 

Christmas, 1854.— Have recently turned my attention a good deal 
to Low Comedy. Played in some garrison theatricals, Tony Lumpkin, 
and Box in Box and Cox. Local reporter of the Cahhageville 
Courier insists that “ Buckstone is not a bit like me ! ” Well, 
although 1 say it who shouldn’t, but frankly— he isn’t ! 

Midsummer, 1856. — Q-ot back to the ** legitimate” again. Played 
Wolsey, in selection from Henry the Blghth at Mrs. Tbevok 
Taunton’s Theatricals, at 142, St. Augustine Yillas, Kensington 
New Town. Stage rather small, as Mrs. T. T.’s back drawing-room 
is only nine feet by twelve. However, was magnificent. At least, 
so said an Oxford IJndergraduate who insisted that 1 was better than 
Chaeles Kean. Well, well, Charley is not bad. 

Christmas, 1860. — Still hard at work at my acting. I really do 
believe I have played everything in my time. I have got sixteen 
large scrap-books full of favourable provincial notices. B-ather 
annoying I cannot obtain recognition at the hands of the London 
Press. However, to quote a well-known line, “ A time will come ! ” 
Have recently added Buy Bias to my repertoire. My creation is 
considered by the best judges to be infinitely grander than Pechieb’s. 
But then allowances ought to be made for Pecktee’s shortcomings. 
It must be remembered that he is a foreigner ! 

Midsummer, 1865. — Still delighting the provinces. The Gmhington 
Gazette insists that my reading of Lord Dundreary is infinitely pre- 
ferable to Sothebn’s. Well, I daresay to some people it is, although 


it is only fair to Sothern to say, that he is a very promising 
Comedian who one day will turn out an Actor I 

Christmas, 1868.— Taken recently to Irish character. Have 
played with “startling success” (I quote from the intelligent 
columns of the Colney Hatch and Hanwell Sentinel) Shaun, Myles 
na Coppaleen, and other parts of a similar nature. 1 am told that 
I Dion Boucicault came to see me one evening. GChey say that I 
made him cry ! 

Midsummer, 1872, — During the last six months have been appear- 
ing in a round of Charley Mathews’s ebaraoters. Everybody 
delighted. Bepresentative of Humborough Herald told me at supper 
that my reading was “replete with hnmonr, pathos, sentiment, fun, 
and deep and almost painful feeling.” Bepresentative of Hum-- 
borough Herald is a most seni^ible person, and I set an especial value 
upon his opinion. Of course I have au awful respect for Charley 
Mathews, but his reading is not always mine ! 

Christmas, 1880.— Still playing. Beally may call myself “the 
Grand Old Man of the Amateur Stage.” More than thirty years 
ago since I first made my appearance, with something actually 
approaching nervousness, as Bichard the Third. But even in those 
days it was universally conceded that I was immeasurably greater 
than the elder Kean. Well, well, perhaps I was, perhaps I was. 
My favourite characters at the present moment are Borneo, Boh 
Brierly, Sir Beter Teazle, and Manfred. They say I could not be 
better in any of them ! Well, well, perhaps not, perhaps not ! I 
only want one thing to complete my satisfaction— a notice in a 
London paper. . , ^ 

Christmas, 1882.— At last ! The other evening, when T was play- 
ing at Lady Loaeeb’s, I saw Slater of the Proscenium taking notes. 
There is sure to be a notice ! And here it is 1 Silly I did not see 

the Proscenium before. Let us read : — “ Mr. , as — — , has yet 

to learn how to act. He is the worst amateur that we have ever 

seen.”!!!!! I 7 ^ i .7 

Diary breaks off abruptly. 

“Sweetness and— White.” 

The Daily News says— “ With all these blue, yellow, and scarlet 
ribbons for temperance in drink, will no one start a white ribbon for 
temperance in costume ? ” We find that since these lines have been 
pubushed there is not half a yard of white ribbon to be bought in 
London, and the dyers have been busier than ever. j 
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THE CITY OP DBEADPUL DIET. 

A SXOKT TOLD TO THE MAEOfBS. 

(About the Yeah 3000 a.d.) 

There stood a City in the Western Isle, 

(This is a tale of Eighteen Eighty-Three, Sirs,) 

A City basking broad in Eortime ’s smile. 

With wealth like Orcestts, power as wide as Cesar’s : 

A City populous, where forum, mart. 

And fane aU flowered in tower and dorid pinnacle ; 
Where common souls talked gushingly of Art, 

Where taste was fbie, and eyen Faith was daical, 

A Sybaritic City, whose elite 
The crumpled rose-leaf held abomination ; 

A City of two gods, the “ Light” and “ Sweet,” 

And one great rite, the “ Tub,” which meant Salyation. 
“ An enviable City ! ” Ah ! rush not 
Precipitately to a rash conclusion. 

That City had one Malebolge-blot, 

One foul fatality there wrought confusion, 

An Incubus inchoate, palsying, there held sway. 

Whose mind— they called it so I— was crass, chaotic ; 
With this result : that City proud and gay 
Was half the year submerged ’neath mud Nilotic ; 
Nilotic ! Nay, much nastier ; for the slime 
’Midst which their civic Dragon ramped and straddled, 
Outstank, ontstuck the stuff where in earth’s prune 
Its saurian prototypes wallowed or paddled. 

It clasped that City like a clammy shroud, 

It lay, a common curse, on road and pavement. 

Stirred by the tramplings of the stumbling crowd, 

But slab, adhesive, unrelieved by lavement ; 

As though some mud-volcano had spumed forth 
Its spreadiag spout of foulness o’er it wholly. 
Whelming it East, and West, and South, and North, 

In one vast muck-pall black and melancholy. 

The citizens went forth, with smoke-red eyes, 

And through the stodgy slime-slough feebly floundered. 
And now they slipped crer sheets of foetid size, 

And now in gulfs of mire they splashed or foundered. 

It stuck, oh, how it stuck ! to heels and soles. 

It splashed and sputtered over coats and trousers'; 

It lay in pools, and dark insidious holes. 

Fit waHowing-pits for Ciroe’s witched oarousers. 

It stank, oh, how it stank ! scarce Tophet’s reek 
Were more unsavoury unto dainty nostnls. 

Bain fell anew, and then it ran to seek 
Confluent floods in wheel-whirled, wind-betost rills. 

Or slab or sloppy, it was simply Muck, 

Miry, malodorous, unmitimted, 

In which, o’er that strange City, splashed or stuck 
The matutinal cit or clerk bmated. 

They bore it, ah ! they lore it. It was strange ! 

A mystic spell was on them, that seemed certain. 

They had had vision of Elysian change, 

Loss of mire-sheet and lifting of fog-curtain. 

Tain, vain I That Incubus huge, foxMess, void, 

As the Miltonic Death held empire steady. 

Sq^egees abounded, and the unemployed 
In hosts to handle them stood ever ready. 

Taxation’s yoke was heavy on that land. 

Laws had they, and life’s servitors, the Sciences. 

Alert and eager ever stood at hand 
To champion Cleanliness with ’cute appliances, 

And yet — Oh I ultra-classic tragic doom 
That might have moved Eumenides to pity— 

Nought, down &om Science to the simple broom, 

Availed to lift the curse from that neat City. 

Stately and spacious, but slime-fouled, it spread, 

^ Mighty, yet a n^ass of slu^ and pud^e^ 

A helpless, hopeless prey to Mud and Muddle. 

So that for all its splendour and its fame, 

Its miles of streets, its piles of bullion ruddy. 

It passed, and earned a pitiable name 
In History’s page as— “ Babylon the Muddy ! ” 
[Whereupon^ adds the SchoUaet^ the Audience of the 
Myth-Singer dUpersed^ eome noith looke of com- 
paseion^ hut the most with smiles of derisive 
incredulity^ 

Mrs. Eahsboihak has a great difficulty in finding a 
pen to suit her. She thinks she wiU try some of the new 
Cocoa Nibs, that she sees so extensively advertised. 



FUTILITY OF Q- E. D. 

Mamma {who has leen vainly straggling to help Tommy with his SuclH), ** What 
Bubbish it is, to be sure 1 All this bother to prove that A B C is 

EQUAL TO C B D ! As IE ANYBODY IN THEIR SENSES WOULD EVER SAT IT 

wasn't!'' 


TEIAL BY JUDGE. 

{Second and Concluding Portion,) 

On the Court reassembling after the Holidays, Mr. Baron Muddxesohe, who 
presided on the Bench, supported by quite a bevy of Duchesses, proceeded to 
sum up in the great case of Strap v. Hules, which, it will be remembered, turns 
upon the question whether the rlaintiff , a professed cook, was libelled by the 
Defendant for insisting that he, the Plaintiff, could not make his own pastry. 

Before the formal commencement of the hearing, Mr. Bibster, Qr.C., asked 
his Lordship whether he thought he would he very long in concluding his 
address to ■Qie Jury. The trial had now lasted about six months, and as he 
(Mr. Bibster), with the greatest possible respect to his Lordship, thought that 
he (the Judge) might cut it short. . . -ri. t.*- -n 

Mr. Baron Muddlesomb was pained at the suggestion. If Mr. Bibster, 

who was certainly one of the brightest ornaments at the Bar {Applause, 

in which Mr. Slavey Joined heartily,) His Lordship was greatly surprised 
at thia demonstration ; did not Mr. Slavey (who was a stuff-gownsman cer- 
tainly, but yet a member of the Bar) know that the Court was not a theatre P 
Mr. Bibster rose to explain. Hi a Mend and. Junior in this case, Mr. Slavey, 
had been of the greatest possible service to hm in this action, and he seized the 
opportunity of personally thaTik ing him for his exertioiLB. {Itenewed applause^ 
which was immediately suppressed,) i. • -a 

Mr. Baron Muddlesohe, who regarded Mr. Bibster as one of the brightest 
ornaments of the British Bar, was delighted to find that he (Mr. Bibster) had a 
feeling heart even for an inf erior. . ^ j ai. a i.- 

Mr. Bibster had nothing further to add, except that he ^sted mat 
Lordship would make his concludiuj;: remarks as brief as possible. His Lord- 
ship would notice that, for a reason it was unnecessary to mention, his learned 
friend, Mr. Butstle, Q.C., had already left the Court. He teusted, earnestly 
trusted, with utmost respect to the Judge, that his Lordship "would not so 
prolong his remarks “that other counsel mi^t he forced, rductantiy forced, to 
follow the example which had been set so excusably by his learned fnend, Mr. 

Bustle, (1.C. , , , , . a n 

Mr. Baron Muddlesohe was most anxious to render h ims e l t agreeable to au 
persons of distinction. He trusted that he had been amusing and instructive 
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DRURY LANE AND ELSEWHERE. 

Sinned-hadly, and my Fretty JaneSyre. The Imperial 
and Gaiety. 

"What has become of our Pantomimists ? 'Wherever they may be, 
they do not come to the front at Drury Lane. Even Mr. and Mrs. 
D’Atjbait do more in the speaking and singing than in the genuine 
pantomimic line, and young Lattbi is rathei 

f a clever acrobat than a pantomimist. Mr. 

HabbyFatnb is the last of the Pantomimists, 
and so very much the last, that, even when 
four Scenes had been omitted on Boxing 
flight, he did not make his appearance as 
Clown until a q.uarter past eleven. 

We sincerely sympathised with Mr. 
" AxTGUSTirs Habbis on that terrible first n^ht, 

when the Pit was angry, the Q-aUery tired, 
'I and nothing would go right on the stage. 

. No doubt by this time everjrthing works 
- smoothly, and the Pantomime, including the 
“ comic business as if the first were the 
“ serious business ” of the evening until the 
Clown comes on and sa:^s, in effect, “ Now 
we ’ll play the fool ! is probably all over 
— at a reasonable hour. 

Arthur Eoberts. Eefcired night’s failure 

from Music-Hall, and attributable? It began well enough— indeed, 
he's “Never done any- brilliantly ; but it went, as far as acting and 
thing Since." But he singing were concerned, from indifferent to 
will. bad, and from bad to worst, until the climax 

came in an utterly idiotic scene, where comic 
musie-halL talent, represented by Abthub Robebts, James Fawn, 
Hebbebt Campbell, Nellie Poweb, Yesta Tilley, associated 
with one ordinpily good comedian, Habby Nicholls, appeared to 
be doing anything that came into their heads at the moment, with- 
out rhyme or reason, until it resembled rather the impromptu 


Vr 





Zatti Lanner’s Little Zittens. 

c^ade got up at Christmas-time by a party of young children, one 
of whom starts up, and putting a pocket-luoidkeichief over his head, 
savs, “ Look here ! Let ’s play at being a Judge ! ” and the others 
echo, ‘Oh, let ’s I ” than any pantomimic or hnrlesq.ue scene per- 
formed hy well-known professionals. 

The loudly expressed disapprobation warned the music-hall 
^ Favourites, that, off their 

o.»n, peculiar platform, it 

i ' o was dangerous to presume 

exceptional popu- 1 
laxity. ; We are quite 





Lauri in his game of Four-feet. 


was dangerous to presume 
on their exceptional popu- | 
laxity. * We are quite 
certain that could- we have j 
the Payne Family hack * 
again in such a Pantomime 
as was The Forty Thieves^ 
or if the Yojos Family 
could be once more what 
they were in Aladdin^ the 
vast London Public, which 
dearly loves this form of 
harmless Christmas enter- 
tainment, would throng to 
Old Drury in their tens of 


j n -mf "-tuiry jjuL mexT iiens oi 

thousands, and the Manager would reap a far greater harvest with 
far less outlay, thm he will even now, with the one scene of 
gOTgeo^speoteple which livened the abnost intolerable amount of 
st^g^ty exhibited on the Boxing Night uerformanoe of Sindbad. 

story after ttie first' Scene we haven’t the 
^ who, however, did 

not get on Sindbad t shoulders, as he might nave done had his 
repres entative beenaboy “ got up ” as an old man ; and then, after 
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an interval, we saw the Gigantic J5oc, with a deal of fumbling, fly 
ofl with Sindbad, who then and there disappeared from the story, as 
we next recognised him dressed up as Britannia, singing a patriotic 
song, and su&equently in the wig and gown of a barrister, doing 
nothing particular in an Egyptian police-court. Occasionally we 
heard a Ime or two, and occasionally somebody mentioned the name 

of Sindhad. but 
on the whole, so 
^ to speak, “it was 

anybody’s pan- 
M tomime.” What 

was everybody’s 
.i'!|raH comic business 

iLfflrJ i. nobody’s 

il'.l 1 business. 

!!• '' doubt 

this first night’s 
ik experiment, 

^ rashly tried on 

^ the much endur- 

ing public, wni 

Manager Harris driven wild by the “ Waits” between the have produced 
Acts. A Christmas Subject. beneficialresults, 

and perhaps, too, 

the Author may have been called in to suggest the wit and humour 
suitable for pantomime, which the unassisted music-hall intellect 
evidently cannot invent for itself. 

Much better another time to engage Mr. Authub Roberts, who 
is really funny, alone, as one of a regular pantomimic troupe. The 
music lacked spirit, specially the performance of “ God Save the 
Queen'^ in the Overture. Former Conductors, like Mr. Levey or Mr. 
Eaut. Mbyber, have turned round, faced the audience, and led the 
l^ational Anthem with a JulHen-like enthusiasm that carried the 
audience a quarter through the Pantomime ; but this “ go ” was 
lacking on Boxing-Might. Again, whenever there is a “ stick ” on 
the stage— (and how many “ regular sticks ” there were !) — a sharp 
Conductor should be ready to ml up the hiatus, and drown delay 
with a storm of wind, and sink disapprobation by a display of brass ; 
but, unfortunately, when there was a hitch in the scenery or in the 
action, there was a corresponding stoppage in the Orchestra, which 
made the deficiency all the more noticeable. 

AnH now for the brilliant side of the Show. ^ The Grand Scene of 
the Procession of the Kings of England, which royal personages, 
to judge from their masks, were all of them closely allied to the 
ancient Hebrew race, and the review of the little soldiers, played by 
children, and therefore all infantry, is one of the most complete 

spectacular efEects ever seen at Old 
^ Drury. It is magnificent — c^est 

magnifique, mais ce n^est pas le 
pantomime— it is sufiicient of itself, 
/. however, to draw all London, and 

delight all the children. 

^ prettiest and at the same time 


us in asking Mr. Harris to give us another time more of the genuine 
old Pantomime and less of the modem Music-Hall. 

^ My Pretty Jane—JSyre, at the Globe, is not a pleasant piece. It 
is confusing to those who have not read the novel &om which it 
is avowedly taken, and to those who have, the “ confusion becomes 
worse confounded,” as Mr. would no doubt say, did he not 

genially use an even stronger expletive in con- 
veying his meaning. Following the directions of 
Mrs. Glasse, Mr. Wills has “first caught his 
Eyre^ in the person of Mrs. Bernard Beebe, 
who is no more like the plain, undersized little 
creature in the novel than Juno of Olympus is 
like the female Midget lately exhibiting at the 
Westminster Aquarium. Mr. Charles Kelly, 
on the other hand, no doubt has the personal 
peculiarity inseparable from Mr. Rochester, still 
on this occasion his face is not sufi5.cient in itself 
to constitute his fortune. Of the other characters 
little need be said. Miss Carlotta Leclero, as ^ 

Lady Ingram, obtains a good deal of fun out of ,, 

an eccentric bonnet ; and Mr. A. M. Denison, Jacicsou 

as Lord D^ond, giyes anite a Christmassy 

flavour to the production by treatmg his part ^ 

d la mode de pantalon. Mr. H. E. Russell, as 

the Rev. Mr. Prior, looks and acts like a Wesleyan Archbishop 

gone wrong. 

For the rest, the piece leaves an impression on the mind of aimless 
exits and entrances, feeble dialogues, old — ^very old — Joe Millers, 
diluted sermons, and stale sentimentalities. But there is one 
startling exception to all these amiable little weaknesses. At the 
end of the Second Act the scream and appearance of Miss D’Almaine 




The real Old Man of the Sea ; or, 


funniest thing, specially for children, 
and children are the raison d^etre of 
all our pantomimes— is the dance of 
Katti Lanner’s pupils, carrying 
their dolls, which they alternatdy 
fondle and smack. 

Young Lauri’s four-footed feat of 
going round the house is the acro- 
batic hit of the piece. Thetr^sfor- 
mation scene, by H. Ehdbn, is very 
ef ective, and, if less splendid than 
heretofore, it has the advantage of 
depending less on mere mechanism. 

As is usual in Pantomimes, all 
sorts of advertisements are intro- 
duced on the stage; but it was a 
curiouskindof compliment— whether 
suggested as “ business ” by Author, 


end of the Second Act the scream and appearance of Miss D’Almaine 
as Rochester'* s maniac wife, are sim^y terrifying. The eflect of 
the fearful peal of laughter, with the subsequent awful apparition, 
upon the house is electrifying. So powerful is the sensation pro- 
duced, that when the cry is repeated in Act III. pur et svtnple, the 
Curtain falls amidst thunders of surprised applause. 

I With the exception of the scream just mentioned, there is abso- 
I iutely nothing remarkable in 

mm. JLLi Consequently, 

^ might choose, as 

an appropriate second title to 
his drama (as there is already 
I a play bearing the same first 

li name in existence) the well- 

prcBterea 

' ' heads, ^and play it as a Panto- 

Imperial. — The special at- 
^ ^ if ^ traction here is the Ballet of 

'Si Equestriennes. 

''' Gaiety. — S&veTsl capital 

Imperial.— Ballet of Equestriennes. songs. The story of Valentine 
Pantomime well mounted. and Orson somewhat muddled. 






Imperial. — ^Ballet of Equestriennes. 
Pantomime well mounted. 


Dresses charming. Dance W 
Yaughan delightful. Mr. E. 


Sindbad overweighted by the Manager, or Actor — to the Proprie- 
Music-Rall Singer. tors of the journal with the Largest 

Circulation in the W orld, for Artotr 
Roberts to haul up the Daily Telegraph for a very small sail I ! 
What did Mr. E. L. Blanchard mean r It doesn’t, on the face of 
it, seem very complimentary, does it ? 

As a Giant and four scenes were deliberately omitted on the first 
night, and, as we couldn’t stay for Mr. Harry Payne’s Harlequinade, 
we may fairly say that we have not as yet seen the Pantomime as a 
whole. After a second visit we hwe to be able to give a far more 
favourable report of the Druiy Lane Annual than we could cou- 
soientiously do, judging from what we saw of it on Boxing Might. 
StiU, whatever may be the present result, we are sure that all, 
speaking for the children, for themselves, and for the Art ass 9 - 
oiated with the Christmas traditions of Old Drury.Lane, wiU join 


Miss Ellen Farren and Catherine Yawhan delightful. Mr, 
Terry and his mother, the bear, funny. 


CHARITY BALLS AMD COMCERTS. 

Froh a letter addressed by the Local Government Board to the 
City of London Union, it appears that “ at some of the Metropolitw 
pauper mfirmarieB and asylums for the sick it is tiie {practice at certain 
seasons of the year to permit entertainments to which the friends of 
the ofi^cers are mvited, and at which music and dancing are allowed.” 
This practice is discommended by the L. G. B., as Hkely to produce a 
“prejudicial effect” on the sick poor. Possibly so, if the Matron, 
Master, aud Beadle, with their guests, are accustomed to dance over 
the patients’ heads or elsewhere near enough to disturb them. 

But the newspaper paragraph above quoted bears the heading of 
“ Music and Dancing in 'Workhouses.” Mow, to these relaxations 
in those institutions at certain seasons of the year there can be not 
the least grave objection. For instance, at the present festive season 
might not even paupers be permitted to enjoy the festivities of music 
and dancing i£ they have the heart to ? The idea of a Workhouse 
Ball at least once a year — a Workhouse Annual Ball — might even 
seem to any benevolent Board of Guardians a happy thought. Sets 
I of Workhouse QrUadrilles and Workhouse Waltzes might be comp 9 sed 


of the gallant inmates of a Workhouse salute their ^partners in a | 
country- dance under the mistletoe-bough, at a bond fide Charity 
Ball. I 
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UP A PAMILT TREE ! 3 

Mb. G. a. Haig, of Penlthon, RadnoiBliire, has heeii supplymg j 
the papers ^th some strikii^ly interesting facts relatmcr to the ^ 
pedinee of Ix>rd I^olsblet ; hut, as he only conneots the iliostrions ^ 
soldier directly with William; the Gonqueror, Cbables the Bold, . 
Ckablemagre, Her Most Gracious IUIa jrsit, and^a few dozen other \ 
distingni^ed historical personages, it most belobTions that his 
account is as sadly garbled as it is meagre and inconrolete. 
Taming however, to JBurJce's Stranded Gentry^ Chap. XaIX., 
p. 371j Section 5, we find a good deal more to the ntimse, in the 
graphic account there nven of how the first notable Wolsslet, a 
twenty-fifth consin in the third degree to the present Baron, saw me 
Ark oif, and was curiously enough never heard of again. But so 
remarkable, even in those remote times, seems to have been the 
recuperative powers possessed by the family, that a Wolsblet is 
referred to by profane historians as havii^ appeared suddenly 
among the plagues of Egypt. And this is probably the same 
LiErsBr WoLSELET, who, according to the Chairman of the Arundel 
SooietVi is known to have beaten CoEEcrcms at Backrammon, 
settled in the Isle of Wight, and, after looking on at the Battle of 
Blenheim, founded the fifth Merovingian Dynasty in coniunction 
with an Irish gentleman of distinction, whose name has, by some 
mischance, not been handed down to posterity. Indeed, the here- 
ditary record of the family at this stirring period of its history is 
most interesting, and no apology is needed for quoting it bodily as it 
stands in Staegeb’s excellently compiled quarto edition of MmEB’s 




Tihour the Tartar (forty-first Baronet) 


OsARLEs the Oliver Cbo^iwell^sMabgabet of Heebt the 
Bald I Wapping Hihth 

Mr. O’BBXEir (W aterford Branch) 

Madame Tussattd- Philip of Sweden 

l^AroLBOH Admiral Howe j Mr. D’Oxlt fijUTia 
Helioga3axhss:Jahe Eire 

The Deputy Chairman of the HortL-Eastem Eailway Company, 


from whom, by difierent branch lines, Arabi Pacha and the present 
Baron WoLSBLBX axe both respectively descended. ^ i 

Erom the above it will be seen at a glance how profoundly inte- 
resting and hi8tx)rically important is the nature of the information 
collected by Mr. G. A. Haig — ^infonaation which these few addi- 
tioxi^ but most materisd :focts, it (is to be hoped, will not only am- 
plify hut elucidate. Mr. G. A. Haig deserves the appreciative 
t-TnanTra of sH reasonable men. We hox^ to hear from him on .this 
subject agaiu, 

THE NEW PASSENGER. 

Guard Punchy loquitur 

Come, up with you, youngster ! The box-seat at night 
Seems a little exceed for so youthful a traveller ; 

However, your Jehu will see you all right. 

Whither hound P That *s a crux of which As ’ll be unraveller. 
Old Edax is certain to tool you right through. 

He ^11 not spill the coach, boy, nor leave you the lurch in ; 

But, as for the weather that’s waiting for you, 

Who knows, my poor urchin P 

Most probably mixed. That old gentleman there, 

Like a ehost through the darkness phantasmaUy hooking it, 
Would tell you hie stage had its shifts, foul and fair. 

Could he take a fresh seat, he’d scarce hurry at bookinglit. 
But you, boy I to youth on a box-seat there ’s bliss ; 

Tchickl Roo^tetoot! Tally ho! and all that is 
A rapture whose capture what youngster would miss ? 

’Tis Age says Jam satis.** 

Ud ! Edax won’t wait, and his tits won’t stand still. 

You ’ve a long spin before you,— I hope you’ll enjoy yourself. 
The world sees your start wiQx a world of good will, 

With wonder, hope, fear, as to how you’ll employ yourself, 
Pon voyage! be sTire^ is the general wish. 

Edax others the ribbons, and calls to his cattle,— 

One mellow root-tootle,” one dexterous swish,” 

And we’re oft with a rattle! 

SoxG OF THE Ahti-Tramsxbrs.— ” We never use a Big, Big T I ” 





NEW PASSENGER. 
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OUR AGREEABLE BIRTHDAY-BOOK SERIES. No. 1. SHAKSPEARE. 

\_Meniod of using this : — The Motto to face page with daies where your Friends will inscribe their names. The Motto not to 

signatim is complete.^ 


The Motto not to be shozon till the 



January 1. 

How ROW, you wautoR calf I 
January 2, 

I have great comfort from 
this fellow: methiuks he hath 
Ro drowDing mark upon him; 
his complezioR is perfect gal- 
lows. 


January 7. 

A very dishoRest 
paltry boy. 

January 8. 
Wife, thou art a fool I 


January 13. 

This mau has marr'd 
his f ortnRe. 



1 January 14. 

cJlC-n uever m thy 

life 

Show’dthy dear mother 
auy courtesy. 



January 19. 

A womauim- 
pudeut aud 
m au Rish 
growR. 




January 3. 

We are merely cheat- 
ed of our lives by 
druakards. 

January 4. 

I do despise a liar as 
1 do despise one 
that is false. 



January 5, 

Hot a more cowardly rogue in 
all Bohemia. 

January 6. 

Ha! a fat woman! 



Jan. 9. 

0 you beast! 

0, faithless 
coward ! 
0, dishonest 
wretch ! 




Jan. 10, 

That such a 
crafty devil 
as his mo- 
ther 

Should yield 
the world 
this ass ! 


January 20, 

You blocks, 
\ you stones, 

• you worse 

than sense- 
things ! 
0 you hard 
hearts I 



January 15. 
0, most false 
love! 

January 16. 
’Tis inferr’d to 
us 

His days are 
foul, and his 
drinks dan- 


Janjary 21. 

I hate ingrati- 
tude more in a 
man 

Thau lying vain- 
ness, babbling 
drunkenness. 

January 22. 

Take the fool 
away! 



January 11. 

t This ancient ruf- 
fian, Sir, whose 
life I have spar’d, 
At suit of his grey 
beard. 

January 12. 

I swore as many 
oaths as I spake 
words. 


January 17. 

1 ’m worse than mad. ^ 

January 18. ^ 

A drayman, a porter, 
a very camel, > 






January 27. 

How, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 

Jaotabt 26. ^ JAOTAEr 28. 

My Trife, Sir, wliom I detest 
before Heaven and your honour. 

January 26. 

Thou shouldst be whipp’d with Her life was beastly, and devoid of 
wire, and stew’d in brine, pity. 


wire, and stew’d in brine, 
Smarting in ling’ring picklci 


pity, 

And, being so, shall have like want 
of pity. 

January 29. 

A fool in good clothes. 



MIDWIHTER AHHTJALS. 

^ “ Charitable Appeals,” so-called— really, appeals to charity— 
m seasonable dearth of news, serve to fill space in the morning 
papers. Among them may have been noticed an “Appeal” on 
behalf of the “ Horth Pole Mission District Sunday School.’^ A very 
useM charity, perhaps ; but has missionary enterprise, then, suc- 


conceived to constitute a reason for the existence of a Mission and a 
Sunday School operating in a sphere of usefulness oorrespondmg to 
the Arctic Circle ? Of course, if the northern ice-fields are not too 
far Horth to afEord Missionaries a field, there may be some people 
sumciently blest with money, and not too far Horth themselves to 
subscribe some of it to Horth Pole Missions. 


DIES HOH. 

In au occasional leader, the other day, a morning contemporary 
made the passing observation that 

**The Puritans, who first imported into the weekly anniversary of the 
Besnrrection, the austerity and gloom of the Phamaic Sabbath, did their 
best at one time to suDuress the annual commemoration of the Hatlvity.” 


A substantially just remark, no doubt ; but how can Sunday or any 
other day be nwe out a “ weekly anniversary ? ” The journal in 
which Sunday is so denominated is evidently one whose staff has 
been sheeted entirely without heed to the principle of the iUibeial 
intimation that “ Ho Iridi need Apply.” 
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A GLAD NEW YEAR! 

{By Our Own JDysrpej^iic.) 

* A Gtlad New Year ! ” a hun- 
ted bards are shrieking:, 
But since I, feel intolerably 


queer, 

While doors and Tmdows are 
insanely creaking 
In the East wind, is this a 
Glad New Tear ? 

A Glad New Tear I I grow 
still more dyspeptic, 

The doctor’s presence seems 
extremely near ; 

’Tis only in a trance that’s 
cataleptic 

That I can summon up a 
Glad New Tear. 

A Glad New Year I I’m very, 
very bilious ; 

Blue pill is imminent. Ex- 
cuse a tear. 

Is life worth living? Mal- 
Locx, supercilious, 

Would answer No, and scorn 
a Glad New Tear ! 

A Glad New Year ! Ah, no 1 
a time of sadness 
Looms o’er me, for the doctor 
says, “No beer.” 

Fain would I get up surrep- 
titious gladness, 

But he denies me any Glad 
New Year. 

A Glad New Year! Those 
words of mook’ry find me 
With rates and taxes sadly 
in arreor ; 

I can’t be cheerful, but pray 
do not mind me. 

And welcome, if you can— a 
Glad New Year I 


When Mrs. Kahsbothah 
heard that her daughter re- 
sembled Lady Jane Geet, 



she immediately searched a The new Abcsbishop. He SAtn “ Nolo Npisoopabx ; ” nur thet named would win it P 
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A BISHCLAIMER 1 
Me. Punch, Sub, 

I EEEWESTS as VOU WUl 
kindly inform the Puoliok as 
1 am not the “Robebt” so 
unkyindly eluded to in your 
last Number of all, page 310, 
as having become “ Defnnkt” 
and walked off with every- 
tbink I could lay my too ands 
on, but on the contrary that I 
am as much alive as ever I 
was, and has as fine a nappy- 
tight as ever I had, and as to 
walking off with everythink 
as I could lay my ands on. tho’ 
Gcodness nose it^wouldn’t be 
mnch, and ardly worth the 
tmbble, I trusts as my Cha- 
rackter not only from my last 
plaice but from every plaice 
as 1 have had and kep ’till 
kyind fortune offered me a 
betterer, is suffishint to pre- 
serve me from any such rib- 
bled slarnder. 

1 am, Sur, 

Yours respectably, 
Youe own “Robebt.” 


Eabd Lines. — ^The lines that 
would have to be described 
in schools if the plan proposed 
at the late Head Masters’ 
Conference were adopted, of 
teaching “exactly what places 
a straight line drawn be- 
tween London and Exeter, or 
London and Carlisle would 
pass through.” Yery hard 
unes indeed for the schoolboys 
required to draw them. 


Ip the Proprietor of the 
Holborn Restaurant were to 
start for the Derby, why is it 
more than probable that he 


modern Peerage for the pedi- 
gree of that Lady. 


NOTIONS I'OR THE NEW TEAR, 

{By a Gentleman on the look-^ouifor something to turn up,) 

JjL.vuAnr. — Twelfth Day on the Uh. Why not apply to leading 
Stationers to be made “ Designer-in-chief for Twelfth Night charac- 
ters ” ? 9;fA, Fire Insurance expires. Surely, ought to be able to 
secure office of “ Inspector-General of Arson’’ to some of the Com- 
panies ? 13^A, Cambridge lent Term begins. Post of “ Backer of i 
Bills (for a consideration in ready money down) to impecunious 
Cantabs” should be lucrative. Failing all these schemes, write 
to my Mother for an advance. 

February,— Ist, Pheasant and Partridge Shooting ends. Idea for 
a Company (of which I am to be Manamg Director), “ The Country 
Squires’ Game Protection Society.” If the Squires don’t bite, try 
the other interest with “ The Association for the Encouragement of 
Poaching in all its Branches.” If the above doesn’t turn up 
trumps, apply to my Father for a remittance. 

March, — Milary Law Sittings commence. Why not ask the 
Lobd Chanceliob to make me “ Repairer in Ordinary to the Wool- 
sack” ? Duties : See that somebody keeps it nice and tidy, and 
receive myself five hundred a-year for the trouble. Surely, there 
are lots of snug little posts of this sort fiying about. If this idea 
fails, apply to my Sister for a little money to go on with. 

April,Sthf Dividends due at Bank, Organise a “ Personally- 
oonducted tour to Italy and back for £5.” Distribute Coupons 
fran^g my party (per long sea-route) as far as Boulogne, and 
see them comfortably on board. Devote some of the renudnaer of 
the proceeds of my enterprise to a ticket taking me safely out of 


Why ? Because he always 
geto so much a-head. 


reach of my constituents — on their return to look after me ! Should 
this capital notion come to nothing lucrative, apply to my Brother 
for a small loan, to he returned at two days’ date, hearing sixty 
per cent, interest. 

May, — 9^A, Half -Quarter Day, This suggests an eight— aquatic. 
Get up a Champion Contest for Liternationar Crews from all parts of 
the world. Magnificent Cup (supi^ed by advertising jeweller) to be 
given to the Eight that wins the race (an annual one) sixteen times 
in succession, until the Contest is decided, keep the Cup (valued at 
one thousand guineas) myself. For fear of accidents, deposit it (on 
loan) with Mr. Attenbobouoh. lUh, Whit Sunday, On the 
Monday apply to Mr. Gladstone, or Mr. Sbubgeon, or Lord 
, Shaeiesbubt, or Lord Chief J ustioe Colebid&e, f or funds with which 
, to start a comic paper. If none of these celebrities quite “ see their 
. way ” to adopting my idea, utilise my introductiou to them by 
! obtaining orders for a wine merchant on commission. If these 
’ capital notions come to nought, write an earnest letter to my Aunt, 
begging her to save me from starvation. 

June, — l^thy Battle of Waterloo, Something to he done in the 
Military Line. Why not start a “ Staff College for Offi-cers of i 
Yolxmteers ? ” Easily obtain applicants by designing a smart uniform 
for the students— gold epaulettes, scarlet tunics, and plumed cocked 
hats. Students to be allowed to wear their uniforms at Fancy Balls. 
In event of failure, write a’ letter to my Unde, threatenmg to 
commit suicide on his doorstep, when he wiU have aR *^6 pam and 
discomfort of an inquest on his premises, unless he immwately 
forwards to me a letter, post paid, containing a Five Pound Note. 

July.-'mh, The BerUn Treaty signed, 18 T 8 ; Write to Bismabck, 

: offering services as a spy. If accepted, obtain employment at the 
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THOUGHTS ON THE NEW PRIMATE. 

TT. JE » 6r. Should have liked Chubch or 
LiDDOiir. But what ’s the use of thinking 
of it ? BENSOisr safe, and lespeotable. 

Any Bishop. Bensok? Really, I think 
there has been a slight want of disGrimina- 
tion. 

Several Deans, Shows poverty of inven- 
tion always to select Primate from the 
Episcopal Bench. 

The High Church School, Now we shall 
have the Church ** as by Laud established.” 

The Low Church Party, We feel Rtled. 

The Broad Church IHUo, Wonder if he ’s 
ever read Ttedall or Htjxlbt ? 

Spurgeon, Ah, well, what ’s the odds so 
long as they 're happy ? 

Bean of St, Paufs, If those newsp^ers 
hadn’t said I had been appointed, 1 do 
believe T should have been offered it. 

Old WellingUm Boys, Won’t the Curates 
catch it now? Oh, no! 


FOG ON THE BRAIN. 

Fogs, that have lately smirched the sky, 
And turned, of ttimes, our day to night, 
Ye London Fogs, inform us why 
You ’re yellow, some, and others white. 

The Fogs are deaf, the Fogs are dumb. 

But each Professor, prompt, replies, 

“ Fogs, white, of Nature simply come : 

But London smoke Fog yellow dyes.” 

What makes the Fog, then, white one day, 
But turns it yellow on the next, 

Smoke equal, either P Saeres say, 

And clear the mind by Fog perplext. 


The Civic Festive Sbaboe.— Dinner at 
the Mansion House A substantial repast 
of real turtle-soup, ffsh, flesh, fowl, and 
innumerable other delicacies, besides the 
good old English Christmas fare, roast- 
beef and plum-pudding. 


Visitor, “Off, ho ! Herb you are ! Found you out ! 'What a snug litfle Den I” 

Becltcse {chuckltTig), “ Yes, hers I Av, with hy Pictures and my Boohs ; and here Z Financial Refobm.— Begins at home 

CAN SIT AND ReAD ALL DAY LONG, AND NOBODY A BIT THE WISER ! ” with eVOTy flnSJlcier HOt a fool. 


Foreign Office at tenpence an hour, and supply His Highness with 
copies of any secret despatch that may be given to me to be copied. 
Should my proposal be ** declined with th^ks,” take a top-floor in 
St. James’s Street, and start a new institution to be called ** The 
Senior Whites and Boodles Club,” CoUect Entrance Fees and First 
Years’ Subscriptions, and wind up the affair as speedily as possible. 
If I flud these ideas a blank, write to my Cousins a circular letter 
commenciug, You are the only person in the world from whom I 
would ask a favour.” soliciting pecuniary contributions. 

August,— llthf Bog Bays end. Get up a Caniue Show, not under 
the patronage of the Rennel Club. This should obtain tbe hearty 
support of hundreds of uusuccessful dog-breeders. SeU all the 
exhibits to fanciers living abroad, and depart with the proceeds to 
South America. 24^A, St. Bartholomew, Suggests a hospital. 
Obtaiu admission to one of these institutions, and, after I have been 
there a fortnight, threaten the resident staff with exposure unless I 
am fed with all the game presented to the patients by illustrious 
sportsmen. If neither of Giese plans yidd anything, write to the 
richest Mr. Smith I can And, olaii^g relationship with him through 
a recently deceased nobleman. 

September, — ^th^ Sebastopol taken^ 1855. Appeal to the puhHo to 
provide funds for a good dinner to be given to Crimean heroes. 
When I have collected the contributions, dine with myself, having 
failed to discover the warriors in question. Anything that may be 
over, devote to a ** benevolent object,” remembering that “charity 
begins at home.” If I again find my ideas unproductive, 
wnte to my dearest friend asking for my passage-money to Aus- 
tralia— and promising on my arrival at that distant colony to stay 
there. 

October,— V:ith’ Oxfiytd Michaelmas Term begins. Go shares with 
the President of any South American Republic to establish a new 


University to be called by the same title as the Dark Blue School of 
Learning. Then sell Degrees freely to anyone who will pnrohase 
them. “ M.D.’s ” and “ D.D.’s ” should find a good market amongst 
the ambitious but unlearned. If my coffers are still u nfill ed, 
write to the best-known philanthropist I can remembOT, asking 
for a donation, and promising to spend half of his contribution in 
advertising his bounty. 

November.— ^th^ Lord Mayon^s Bay, Make a grand effort to 
obtain something from the City. Offer to teach Aldermen when and 
how to use the aspirate, iu return for election to the post of Remem- 
brancer. If I promise to regard Ihe post as ornamental rather than 
useful, I should have no difficulty in securing their suffrages. 26^A, 
Prince Tsaz bom, “ Teok ” suggests “ tick.” Start a Co-operative 
Store on the credit system. Sena circulars to the inmates ox Coln^ 
Hatch and Hanwell— from whom I may expect cordial support. H 
I fail once more, write a letter (as a very last resource) to the Secre- 
tary of the Charity Organisation Society. 

Becember , — ^21«?, Shortest Bay, Devote it to making up my gains 
for the past year. No donht I shall find plenty of time for this 
probably purely honorary occupation. Lastly, to show that my 
I hopeful impudence has no bounds, enclose in a letter a conteihntion 
to Mr, Punch— iox his waste-paper basket— and ask to be paid for it ! 


SHELTER FOB THE STEED. 

Accobding to Galignani^ one Herr Theodob Bithlmann, has 
invented an umbreRa for carriage-horses, called the Pferde- 
paraplme. This paraplme also serves as a bjurasol, so as to protect 
the horse from the sun, as well as to sbi^d him from the showers, 
and render him comfortable xmder the rein. 
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EOBERT’S CHRISTMAS STORY, WHICH IS A TACT. 

This being rather a slack time 'with Gents of my perfesshun, I 'was 
a-setting alone in our cosy little dining-room afore the tire, a-readmg 
of your emusing Publycashun, T^hen a Gentleman rushes m aM he 
Bays to me, says he, “ W alter, can I make you my friend P Why, 
suttenly, Sir,” says I, a-glaneing naterally at his 'wesm^ocket, hut 
he didn’t seem to understand the delicate elusion. Well, then, 
says he, “ wat ’s the best thing for a bad cold— starving or feec^ ? ’ 

I natrally, without the slitest hesitashun, says “ Feeding.” What 
food?” says he. “Why,” says I, “a good haspn of hot thick 
Turtel soup and half a pint of punch.” “Then, bring it,” says he, 
and I hrort it. “ WhAt ’s to foller ? ” says he. “ Leaye that to me, 
Sir,” says 1. “ So I wiU,” says he. , v-i i. a 

So I gos and gives the orders, I then cums back, and, ■whue he ate 
his boiling hot soup, took the opportunity of having a good look at 
him. He was a tine tall handsome fellow about 35 years old, quite 
the gentleman iu every way, with the whitest hands as I ever seed 
on a man’s arms, but with such a fearful cold on him as beat all I 
ever heard. Lawks how he did sneeze and corf and blow, and^ then 
blow and oorf and sneeze 1 It was summat a’most awful to witness 
and lissen to. 

Presently, 'wile I was handing him his cutlette o tomarty he says, 
“What’s your name?” “Robeet, Sir,” says 1. Then says he, 
“ Eobeet, can I have a bed here P ” “ Certainly,” says I ; “ about 
as cosy a one as in all London ! “ Then let me nave the best you ’ve 
got,” says he ; “ and make a roaring fire in the room, and take oti! ' 
the sheets and put on 2 extra blankits.” “ All right. Sir, says I,” 
and I orders it. 

I then gave him a salmy of woodcock, which he said was the best 
he had ever tasted, and which he finished off to the 'werry last, 
together "with a pint of our dry monopoly. I followed this up with 
a lovely out of mutton, and that again 'with a Fezzant and a pint of 
our werry finest Burgundy, and he didn’t leave much of either. I 
then gave him a nice little plum pudding about the size of a cannon 
bill, with brandy sauce, and a pint of our ’31 port with his cheese. 

By this time such a change had cum over my poor patient as one 
could ardly credit if ,you didn’t see it. His sneezin and his oofdn 
and his blowing was amost stopt, and his cheeks was as rosy red as 
a peech, and his eyes was as bright as dimens, and he larft as he 
eat, and he larft as he drunk, and acshally made me take a glass of 
'wine with him I Drecly^ he had finished his dinner, without waiting 
another mlnuit, I sees him up to bed, when, first telling me to call 
him percisdy at 8, he littorally tears his close off, and then jumps in 
between the blankits and is fast asleep, as I could werry distincly 
hear, afore I could have said Tom Eobinsou, if I had wanted to say 
it, which of course I didn’t. I tucked him up comfortable, took his 
candle away for fear of accidence, and so left him. 

The nex mornin, at 8 o'clock punkshal, I knocks at his door, hut 
gitting no auser, I gently opens it, when as the Poet says, “Oh ye 
Gods and little Fishes, what a site met my view ! ” for there was 
nobody there ! To rush down stares was the work of only a few 
minntes, though 1 has a great dislike to hurried stares, hut nobody 
eonld give me any noose of my runaway with the bad cold. Of 
course when I began to think, when it was two late as usnal, nothink is 
easier than for a reel Gentleman to walk out of his hotel of a morn- 
ing without paying his Bill. If anybody seed him would they like 
to stop him and say, hi I where are yon a-going to P Of course not, 
speoshally if the said Gentleman stands 6 feet 1 in his 2 stockings. 

Need I say as how as the Guv’nor was that angry that he used 
langwidge to me that in his carmer moments I dessay he repented 
on, tho’ somehow he has forgotten to menshnn it. 'Well, as may he 
supposed, what with the ’noyance of being swindled, let ^one losing 
my own little fee, and the chaff and sarkasm of my fellow men, that 
day was the longest to me, altho one of the werry shortest to all 
other people, that I efer spent. 

But what says our great Pfailosefer, “When things are got to 
there wnst they’re alius sure to get mended.” And so it was with 
me, for the following morning I received a letter to this remarkable 
effec:- 

“ Mr GOOD BBAB Eobbeto, , Herts , 

“ Youe wise counsel and your judicious and fatherly treat- 
ment of me yesterday, enabled me to keep the most important 
engagement of my life with the most perfect satisfaction to all eon- 
oem^. I awoke thoroughly well and in excellent spirits just in 
time to catch my train, but much regret that in my necessary haste 
I forgot to pay my little bill- I endose a dElO note with which please 
settle it, and accept the balance as a small recompense for a most 
important service. Yours most truly, 

“ C B .” 

Something in the ring of the tone of the letter awoke my suspicions, 
and looking in a certain ooUnm of the Times for 2 or 3 days suck- 
sessivdy I ewentually read the following enouncement : — 


Bishop of Builock Smithy, assisted by the Eeverend J. Chad- 

BAJTD, M.A., and the Eeverend E. Stiggins, A.K.; C B 

M , Esq., younger son of A B M , Esq., of Hall. 

shire, to only daughter of Sir Goegius Midas, Knight, oi 

Place, Herts.” 

Of course mynatteral dellicassy suggests the cousealing of the reel 
names, but in every other respec 1 can say with the sillyhrated 
Prestodigyertatos, “ There is no decepshun ! ” Egbert. 

P.S. — Should any one of your many hundreds of thowsens of 
readers be a sufferer from the same calammity as Mr. 0. B. M., Esq. 
was a-snfferin from, weather in the same hintristing condishnns oi 
not don’t matter, and will communekate with me at the old edress, 
Fleet Street, I shall be happy to treat him on the same liberal 
terrnms, which he will find nicer, effectiver, cumfertabler, and 
cheaper in the long run than taking all the nasty Doctor’s stuff in 
I Herpothecarry’s Hall. 


THE BIOGRAPHICAL BOGIE ; 

Or, What it may soon come to. 

Scene — An Enterprising Puhlisher^s Sanctum, Enter a Spirited 
Literary Executor. 

EnterprisinQ PuhlisJier {with caution), Ha! Good morning, Mr. 
Selashtjm. Well, since I wrote to you yesterday, I ’ve been thinking 
the matter well over, and I want you to understand, before we go 
farther into it, that though your late distinguished Uncle was 
unquestionably a striking and notable public figure, — that alone, in 
these days, is not enough to warrant us in anticipating a xn^ked 
saocess. To put a plain business-like question in plain business- 
like language, — Are you sure that your materials, valuable and 
interesting as they doubtless are, are also sufficiently spicy to tickle 
the market P 

Spirited Literary Executor {with confidence). There is not a repu- 
tation iu London, my dear Sir, that is not more or less smirched— 
badly smirched ; whue several — ^believe me, I am not putting it too 
strongly— aie fairly blasted out of Court. It will be one of the 
most taking and widely-read biographical high-olass memoirs ever 
put out. 

Enterprising Publisher, Well, you give an encouraging account 
of it, certainly ; and, if it ’s all yon say, it ’s just the sort of thing 
J should like to get hold of. Could you give us a specimen now P 
How, for instance, does the Pendulum Controversy come ont ? There 
ought to he some rare pickings on that P 

Spirited Literary Executor {with enthusiasm). There are ! Shall 
I read you a page or two P I have the MS. with me. IProduces it. 

Enterprising P'Misher {much interested). Do. I amaU attention. 

{And IS, while Spirited Literary Executor gives several racy 
extracts from a joupial which^ after detailing how a welU 
known Cabinet Minister ^ now living, was met on one occasion 
being carried on a stretcher by four policemen to Bow Street, 
relates the manner in which a very exalted foreign Per-- 
sonage was found picking^ pockets in the kat-and~cloak- 
room at a memorable Admiralty JReception. 

Spirited IMerary Executor {continuing and finishing a neat and 
naive narrative, compromising the honour of several illustrums and 
noble families), “ And, with the Aquarium ticket in her pocket, the 
Duchess was found under his table ; and though the Cabinet entirely 

condoned the matter, B told me that the Duke would he satisfied 

with nothing short of a run down to Windsor with the whole par- 
ticulars, ana was only pacified, on getting J ’s place and £1500 

hush-money, from — into the bargain.” 

Enterprising Publisher {with enthusmsmC^, Capital! Just the 
style ! Pointed, pithy, and pungent.” But yon ’U do better to drop 
mtiws. They ’re weak. ( Warming,) Stick in names, my boy. 
The Pohlio like ’em. So do I. 

Spirited Literary Executor, Q,uite so : and yon shall have them. 
A propos, when this is placed, — I ’ve got something better to follow! 
Something mwcA better. 

Enterprising Publisher {quite carried away). Gad, Sir ! bring it 
to me when this is floated, and whatever it is, hang me ! if we won’t 
have It ont, and, if need be, face a thundering good action for libel, 
and get heavily cast together ! 

[But, fortunately for the dignity of letters, and the sacredness 
of private social life,^ to the satisfaction of all right-minded 
people, they wait a bit first — and think it over. 


A Sebiotts Sell. — ^Title of a new hook lately published : — Amuse- 
ment and Znstrtiction on a New Plan. Happy Sunday Afternoons, 
A promising annonncement. But 0, it doesn’t imply either the ap- 
proaching repeal of Sunday Closing Legislation, or the prospeot of an 
Aot for the Opening of Museums and Art-Exhibitions on ^ndays ! 


On the inst. at , Hertfordshire, by the Eight Eev. the 


XO COEKESPONDKtlXS^Iii no owe can tontebulioiw, whether MS., Printed letter, or Drawings, be returned, nnleee aoeompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Cepue of KB. ehonld be kept by the Benders. 
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A TRAITOR. 

Fwrt (noticing the decoreiion). " Oh ! so loxr beiong to the Blttb Ribbon 
Army!" 

Cabhy . “Yes, Sib, I wyjib the Ribbon. It indoocss Gen’leuen to tehp’ 
ME wiiH A Brine, t^hioh I generally accef’s, Sir ! ” 


THE MODEEN KING PEST. 

“I had a dream which waB not all a dream.” 

Hotv I got there I cannot precisely tell. But it was a singular scene, and 
strange was the companionship into which I had fallen ; fallen unawares, and, 
as yet, it appeared unheard and unnoticed. 

A convivial gathering it seemed. Convivial I So is Holbein’s grim mas- 
querade of Mors called a Dance. Yet merry enough the oddly assorted convives 
appeared, merry with sardonic mirth and metallic cachinnation. They sat, or 
rather sprawled, around what seemed a trestled-board. The place reeked with 
a miasmatic mist, through which their grotesque forms gleamed fitfully, 
shiftingly, indefinably, .^d what teas that odour, that sense-searching and 
stomach-stirring odour, so peculiar and yet so indescribable ? Why was it 
vaguely associated in my mind with mire-clogged streets and many baskets, 
■with sudden whifEs over shabby hedges in inchoate suburbs, -with staggering 
notice-boards, and shouting cart-tenders, ’with six in the morning^ in City 
squares, with new bricks and cracked stucco, with a mysterious mixture of 
crude spiek-and-spanness and incipient decay? Why ? 

“Civilisation!” cried one of the guests, catching up the last word of his 
neighbour’s speech, “Ha! ha! ha! Civilisation is your only joke! ’Tis a 
dull world, hut he who can mouth that word without laughter, might defy 
Momus’ self to move his leathern midrifi.” 

The laugh of this gentleman was like the “ clucking” of a half-dry pump- 
sucker. His face was hard, safiron-hued, and of a singular metallic sheen, as 
of an embodiment of jaundice cast in bronze. Whether he looked more'cmel 
or more comic it were hard to say. A personage with the facial hardness of an 
antique knocker, and the set grin of a mediaeval gargoyle is likely to wear an 
expression too equivocal for summary analysis. 

“ Ah, Mam., old man,” hissed his m-a-m, in a curiously stealthy and snaky 
tone which made me creep. “ Civilisation is a blnndering general, a sort of 
sham Ceesar, thrasonio enough in all conscience, who’d fight a locust-swarm 
v^ith Armstrongs. Panoy planting a battery of field-gms against a phalanx 
of ghosts ! Pancy barring mere solidities like doors and windows against me ! 
He! he! he!” 


The laugh of this creature was like the jerky hissing 
of steam from an escape- valve. I preferred that of the 
previous speaker. Pacially he was as phantasmal as the 
other was stolid,— CTey, agape, aghast, -with shadowy 
hands which writhed hither and thither like the arms of 
an octopus, but soundlessly and as it seemed aimlessly. 

“ Typhy, Typhy,” creaked his next-door neighbour, 
harshly, “ you are getting an intolerable egotist. 
You’ve been so much talked about by our loquacious 
minatory modem Augurs, that you begm to think you 
are everybody and everywhere. Where and what would 
you be without our honoured President ? ” 

Here, as with one accord, they all turned toward a 
figure at the head of the board, ■with a sort of co-operative 
chuckle of inarticulate gratulation, and, lifting high their 
goblets, clinked, and drank in his honour and to his 
health. Though I noticed that at the word “health” 
a singular spasm, whether of mockery or of pain I could 
not tell, seemed to writhe their vaporous forms and 
wrinkle their weird faces. 

This figure was cloaked and masked like a transpontine 
■villain, so that I could not distinguish his features. 
Portly he was, that his garments could not disguise ; 
complacent too, that his attitude abundantly indicated. 
A huge diamond ring fiamed on his fat hand. Like the 
odour, that ring and that hand seemed strangely familiar 
to me. And, when he spoke^ that oily, throaty, thra- 
sonio voice awoke strangely mingled memories of swag- 
gering wealth and creeping squalor, of ■wind-shaken, 
chimneys and rain-pierced roofs, of sweating -walls and 
sodden pathways, of swampy exhalations and of sepul- 
chral smells. Why ? 

“ Q-entlemeu all, 1 thank you,” said he, nodding right 
and left, with what seemed a specially marked saluta-fcion 
to the sajSron-faced gentleman at his right hand. “ In 
fact, I don’t know what you would do without me. My 
good friend Mam. and I are a sort of conjoint special 
providence for you, Typhy, for you, Eheumy,— don’t 
quarrel, yo-d are hotn excellent fellows, I ’m sure, — and 
tor all you qther honourable members of the great Pest 
family. Bless ypn, hut for me and a friend or two of 
mine, you might have been improve ofi the face of the 
civilised earth ere now.” 

“ Hear I Hear 1 Hear I ” chuckled, croaked, creaked, 
hissed, gasped, gurgled, groaned and gibbered the ghastly 
guests in ghostly chorus. 

“Thanks once more,” continued the Masked One. 
“ And now, as we are all thoroughly primed for it, I '11 
call upon Mam. for a song.” 

Nothing loth, the Safiron-visaged One arose, and, in 
a voice as metallic as the chinking of coins in a miser’s 
wallet, quavered forth the following ditty : — 

“ Oho ! and oho ! for a good ‘ Free Shoot/ 

The home of disease’s germs I 
The deadly composts that force to fruit 
The Tree of Death. To our League rich * loot ; ’ 

Fair food for onr friends the worms ! 

Oho ! for the damp and the broken drain, 

The doors that are laid on slush ; 

The rotten roof that lets in the rain. 

The UD trapped pipe and the muck-choked main ; 

The gases that reek and rush ! 

And hurrah ! for the man who the forces of Health 
Can baffle, break, he-wilder ; 

For the friend of Disease and of plagae-spreading stealth, 
Our Chief, the ” 

But here I co-old not refrom from a cry of horror. It 
was echoed by a louder one from the gathering of ghostly 
guests ; and with a sort of strauge soft shock, as of cloud- 
masses crashing together, the whole grim pageantry dis- 
appeared, and I found myself in a damp, dirty suburban 
waste, gazing across a low level swamp of “ Land to be 


familiar legend : — “ Dulibish may he shot here.^^ 

“ HiUo, old fellow, how are you ? ” sounded a voice in 
mv ear. 

Horror ! It "was f/ie voice— the same fat, complacent 
voice ; and its owner, the paunchy, pompous, long:-puTsed 
personage with the swaggering air, the diamond ring, and 
the rakish hat, was none other than my old acquaintance, 
JUGSON, THE JeBEY-BuILBEE ! I ! 


Shakspeabian Message esom Me. B’Otlt Caeie to 
HIS Pit Doobzeepee. — “ When the Queue comes, call me I ’ 
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1 FAEEWELL TO THE ‘‘FESTIVE SEASON.” 

Mebby Christmas is over, and so’s Bay, 

And one more “festive season” has faded away ; ^ 
Burnt are holly and mistletoe, stopped is the swill,, 

And the gorge, and the press-gush ’bout peace and 
good-will. 

Come, take we the physio we most of us need, 

Brave boys, after surfeits when surfeits succeed ; 

The doses and pills which repletion demands 
To lighten our brains and to steady our hands. 

We pause after turkfey, plum-pudding, roast beef, 
Mince-pie, and the rest, with a sense of relief. ^ 
Something rather too much of too many good things ! 

It is well for us Old Father Christmas hath wings. 

Farewell Father Christmas, and Christmas Appeals 
On behalf of the Poor that need clothing and meals ; 
Appeals once a year that at Christmas ’abound : 

But the Poor we have still with us all the year round. 

To Christmas farewell with a light heart we say, 

When we ’ve paid all the bills we were then bound to 
pay: 

With a still lighter heart if our bills came to nought, 
A-nii Yre paid o’er the counter for all that we bou^t. 

That Christmas is gone glad is many a one. 

Whose means being slender, whom divers cads dun ; 
Christmas-boxes on various pretences beseech : 

British “ fellahs” accustomed to beg for backsheesh. 

Go, Christmas I ’tia well thou but com’st once a year ; 
For thou oom’st, whensoever thou dost come, severe. 

For the greenest of Yules brings diseases and ^s. 

And demands for donations plus payment of bills. 


Wliere is the Difference? 

The Dailj/ Telegraph thinks the conversion into a dry 
goods store of Booth’s Theatre in New York, originally 
erected as a permanent home for the “Legitimate 
Drama,” is a “ Curious Theatrical Metamorphosis^^ 
We cannot see it, for the reason that dry goods and 
legitimate drama are almost synonymous terms. 

A MARRIED MASHER.^^ Notice by Mb. Fabini at the Aquabium.— 

Indignant Wife. “And bbay, Algebnon, what do you mean by comihg “Kbao,” the “strange hairy little creature,” will 
Home at this time of Night ? *’ receive company. N.B.— Entrance without knocking. 

Festive Huslaivd. “Eteby othbe P-p-plaob was shut, my Love!” Ask for the Hairy BeUe. 


THE CHILDEEN^S FANCY COTTON-DBESS BALL 
AT THE MANSION HOUSE. 

Well, I thinks that upon the hole I have seen perhaps more mag- 
niffisent sites, and more egstrowneiy sites, than most people, be they 
Princes or Books or even Aldermen, cos why ? Why beoos the 
lookers on sees more of the site, as the other lookers on sees more of 
the game, than the swells in the one case or the players in the other. 
But on Fursday last 1 snttenly seed the sweetest and the prettyest 
and the most intrestingest site as ever I seed since I fust opened my 
eyes. The Lobd Mabe and the Lady Mabess, bless their kina 
loving arts ! giving up for wunee, without a sy or a tear, the com- 
pany of the hiest and the mityest of the land, asked about a thousand 
of the lovelyest children as ever was borne to dress themselves np in 
the most butiful and tastyfulest clos as money or good taste could 
buy or could borrow, and to come and dance at the Manshun House 
before them and their elnstreons friends I 

Ah I that was a site I Why I was in that wirl of egsitement that 
1 ardly knowed what I was about at fust, and acshally kept a 
helping myself to claret enp and common things of that sort and 
drinkin good elths with the dear Children. There was one brlte 
little Chap in partickler who was dressed like a Baker, all in white 
with cherry ribbons, like a Baker I spose on bis birm-day or his 
weddin-day, who made quite fiends with me, and acshally asked me 
what they calls I think a Commun-drumI A Gent had drunk 
some wine out of a glass and then left, it, so the litde chap says 
to me, says he, “ Why ought that glass of wine to be ashamed of 
itself Y Give it up ? ” “ Yes.” “ Coz it *s half drunk,” says he, 
and away he runs. 

Well, I larfed to that extent that I spilt three or four glasses of 
, Negus afore I could get my and steddy. 


Thenthere was two lovely little deers drest just likefairys with wands 
in their little ands, and I really shouldn’t have been at all surprized 
if they conjured us all into meer angels or animals or sumthmg of 
that dredful sort, they did look so real like. Then there was prin- 
cesses and shepherdesses with their crooks, and little Bed Biding 
Hoods, and Bobbing Hoods and Archers, 1 means Jockeys, and 
Agiptians with their pretty little faces half covered up with muz- 
zling, and thenthere was some nice little girls a imitatin their elders 
by dressing theirselves np like the other sects, and there was some 
werry short Highlanders, and all kinds of Forreners and other 
strange people. 

But lor how kind it was of the Lobd Made to ask about a duzzen 
of the werry poorest children to come and mix with the rest, just for 
wunce in their poor lives, such .as a poor little fishing-boy, and a 
bntcher-boy with 'his tray, and a poor little labourer in a smock j 
frock, and one or two common sailor boys and pilot’s boys in sow- 
westers andl grate sea-boots, and really after a little while they 
seemed just as much at home as the rest. Ah, what stories these 
poor little chaps will have to tell when they go back to their poor 
nmble homes ! 

In the midst of all the fun who should wark in, quite oaim and 
cool, but Mr. Chang, the Chinese Giant and his little midge of a son. 
Well, they two contrasts caused such a excitement that all us 
Waiters couldn’t wait no longer, but rushed out with one accordeon 
into the Lobby and had as good a look as the rest. 

Soon after tbis, aU the little deers was ordered to set down on the 
floor all round in a cercle to hear the sillybrated Conjuror a talking 
in several places at once and a teaching his little hoy “ How duth 
the Httle bizzy B,” and they made about the biggest as well as the 
loveliest Bt^kay as ever 1 seed. Aaid, bless their dear little arts, 
how they did larf— aye, and so did sum of the big ones too, when 
they thort as nobody wasn’t a looking. 
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■Why, even the Loss Mare larf ed to that extent at Jfefr. Punch, 
that the tears a most run down his rite honnerable cheeks. Ah, 
that’s one of the wonders of ithe world, that is ; igh and low, rich 
and poor, learned like onrselves, or hignorant like the lower orders, 
all enjoys their Punch, tho 1 must say as his morality is that ques- 
tionable that I should not hold his Mirror up to Nature for my own 
family cercle. 

There was one thing as was forgotten to be purwided amid aU the 
other luxuries and dellyoasies of a waried Menu. There was no i 
Gix^r Beer, and 1 had to enounce the sad fact to a Page of the time 
of Buxtsebiotts, 1 think he was, to a Marqueeze of the time of 
Louet Oatiosze and to two Normandy Pheasants, and grately dis- 


a^ed for a dryer brand ! Ah, he ’s his Paper’s own son, he is, and 
will make a blooming Common Counselman one of these days a few 
years hence, when the Corporation, so to speak, has got a little 
enlarged. The prettyest dance of the evenmg was the Highland 


Skottish, danced to the tune of “ The Camels are coming , the same 
tune I spose as they played in Egyp. ^ 

And my dual remark at the close is, strange to say, in regard to 
the close, for I never should have thort it possibel, if I hadn’t seen 
it with my own too eyes, that such butiful dresses as was worn then 
could all have been made out of Cotton, no, not if Alderman Cotton, 
who I saw a-marohing about looking like a Prince or a Duke, had 
himself a-superintended all the Dress Makers. 

One delekasy woulder bin in keepin with the okayshun. 1 mean 
a Cottonum cheese on table. But praps it is still “ in keepin ” — ^for 
the nex entainment, as I dident see nothin of it myself. B.obebt. 

Poor Mr. Belt, in spite of the verdict in his favour, has been so 
overcome that it is probable he will give up the ghost. 

The Real Covbht Garden Pantomime. — The game of SpiU and 
Pelt performed daily in Mud-Salad Market. 
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A PAIR or SPECTACLES AND DIFFERENT SIGHTS. 

U/ „ Recipe, or, m this instance, Alp.- 




There is plenty of ill-digested “ stofE ” and of real cleverness anc 
prettiness m the piece ; and when it works smoothly, is a little lest 
long, and, it may be added, a little less broad, it may probably g( 
well enough. But the Countess D’Aulnot, interpreted hyMr. Alprei 


THOMPSON-and-’alf-RoBEBX-RBBCB-ipe, 

for mSingT‘‘GTMuiSpeotaoulaTEx- pettoooats, a few clever acrobats 

^vagaBzf'>:-Take afeaniliar Fai^ 


articulations, till its story u u mcohe- I 


rent as Foote’s and as m 
Enifegrinder’s. Distril 


Ld as mil as the Needy Pandora’s Box has been opened 

Distribute its disjecta too soon. * i • rt t 

)nr mortal hours of spectacle is Drury Law, of 

j ballet nigger non- ^bieh we hear better accounts. The Elings 
ilr spti- England scene is still the attraction. * One 

l’aSticevStio®M. 6 ®o<l Wty here is Wek-bo^ of the 
iroughout with Music- Pantomime with coloured plates. Off one of 
the strongest savour. *®«s® coloured plates Giant (who was cut 
up hastily and half- ??•* first night) is eating. The fact of 


over four mortal hours of seoona spectacle is 

jumbled speotade, haUet, nigger non- we^or better ^ founts, ^e 

sense, atep-danoing, oircns tiSoks, sen- England some is.still the attiaotioi 
sational efieots, and aerobatic evolntions. 6 ®®^ novelty here is tock-bo^ 
Mil and season throughout with Music- 'automime with coloured plates. Ott 


Mix and season throughout with Music- 
Hall spice of the strongest savour. 

Serve up hastily and half- 


f OBD cooked m crude indigestible having been eliminated proves that the 

gobbets monster must have been “cut out for a 

The above we deduced from ^i^nt.” The notion of this picture-book, as 

V" witnessing the first night’s well as of the, Drnry Lane Annnal-a highly- 

\v^ representation of The Tdloui coloured Christmas Number of nothing— is 

^ Dwarf, at Her Majesty’s. believe, to the energetic Mr. Awustus 

j j to Qiueen JTokottina, she ]^oobe Auuhstus the Second at this^estab- 

was all the Great Vance Rshment, where the Jother Axtuustcs (Mr. 

Great Attraction for the Holidays 1 1 painted her, and must have Harris) is the Cmsar— who, a year ago, 

been a Vision of Delight, ^^^idertook the duties of Acting Manager, in 

^1^*1 J y ■ A 1 ^ ' -nrlojAV. mAA ^ A J! 



Augustus the Second; 
or, One Moore in 
front. 


indeed, to innocent children and their careful Ma-rnTyiafl 


which was included the post of Literary Adviser, originally held, in 


None but himself could he his parallel.— xinless one con conceive a Chattertonian days, by Charles Lamb Kenny. The Sub 


Cockney Caliban playing the part of a Whitechap^ Penthesilea. 

“ "Why was I born so beautiful ? 

And why was I bom so young ? 


Augustus is Drury Lane Prime Minister and Chancellor of the 
Excheq^uer, and represents the Grand Young Man. 

By the way, d propos of Charles Lamb Kenny, a performance 


miprwp fbo Ttn. • j JO n -i-u 1. :i X will be given by Mr. J. L. Toole, Mr. Henry Neville, and others, 

11^^’ Of With smsh a modest cm the 2 Sth inst.. for the benefit of Mrs. Zbnkt, when her daughter 

^ melMuons voim f or mth suoh pignantly pea- Eosa wiU, we beUeve, appear as Maria in the School for Scandal. 

S^ybMi^ts upon others in 


and hmitolifiao ~3~I "Ti* — • uuuummu. ui-neiuuL neoessiiiawa a falling-on ML worx ana m 

.W. the enioymmt of pay. We axe M sorry to hear that a Benefit is necessary, hut we 

ahont-town ?*** shop-girls, M howling cads and callow hoys- ^ all glad to give a helping hand. Wonld that EjeiniT’s old friend, 
ttTO^TOTO r Arthue SKEremny, were stiU with ns to play Jato#.' Alasi 

nlS^ Bnrlesqne-pnddiMgihere were « we oonld have better spared a better man I hut therewere ve^ 

and ^7 ontiod Jsok Hoi^ who few better or truer than tiie inventor of the oelehratod Mrs. JBroum 

oonw keep his stall and hifl temper tor fonx hours at a stretch. The o< tAe Pfay. 1.110 w«buxii.wu x.r«w» 

^ Comique, in Mr. Sxvhb CiASKB’s Adarnkss JEden, 

works rando^, were Tbe Postoasn’s Knock Ballet ; ox, Seasonable Raps. 

Wra^San^ *tS «ud goes lap-idly. If it didn’t, we should be bound to have a 

' was, indeed, panto- v’n'j > -d i • j i..,i . , 

mimic - fun of the ^ Jtd s Pantomime for children, at the Avenue, aven’ you 
_ . _ best, brightest, and Miss Flokbnob St. John — ^ it was St. John’s Avenue, a few 

Sweetness and Light at Drury Lane. most blameless sort. 7 ®®^® si^PPOS®’ taking a holiday. Where are the Jfan- 

T y -r , ... The Baby Elephants, Dtp Van WinkU\m it all his own way now at the 




Tbe Postman’s Knock Ballet ; ox, Seasonable Raps. 


Sweetness and Light at Drury Lane. 


Y apour, or Steam Cnrt^ wouldn’t rise for a long time : and, when ^ always be a favourite in her Rip-ertoire. After this— My 
It did, presented ^e startling and novel effect” of a locomotiye Land”— no, I mean Oyster— “ Good night I ” ^ 

jermy biowing off in a drawing-room, with the view, apparently, - 

of covermg-only it didn’t-the retreat of a couple of burglars w£ ================^^ 

wererunnmg away with the chinmey-piec^ s^swuo ^ ^ 

-^er this the Deluge. Eveiything Suck or went wrong. “The *ct x v x Meteing of the Waters. 

Ihe Golden bmes” — a picture of something Water Companies must charge by meter, when 

responsihilitv hv siTiffiTio* nn ,• « . y_* y 


«« ”-whioh 


Tim case, in nuce. cannot be completer. 

wmpanies will charge sans rhyme or reason, 
Lntu they are compelled to charge by Meter. 
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BJBPORTS OF OUR OWN CITY COMMISSIONER. 

Ifo. III.— Lively Compaotes. 

Mk. Punch, Snt, 

I HAVE kept to the last certamly the most important 
Eeform that I have to recommend, and in this case at any rate reso- 
Intely^shntting my mind’s-^eye to the ^orions scenes 1 have witnessed 
in their more than Princely Halls, and steadfastly 
refusing to remember the siimptnona repasts of 
which 1 have of late so freely partaken, and 
passing with a deep sigh of regret from the 
pleasant recollection of such brands and special 
mtvees of exquisite wines as memory would fain 
linger over, I sternly pass on to the painful 
subject of what I shall designate “Peculiar 
Trusts.” 

1 refer to the notes of my examination of the 
Master before mentioned, and what do 1 find ? A 
small estate was left to his Company some three 
hundred years ago, in trust, the income from 
which, then about £20 a year, was ordered to be 
distributed as follows £5 each to three difi^erent Charities, and the 
remainder to the Company for their trouble. Years roll on, and 
the little Estate now produces about £2,000 per annum, and the 
Company continue to pay the same original amount of £15 to the 
three Charities, and keep the rest, that is, about £1,985, for them- 
selves ; all, as the Master said, in strict 'accordance with the literal 
words of the Will of the Pious Pounder ! ‘ 

•Mr, Punchy Sir. Ho recollections of unnumbered kindnesses 
received from Masters and Wardens, no thought of what 1 risk in 
giving utterance to Jmy honest feelmga, no cowardly fear of per- 
petual banishment from their Halls of dazzling light, shall^ prevent 
me from expressing, in language as unmeasured as the hospitality of 
which I have so often partaken, and the philanthropy of whicm I 
have so often heard, the poignant regret I feel that anyone oi these 
noble Institutions should so far forget the solemn obligations imposed 
upon all Trustees, particularly upon Trustees for the Poor and the 
Sick and the Ignorant, as to act in the way described, and then con- 
descend to defend such conduct by such fiitnsy and discreditable 
arguments. 

1 find, on referring to my Hotes, that when the Master of the 
Bellows Menders’ Company attempted to justify what had been done, 
by a reference to the Will of the Pious Pounder, that, acting on that 
natural impulse that fills a generous spirit at any miserable attempt 
to impose upon Hs common sense, I exclaimed, “ Pious Fiddlestick T” 
a strange combioation you will say. Sic, that nothing but towering 
indignation could justify, and which, upon calm reflection, might be 
substituted by “ Mellifluous Cant.” 

However that may be, in this case at any rate I can have no hesi- 
tation in recommendSng instant compliance with the evident inten- 
tions of the generous Testator, and a restitution of the unhallowed 
spoil of the last six years. 

But, Sir, after holding up this and similar cases (few, I believe, in 
number) to your wrathiol indignation, there my anger ceases, and I 
can allow my thoughts again to revert calmly wd philosophically to 
those two great attributes by which these Institutions have been so 
nobly distinguished during the last half-century, and which maj 
fairly be desi^ated as the Q-uild Yirtues of Philantibrqpy and Hospi- 
tality ; and, in the genial spirit therein engendered, 1 conclude my 
diffi.(^t task by enumerating the Reforms that my stern sense of 
dut:sr, uninfluenced, 1 trust, by thankfulness for the past or by 
gratitude for favours to come, compels me to submit to your wise 
consideration : — 

First— The Members of the Courts of the various Guilds must be 
more intimately connected with the Trades they were originally 
founded to govern, and must dedicate themselves earnestly to the 
re-establishing of the good old English principle that a Manufac- 
turer’s word is his bond. They must become the terror of evil-doers, 
and we should not then have reels of silk falsely marked as contain- 
ing 50 yards, really containing only 25, or other “little articles” 
warranted to measure 100 yards, actually measuring from 20 to 30 
per cent, less, according to the Market for which they are intended, 
and there would then also be such an entire abolition of Devil’s Dust 
as would restore the old character to English Cottons, even to the 
farthest confines of China or Peru. 

Secondly — Sham Apprenticeships must be exchanged for real 
Travelling Scholarships, for the acquirement of technical knowledge 
in manufacture and design. The first three voluntary Missionaries 
in this delicate and difficult task I have already indicated. 

Thirdly— The powers of the Livery must be extended to the elec- 
tion of the Court, the auditing of the accounts, and the ordering of 
the dinners, so that the knowledge of this important art and mystery 
m^ be preserved intact. 

Fourth and lastly— AR Trusts, whether peculiar or otherwise, 
must be rigorously carried out in accordance with the will of the 



testator, but modified in accordance with the requirements of justice 
and common sense. While therefore, in the case above alluded to, 
justice would require a new scheme of distribution, in the case of the 
£20,000 left to the Jolly Butchers “to enjoy themselves,” common 
sense would naturally say, continue so to do. 

These necessary reforms being accomplished, there wiR be nothing 
left that the ribald jester, or that terrible nuisance, the logical 
reformer, can reasonably complain of; and from a careful ^d 
Rberal calculation I have made, 1 find, to my extreme satisfaction, 
that these various matters can aR be thoroughly accomplished out of 
the wasted portion of the enormous sum now expended on Manage- 
ment, namely £297,218 6$. 8d^., leaving intact the noble sum of 
£337,801 13s. 4d, to be stiR dedicated to that grandest of aU Civic 
virtues— HospitaRty. Youit Own City CojoiissiONEa. 

Temple^ December^ 1882. 


HOW TO AMUSE THE OHILDBEN. 

Ho doubt, encouraged by “ the great success ” which has attended 
the production of the “ seasonable Ch^tmas pieces ” this year at the 
leading London Theatres, the foRo wing scenario of “an annual for 
1883-4 ” has already been prepared by a “practised hand,” and for- 
warded to the proper quarters. _ 

Title — Ali Baba, or Gulliver, or Blue Beard,^ This is reaRy 
immaterial, as the story is of the slightest materiUds, and can be 
easily adapted to suit the exigencies of the Scene-painter, the BaRet- 
master, and the Stage-manager. But say Blue-Beard^ as it looks 
weR in the bills, and has not been done for a long lime. 

Scene 1. — Front grooves. Demon house of the Giant Advertiserus, 
Good opportunity for introducing oases of champagne, boxes of 
cough-lozenges, and tailors’ vans. Serio-comic Lady with the song, 
“ There isn't much to look at when I ’ve got ’em on ! ” 

Scene 2. — Glade in the Realms of Eternal Rose-buds. Tinsel and 
colour laid on by “ the talented assistante ” of anybody. Dance of 
the Brougham Brigade with seal-skin jackets. Final tableau of 
bouquets left at the stage-door, and real gold and jeweRed bracelets. 

Scene 3.— JB/we Beard^s kitchen. Introduction of characters of 
the story. Blue Beard, by Dolly Tinbxbk of the Marquee Music- 
HaR, the Young Nabob, ^ the Great Wheeze, The Squire, by the 
Great Hullabaloo, the Performing Donkey, by Tommy Tumblee, 
Junr., &o. Songs introduced — “ So did you P' “ J’t?c been up to my 
Larks ever Since “ The County^Court Family “ Oh, Mummy, 
dear, my Father ’s run inP and twenty-seven breakdowns. 

Scene 4. — Anywhere. Topical songs by the Great Ones. Tommy 
Tumblee, Junr. climbs up the chandeRer, and makes faces at the 
children. The Young Nabob has never heard of Stationers’ HjaR— 
Blue Beard conveys him thither. 

Scene 5.— Exterior of Stationers’ HaR where SHAKSPEABE’sPlays, 
had they been written nowadays, would have been registered. 
Distant view of St. Paul’s Cathedral. Ghrand procession of aR the 
characters in the Swan of Avon’s masterpieces. Correct costumes. 
An incident thrown in here and there. Eight hundred supers 
employed. Magnificent appointments. Most instructive to the little 
ones. The whole concluding with a grand review of aR the London 
and Provincial Box-keepers (represented by children) under the 
command of the Lessee, who wiR announce ^e amount of the 
receipts of the Theatre per night, give some notion of the items m 
his butcher’s hook, and afford o^er interestmg details of domestic 
expenditure to satisfy the curiosity of a sympathising PnhRc. This 
should be the scene of the whole show. . 

Scenes 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, and 11.— The place is umnateriR. The 
selection can be safely lert to the Scene-painters. However, it might 
help the story a littie to work in a Panorama of the Overland Route 
to Lidia ; hut this is not absolutely necessary. Interlude of per- 
forming camels, lasting two hours and a half. More comic songs 
for the Great Ones, “ Nave you seen my reach-me-downs so golop- 
shous and gummy “ This is the Way to the Gaiety Bar! ’ and 
the great patriotic ditty, '^'Fre^s ^Ooray for ’er Majesty the 
Quine ” 

Scene 12. — Transformation. Interlude of the Hew Year bringing 
in Disease, Death, and Bankruptcy Cthis to please and instruct the 
little ones), clearing off to ^ow tiie Bright Birthplace of the Electric 
Light (opportunity for good-paying Advertisement), with Ladies of 
the Ballet, in Anti-Lortt-(}hamberlain costumes, loRing about in aR 
directions. Red, blue, and green fire, closed in by i.i. 

Shobt Comic Scene, consist^ of seven-eighths Boundmg Brothers 
of Bohemia to one-eighth Christmas Clown. _ . m -l 

ISr.B. — ^The Pantomime of which the above is a scenario, will be 
held together by about fifty lines of doggerel, which, however, need 
not be used unless d esired. 

Mrs. Ramsbotham teRs us she has inst been to see her Uncle’s 
new house. She says the haR, which is heautiftdly painted m 
Fiasco, has a most composing effect. 
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GAMBETTA AND CHANZT— STATESMAN 
AND SOLDIER. 

Too Soon ! So pride will plead, so love will say, 
■When towering crests stoop midmost of the fray, 
When great swords shiver ere the close of day. 

Too Soon I Scarce breathed in an unfinished fight, 
Dead wielders of an unexhausted might, 

Who at full noontide find unbidden night. 

Trees smitten in fnU leaf by storm’s red beam, 
blood-breasting swimmers sunken in mid-stream, 
Stars quenched before their time. ’Tie so we dream. 

How may toe know, or with what measure mark 

The perfect compass of the soul’s frail bark 

That fieets o’er life’s bright gleam from dark to dark ? 

Yet fallen strength and frustrate purpose move 
Hegret ; ’tis scarce for mortals to reprove 
Mortal misjudgment bom of pride and love. 

Gambetta.--Chanzy ! The RepuhHo’s yoke 
Of suddm grief must spnpathy provoke. 

The Brain, the Sword, bo& snatched as at one stroke I 

What labour yet, what benison or bane 

For Frwce lay hidden in that strenuous brain, 

Now still, for ever hidden must remain. 

Had his wild strength crested its highest wave ? 
Would It have worked to shatter or to save ? 

There comes no answer Irom Gambeita.’s grave. 

He had the power to stir a nation’s heart, 

In hopeless strife to play a Titan part. 

And he died young, leaving no clear-lined chart 


To guide his Country on her doubtful way 
O’er a dark course, whence one keen lurid ray 
Dies out with him. What further may one say ? 

At least in grief the France he loved may sit, 
Folding her lowered Flag, as is most fit. 

Across his breast who ne’er despaired of it. 

At least a sister nation soft may tread 
In silent sympathy, with grief-bowed head, 
Where a great People mourn its great Sons dead. 


HYSTERICAL RELIGIOjST. 

This new, and not altogether healthy, mania of the day, appears 
to be starting badly with the new year. The Converted Clown,” 
who was known by the somewhat efieminate name of Ettgenxe, and 
who left the d^ths of Bine Ruin to scale the heights of Bine 
Ribbonism, has fillen once more irretrievably. He has misappro- 


ooaritaDie meeting, and has attempted suicide. 

General Booth has been sued for Parochial Rates for the Converted 
Grecian Theatre. “ Things isn’t as they used to was ” in the good old 
days of the Conquest. But those were historical, not hysterical 
times. 

One OP Ibving’s Taxes.— "When Mr. Phelps, the Tragedian, was 
very thirsty, so Mr. Ieving recent^ informed a Temperance Society, 
he used to bite his tonyze. Mr. Ieving got this anecdote, he says, 
from Mr. Phelps himsmf , who certainly was one of the driest Actors 
ever seen : and we suspect that the “ good old man” must have had 
his tongue in his cheek when he said he bit it. 
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TO fAKTOMIME IN 1888. 

Aia — Refrain of “ Carolina ! Caroline I ” from the Music-Hall Repertoire, of course. 

Pantomime ! Pantomime ! Though you *ve Fays the trimmest, 

Pantomime ! Pantomime I Yet tour Fun ’a the dimmest. 

Overdone with Slang and Chaef, 
l^OTHING to make THE CHILDREN LAUGH, 

■Where *s tour clever, funnt Pantomimist ? 

[Chorus taken up lieartily ly old and yov/ng Children, 


THE MARRIED WOMAN'S PROPERTY ACT. 

(From Two Roints of View,) 

FIRST POIOT OF 7IEW.-H0W IT IS EXPECTED TO WORK. 
Scene— Angblosta’s Boudoir, Edwin ard, his Wife discovered, 

t Udwin, And so, love, you quite understand the new 
measure? 

Angelina, Entirely, darling. But you may as well 
run over the chief provisions. 

Bdwin, You have a perfect right to deal with aU 
your real and personal property. 


^ Angelina, As if I were a. feme soZe— which, in efEect, 

JEdtoin, Q,tdte so. You take the rents and profits 
of^all^real property, [and dispose of personalty ah- 

Angelina, And 1 think, dear, that it is unnecessary to 
^**V**55P pet your consent to any of my investments ? That I can 
keep a s^arate hanking-acoount, and so forth ? 

JEdwin, Exactty. In the eyes of the law we are two persons. 

Angelina, So 1 imagined. And I rather fancy, darling, that any 
moneys you receive from me you must account for ? Am I not right, 
sweetest ? 

JEdwin, TJnquestioiiably. 

Angelina, Correct me if 1 am wrong— but, my own, I always have 
my remedy at Civil Law ? 

JEdwin, Certainly. 

Angelina, Even when we are sharing the same dear home I can 
conduct a suit against you ? 

JEdwin, Yes, darling— hut you would not ? 

Angelina, Well, love, business is business. And, d propos, what 
did yon do mth the five pounds I gave you (and which came to me 
as next of kin to my uncle) to convey to my dressmaker ? 

JEdwin [confused). Well, dear, as my tailor was rather pressing, | 
I thonght you would not mind my paying him before I 

^gelina [severely), Wh&tl YouTiave misappropriatedmy money ? 

JEdmn [n^ously), I do not like tto tone, Angelina ! to 
mark my displeasure, I shall go to Brighton by myself for a fort- 
night. 

Angelina, A step I was about to suggest, Edwin, as you know 
I cannot take crimTnal woceedings against you while we are living 
together I [JKwOIdwin, trertwlingly, to consult his SoUcitor* 


SECOND POINT OF VrEW-.-HOW IT IS SURE TO -WORK. 

I Scene— Edwin's Study, Angelina and her JSushand discovered, 

Angelina, Andtao, love, you quite understand the new measure ? 
Edwin, Yes, darling, it’s all right. Now we can do anything 
we like. 

Angelina, Oh, how delightful I And no more stupid restrictions. 
I shan’t be obliged to go before a musty old Judge when you want 
to get rid of any of our money ? 

JEdwin, Oh, dear, no, angel. That sort of thing is ^quite out of 
date. The law regards us, in later days, as two distinct persons. 
You can do just what you like with your own money. 

Angelina, That is just what you like, darling^ for my money is 
yours. Oh, 1 am so pleased I And you will promise never to bother 
me any more about business ? You will do just what you want 


with all the rents an d pr ofits and things ? 

Edwin [laughing). Well, it ’s rather a heavy responsibility. You 
know the law gives you a remedy. Wives can proceed against their 
husbands. 

Angelina [ironically). Oh, can they ? 

Edwin, Yes ; not only in civil suits, but even in criminal actions. 

Angelina [indignantly). The Law allow a wife to send her husband 
to prison ! The Law should be ashamed of itself 1 

Edwin, But, then, husbands in like manner can incarcerate their 
wives ! 

Angelina [agitated). But you wouldn’t, dear ! You wouldn’t be 
so cruel I 

Edwin, Well, business is business! There— don’t cry. I was 
only joking. And that reminds me that the remaining thousand, 

• which you took as next-of-kin to your Aunt, had better be invested. 

1 1 think I shall put it into Turkish Sixties. 

I Angelina [nervously). But haven’t you lost rather a lot, dear, 

! before, by putting thmgs into Turkish Sixties ? 

Edwin [angrily), I do not like this tone, Angelina ! What ! you 
interfere with my disposition of your money 1 

Angelina [piteously)^ Oh, no, darling ! 

Edwin [severely). Well, I shall mark my displeastu’e by going to 
Paris by myself for a month I 

Angelina [crying). Oh, Edwin ! [Wiping her eyes,) Well, 

f erhaps it will do you good, darling^it will do you good ! And 
would sufEer anything for your sake I But, to snow you are not 
angry with me, do, do — (fiofta)- put the money into Turk — («o&)— 
Turkidi— (w6)— Six—it— ties. XSoh,) ^ ^ t 

[Exit Edwin triumphantly^ to direct hts StoekoroAer* 
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“SEA.SONABLE WEATHER.” 

Call this seasonable weath^ 

Pooh! Where are yonrl frost 
and snow? 

Fogs and fever come together, 

And the winds decline to blow. 
There ’s a pastime known as 
I skating, 

’Twas in days of ice and frost ; 
How the hard is safe in statiag, 
»Tis an art that’s nearly lost. 

There ’s a mist upon the river, 
Swollen with incessant rain, 

And the black drops glide and 
quiver 

Down the greasy window-pane. 
Doctors rave of sanitation. 

But the puzzled patient 
“squirms” 

At the thought of venttiation, 
Since it lets in typhoid germs. 

Tou’ve no need your throat to 
mufie, 

At all overcoats you smile ; 

But, instead of sneeze and i 
snuffle, 

There ’s a surplusage of bile. 
You may be a cheerful fellow, 

But you turn a perfect Scrooge 
When the universe looks yellow, i 
And you feel a bad gamboge. 


NEW EPITION OF SELF-HELP,” 
STRONGLY BOUND. 

We read in the daily papers— 

“A * lady-help,' named Frasee, 
describing herself as respectably con- 
nected in Belfast, was yesterday sen- 
tenced to four months' hard labour ! 
for a robbery committed at the 
Brighton Convalescent Home.” 

Is this lady a member of the 
Help Myself Society? Or can 
she oe the “ Littie Help” which 
is proverbially worth a deal of 
pity? 



FRAHCIS KNOLLYS, ESa., C.B. 

“ Francis !” 

“Anon, anon, Sir!” 

Eenry the Emrih^ Part I., Act ii , Sc. 4. 


THE GOOD FAIRY COMPE- 
TITION. 

What the City CorpOTation 
resolute^ refused to do with^re- 
gard to Billingsgate Market, and 
the Duke of Mupfoed showed 
few signs of doing with regard to 
Covent Garden (or Mud-Salad) I 
Market, is being done without 
their aid, and probably in spite ! 
of their counter-influence, by the 
Good Fairy Competition. The 
new river-side Fish Market at 
Wapping has opened the eyes of 
the (Jorporation to the weakness 
of their position as Lords of the 
Ringdom of Muck ; and the Par- 
liamentary Notices of a new great 
General Market at Paddington, 
and another at South Kensington, 
have possibly had something to 
do with the Duke of Mudford’s 
offer of Coveut Garden and 
neighbourhood to the Metropoli- 
tan Board of Works. South Ken- 
siugton tiireatening to mix Art 
witii Artichokes, and Horticul- 
ture with Summer Cabbages, 
must be as great a blow to the 
Emperor of Turnip-Tops as Fat 
Henry’s ingratituae was to Car- 
din^ WOLSEY. 

News from the East.— On the 
iapie. The Holy Carpet has gone 
to he mended. Apropos of tniB, a 
gentleman, who has been recently 
urnishing his rooms in Picca 


iTuF* ■ rfo i:j n ifi vil 


wanted his floor to be whoU; 
carpet.” The rather staggere 
but obligmg upholsterer sent at 
once to Egypt, but being unable 
to procure the article in question, 
he persuaded his customer to use 
Turkish rugs and mattiug. 


“ Things not Generally 
Known."— Forfurther particulars 
see the next Bishop’s Biography. 


THE NEW DEPAHTUEE IN CRITICISM. 

“ JSxpsRTO erode ! ” ex- 
^0^^ claimed the Last of the Barons, 

1 * * CredatJudesus, non ego! ” We 

thank thee, Judge, for teaching 
miin ^ truly liberal theory. 

Alsowe are much obligedfor the 
moral support given to it by 
“ Oneof the Jury,” inthe Times* 
W Why have any more Masters of 

m any Arts at all ? Let the Re- 

ffT public of Art and Letters he 

indeed an all-round equality 
ff \ >?gAS . Republic without a President 

II — and without a head I Why 

I n) ^ 

I Academy doors wide. Let 

* in everybody. First come, first 

served; let everyone with a 
A MSKr \. picture rush in with a ladder 

W HF \ hammer and cord, and 

^ nails, and let him hang up his 


^ picture where he best can, and 

~ ' ^ let the strongest go to the wall, 

and the weakest on the floor 
The Fairy Criticism. o’ttt of doors. The Acade- 

micians may still sing — 

Let Lawes and Lawsuit, Judge, Belt, Jury die. 

But give us still our old Academy ! 

but who will listen to them? Who will agree with them P Will 
they agree among themselves? , How can men who have devoted 


The Fairy Criticism. 


their lives to the study of Art, workmg at it from sixteen to sixty, 
be expected to speak without prejudice and evident bias on the one I 
subject to wHch they have given their undivided attention and the 
best years of their life? Absurd I Would not the Last of the 
Barons himself, according to his own reasoning, warn anyone 
gainst trusting his opinion on a knotty point of Law P Of course. 
We wanted a notice of the Old Masters, Should we send a pro- 
fessed Art-Critic? Certainly not. So, as we couldn’t catch the 
Last of the Barons to do it for us, and didn’t know where to find 
“One of the Jury,” we engaged a “Masher” who, being eni^ely 
ignorant of the subjeoti was evidently the very man to write a 
eritiqm on the Rosetti CoUeotion and the Old Masters at Burlington 
House. Here is what he spoke of, indistinctly, afterwards, as “ The 
Young Masher among the Old Mash’rs : ” — 

Academy. Offered to toss beadle at door two bob or nothing. 
Wouldn’t. Saw another boss in uniform: probably chucker-out. 
Found shillin g : paid it : wish I could find another. Had written 
down, “Where Old Masters?” “Where Rosetti?” Inquired: 
informed. Turned to the left, and made up my mind to go to 
Humber Five first, and see how I liked it. Like going into a 
Turkish Batii. Just popped into Humber Five— the Rosetti Room. 
Too hot. Staggered back into Old Masters Humber Three. 

Capital chappies, Old Masters. Take Ho. 201 in the books. My ! 
fresh as paint. Sportsman in dark armour. Affected-looking sort of 
Johnnie. Without his armour he ’d be a “ Masher.” Dare say he 
was in his time. Don’t quite know when “ his_ time” was ; ^ but 
some time when they wore annour. His name is the Mai^s of 
Spinola. Sounds sporting. Van Dyck did it. Sounds like DevU’s 
Dyke at Brighton: trippers go there in a van. Evidently some 
connection. Capital chap, Van Dyck— did a lot of ’em. All first- 
rate Johnnies. Gaxnsbohough got his young women rather too 
made up, white and pinky. But they must have been like that, and 
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SUPEREROGATION. 

EvmmiUrmn, ** Couldn’t tod manage to put a little more Flesh on your poor Horse's Bones ? He 's erightfullt thin !” 
Car-drwer. “Bbdad, Sure, what ’s the use o* that ? The poor Baste can hardly carry what he *s got a’rbadt ! ** 


must have liked being taken as the ** Professional Beauties ” of 
their time, or he ’d never have done it— would he ? EeooUeot some 
one of the name of'jGAiNSBOROUGH on the stage. Forget where; 
but think she set the Jashion of G-ainsborough hats. 1 like to see'the 
Old Masters’ portraits of the ancient Mistresses. Here ’s 265, by Sir 
Josh. Eeynolds ; and 274, by Sir Josh, again. He didn’t paint ’em 
half a bit more than they painted themselves. 1 was told to look at 
“ The Little Archer and thought they meant Fred, the Jockey. 
Disappointed. Sir Joshua again (269), portrait of a silly ass of a 
I young chap who ought to have a sound kicking. But here are the 
I little ’uns that I like— I^o. 281 in the books^a pair of kids, clean, 
fresh, healthy, and hearty, and the boy in his grandfather’s coat 
and breeches. Kow then for the Rosetti warm room. 

Ho. 293. Sea-sickly person. I call the picture Saif Seas over I 
Steward 

Ho. 296. How soon will David’s sandals come oE ? Poor David ! 
And what are these in gowns cf red cardboard and wings of dyed 
feathers P Angels, indeed ! Eed-faced, dyspeptic-looking creatures. 
They couldn’t fly very far. And as for colour, they ’re about as 
warm as they mike ’em. 

Ho. 299. Ho use looking at the Catalogue to see what this is. 
Evidently, it’s “ Talcing Medidne^in the Middle Ages^^ She is 
making a horrid face, and saying, “It smells nasty.” Probably 
intended as a present to a Hospital. 

Ho. 304. Aubum-wigged lunatic loose in an orchard. Q^uite too- 
too-too-tootle turn too ! 

H.B.— Hearly aU the women here have got auburn wigs, appa- 
rently misflts from a theatrical perruquier, bought second-hand. 
And nearly all are more or less sea-sioMy, “greenery-yallery” 
young women, natives of one of the States of Indigestion. Hever 
saw such lackadaisical floppers as the sea-sickly women ; but take 
the lot, they ’re all either unwholesome or unhealthy. 

Ho. 313. Well, I never ! “ Blessed JDamozel.^^ What does 
he mean P The usual unwholesome-looking young woman and ten 
couples, very mixed, up in the air, kissing away Bke anything. I 
don’^t pretend to be particularly stnot myself— but— well— pass on, 
Gentlemen, if you please, to 


Hos. 314, 315. Wigs again. AndrsiT— what has the' poor thing 
taken to disagree with her so P Andl323— another female victim of 
biliousness turnii^ her back on’a winged Lord Mayor, or a sheriff P 
Don’t both these Johnnies-in-Office wear red gowns P And it can’t 
I surely be an angel, as he is violently embracing a young woman. 
Art, indeed I Undefeated bosh I Give me Hature ; and as it ’s dry 
work, give me a B.-and-S. 1 Look here, old Chappie, if 1 was the 
Academy Sportsmen I should charge smence extra for this Eosetti 
Exhibition, and call it the Chamber of BLorrors. 

Note to Hditor.— Whenever you want a real straight critical tip 
I on Music, Drama, or anything generally (bar Turf and Gaiety Bur- 
lesque), you employ your own Undefeated Masher, and he’ll do it 
I to-rights, you bet. 

I COMPAHIOH TO THE WEATHER FORECASTS. 

' {By Om who has waJtcJisd the Trmnise and its FulfilTneTU,') 

“JFYwe Summer sunshineJ*^ Get out 
* M your strongest umbrella, 

r: ^^Sot and sultry, Order in your 
il'UIiTOr winter stock of coals at once. 

“ Very fneP Get into the wine-cellar 
to avoid the efEects of the hurricane. 

Warm and dry Don’t venture half , 

a dozen yards from home without an | 
~ - Ulster and a sou’-wester. ^ 

“ CoW* Summer clothing may be 
assumed with impunity. 

“ Very rough and windy, (^od time for smoking al fresco^ 
or playing lawn-tennis, as not a breath of air need be expected. 

“ JSurricane,^^ Safe of a calm passage across the Channd^ 

“ Prolonged wet and boisterous weather,^* The best season for a 
nice trip into the country, as blue sky and gentle zephyrs may be 
confidently expected. ^ 

“ JSxceedingly changeable?^ Fixed weather one way or the other. 
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A REASON. 

Earnest Spinster. “Since totj sympathise so much with the Blub Eibbon 
Army, why don’t you join us, Miss Masham ? ” 

Frvoolous Ditto. “ So I would ; only the Eibbon is really such a very 

DREADFUL BlUE I’* 


PAINFUL DENTISTRY; 


Or, Drawino Them with a Wilber-forceps. 

Sir,— I EaYe just read the letter of your Correspondent, One who was 
Present, in yonx to-day’s paper, indignantly repudiating the statement puh- 
llshed in the life of the late Yioe-Chancellor Stingo, to the effect that in the 
Cabinet Council held on the afternoon of the memorable 9 th of June, 1843, 
it was he who, after throwing a couple of inkstands at the Chancellor of 
THE Exchequer, was finally, removed from the room by the ushers threatening 
them with an office poker. As he somewhat unnecessarily mentions my name 
in connection with the affair, I cannot but think a most erroneous impression 
is likely to be created about a very ordinary matter. How the Tice-Chanoellor 
got hold of the story, 1 cannot oonjeoture ; hut for the information of those who 
are not behind the scenes in these affairs, I may inform your readers that 1 
have no distinct recollection of more than one inkstand on the occasion Teferred 
to: though there was a disagreeable incident in connection with a certain 
Colonial Secretary’s head and the waste-paper basket that your correspondent 
seems strangely to have forgotten. More I am not at liberty to say, beyond 
that I am Your obedient servant 

ToLmroTON, 

Sir, — ^An anonymous friend has sent me an extract from the Diary of the late 
Yice-Chanoellor Stingo, in which the amazing statement is made that it was I 
who pushed the Duchess down the stairs at the Gower Street Station, and 
refused to give my name to the ticket-collector at the bottom, when the crowd 
knocked my hat over my eyes and nearly strangled me with my own collar. 
As everybody in Society knows that the* story refers to the conduct of a distin- 
guished General Officer who had' been spending an evening at the ling’s Cross 
Theatre, I think it is nothing short of an outrage to dig it up at this date, and 
fasten it on to me. For the rest, I have' never worn a shirt-collar in my lif e.=— 
Tours, 4&:c., . , The RsneaED Colonxil Bishop in Question. 

Sir,— I have just read in your issue of yesterday an extract from the Diary 
of the late Yice-Chancellor Stingo, purporting., to he the subject of an after- 
dinner conversation held with me on the Margate Extension Pier some time in 
the antumn of- 1867. ‘ ^ * 

Yice-Chancdlor Sttngo, in ooUecting and placing on record t^ ill-natured 
and inju^oioos gossip ounent at the popular sea-side resort at' a time when 
local feeling was excited by rumours that the Under Secretary of State, on being 


charged with pledging the cruet-stand, had refused to 
pay his hotel bill, and had been forcibly removed on 
several occasions from the Assembly Rooms by the 
Master of the Ceremonies, in consequence of his violent 
and persistent insobriety, has omitted, to my great 
regret, to note also what my own views and ^comments 
on these reports were, thereby creating an mcomplete 
and painful impression. It is within the bounds of possi- 
bility that, under the influence of a generous glass of 
wine or two, and the exhilarating stimulus of the sea- 
air, I may have— a little indiscreetly, I admit— but in 
the very strictest confidence, imparted to the Yioe-Chan- 
cellor, who always relished a bit of scandal, an item or 
two of the “ outrageous gossip ’’ of the hour. But I am 
almost sure I must have added at the time that I didn t 
believe a single word of it. Under these circumstances 
it is not only extremely surprising, hut annoying to me 
to fiTirl that what I .may call the harmless honhorme in 
which I .indulged on the occasion in question, ^ould 
have been put prominently into type without my know- 
ledge or permission, and havo caused much heart- 
burning in certain quarters. I may further add tha^ I 
entertain the deepest respect and admiration for the 
eminent Statesman referred to, a respect and admiration 
that I am all the more anxious to express, as I find that, 
by some unfortunate mischance, I shall have to face him 
at dinner at the honse of a mutual friend, on Tuesday 
next. ‘I Trusting, therefore, that you will do’me the favour 
of inserting this retractation in yonr columns at the very 
earliest opportunity, 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, Anthill. 

Sir,— I have read with some rewet and not a little 
astonishment *' a letter from the late Yice-Chancellor 
Stingo to Sir Drummond Finchley, in which the fol- 
lowing passage occurs: — “I then talked to X. He is 
an idiotic, vnlgar, low-bred, illiterate, ill-natured scoun- 
drel, whom 1 would not trust alone in a room for half-a- 
minute with a five-pound note.” On this,' I need 
scarcely say, I offer no comment, 

I am. Sir, your obedient servant, X. 

Sir,— I have not yet come across a copy of the late 
Yice-Chancellor Stingo’s Diary, recently given to the 
world, “after careful supervision,” by nis uncle, who 
has acted as his literary executor. As, however, I was 
for thirty-nine years the intimate friend and boon com- 
panion of the distinguished Jurist, who so long made a 
notable figure in the brilliant society of our times, and 
was always telling him good stories, 1 am, I need scarcely 
say, fully prepared for the worst. Meantime, I have 
bought two horse- whips and a revolver, and as a purely 
preliminary step, I purpose, to-morrow, “ going for” the 
publisher. Ton will probably hear more of this matter. 
I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

A Yert Old Friend. 


Sir, — The statement so recklessly put forward in the 
Yice- Chancellor’s .Memoirs to the effect that a late 
President of the Royal Academy never sat down 
to a game of whist without a couple of aces up each 
of his coat-sleeves, strikes me as singularly uncharitable, 
and requiring some explanation. I write with all the 
more feeling on this point, as I frequently cut in for a 
hand or two against him, and, as far as 1 can remember, 
invariablj won. Now that he is no longer here to defend 
himself, it seems to me singularly ungenerous to tax him 
with an amount of clumsiness that, under the circum- 
stances, could have been nothing short of phenomenal. 
It is but fair to his memory to say I think the good Yice- 
Chancellor must have been misixiformed. Yours, &c., 

W. W. 

Sir, — caunot at all understand how I have given 
any sort of offence, by publishing at this most opportune 
moment the careftLlly edited memoirs of my late nephew, 
the Yice-Chancellor. I have, with the greatest patience^ 
not only purged the hook of all references — and they are 
numerous— to indictable offences, hut suppressed materials 
that i£ properly utilised could not fail to fiU.ev'ery-^Court 
ef the New Palace of Justice with a libel case for the 
next three years to come. Under these circumstances, I 
think if you were to see the perfect EfewgaU Calendar I 
still have in store (and which I'hope to produce on some 
future occasion), you would compliment me rather on my 
delicate discretion. I am. Sir, your obedient servant, 

J. M.' Stingo. 


TO C0RRZS?0ND£1JTS.—Zn no case can Contiibutions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, he returned, Unless aocompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should he kept by the Senders. 
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rOOLISH FORTY. 

{TFritten after reading Thackera'ifs “ Age of Wisdoin'^) 

Ho, witty sage with, the bearded chin, 

That never needeth the barber’s shear, 

Your sapient calm it were well to wia, 

But my Age of Wisdom hath yet to begin, 

Though I have come to Forty Tear. 

.Grizzled looks cover my foolish brains, 

Should I sing to Bonntbelx. she ’d scarce hear ; 

But a pleasant memory yet remains 
Of the moonlight’s gleam on her window-panes, 
Though I have come to Forty Year. 

Forty goose-seasons have I seen pass, 

Grizzling hair the brain may clear, 

But I ’m not so sure that a boy is an ass. 

Or that one best measures the worth of a lass 
When one has come to Forty Year. 

And I think, do you know, did they truth declare, 

The right good fellows whose beards are grey, 

They ’d own to a nook in each bosom, where 
The memory of some maiden fair 
Was fixed, though long summers have passed away. 

The red red lips that of old I kissed, 

The bright sweet eyes that on me once shone, 

Are dumb, are sightless ; but oft I list 
For that gentle whisper, yet mourned and missed, 
Though twenty winters have come and gone. 

Lilian’s dead, but her memory ’s dear 
As when I loved her twenty years syne ! 

Were the lass alive, I should scarce sit here. 

Alone and lonely at* Forty Year, 

Dipping my nose in a bachelor’s wine. 


THE GHOSTS’ BEHEYOLEHT ASSOCIATION. 

SnsrcE a certain trial has been concluded, everybody has been 
afraid to employ Ghosts. Hence a number of talented and merito- 
rious gentlemen have been thrown out of employment. Among 
them may be mentioned the accomplished Ghost who does Mr. 
Tonemdown’s portraits, the clever Ghost who does Mr. Q,T7T8B£’s 
criticisms, the versatile Ghost who polishes up Mr. Twittebit’s poems, 
the epigrammatic Ghost who wrote all the good things in Mr. Dod- 
dimobe’s new play, the erudite Ghost who looked after the grammar 
in Mr. Pinchbeck’s essays, and the musical Ghost who wrote all 
that is tuneful in Mr. Opfenbagh Obleb’s new opera. 

The above-named Society is worthy of the warmest support from 
all charitable people. 

Further particulars may be found in the Ghosts^ Gazette, 

It is rumoured that, if subscriptions are not forthcoming, a Ghosts’ 
Strike may be the result. This, it need scarcely be said, would be a 
most serious thing for some professors in literature and art. 


A WORD WITH BISMARCK, 

As the Governors of Germany — doubtless without the consent of 
Germany— are said to be hankering after another war, we may bo 
pardoned for offering a suggestion to the German Premier. ^ Instead 
of disturbing the whole resident and non-resident industrial popu- 
lation of the Fatherland, and losing the productive labour of half a 
miUion of the best citizens, it might he well to drill an army of 
rogues and vagabonds. Germany is said to possess at least two 
hundred thousand beggars, who draw between seven and eight 
millions sterling a-year from those who work, and deducting the 
usual proportion of women, children, and idiots, this will leave a 
large and able-bodied erowd^ to be made useful. More generalship 
may be shown by fighting— if fighting is necessary — ^with an ^my 
like this, than in pauperising a whole kingdom by leading its picked | 
men to glory. 


VOL. LXXXIV. 





PQNCH, OR THE LONDON CHA.RIVARI. [JA^uARY 20, i 


UPROUSE YE, THEN I MY MERRY, MERRY MEN I 
IT IS OUR OPENING DAY.” 
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It is a good omen that the ITeTr Courts of Justice commenced with 
their EUary Sittings. Any sittings under the auspices of so genial a 
patron Saint as is suggested by the name of .Hilarius ought to_be of 
the most cheerful character. 

From this point of view our Inimitable Artist has designed an 
allegorioal subject which he will be happy to enlarge for fresco or 
tapestry, or to arrange as a painted window in the New Hall. 

Yice-Chaneellor Bacojt, evidently Piggy-Wiggy, is represented 
as sitting in Bankruptcy,” and getting out of the way, very 


naturally, of Mr. Justice Fur, who is accompanied by Dr. Abthttr 
S uLLiYAK playing on the accordion the appropriate air from the 
immortal Triumviretta Cox and Box : — 

Sleep, gentle Bacon, smoke amid ; 

'Which, circling up, smiles on the Fay. 

The imperious figmre in a cooked hat represents “ General Busi- 
ness,” who is ordering the Judges about, while the Griffiu from 
Temple Bar is offering sixpence for a seat iu the G-allery to the 
Superintendent, who indignantly refuses the bribe as he remembers 
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the noble device and motto, Tvhich dates back from Hol- 
lengshbad’s Chronicles (Gaiety edition) of “ ISo Fees !” 

“ Smoking and^ not being permitted together 

in the building (it is as yet uncertain whether they m&j be 


and a Belted Earl in his robes, is, we need hardly say, 
the Last of the Barons. Finjdly, the Judge who is 
directing a choir of Jurymen is Mr. Justice JDay, and 
^ey are singing an adaptation of Bishop's well-known 
glee,^ “ Uprouse ye then^ my Jury^ Jury men ! It my 
opinion I Day I ” 


THE PLAINT OP THE PLTTMBEE AND 
BUILDER. 

“The judgment just given in the Croydon County Court, 
in the cate of Bee v. Balgairns^ -will, unless reversed in a 
Superior Court, strike terror into the hearts of plumbers, and 
will cause unmitigated satisfaction among the Public generally. 
In this case, the Plaintiff, a plumber, sued the Defendant, a civil 
engineer, for the sum of thirty pounds for the erection of a 
lavatory. The Defendant made a counter claim of one hundred 
and twenty pounds, on the ground that the work, being improperly 
done, sewer gas escaped into the house, and caused the illness 
of siz members of the household, and the death of his son. He, 
therefore, claimed the doctor’s bill and other expenses. The 
Judge struck out the Plaintiff's claim, and gave judgment for 
the Defendant.” — Baily Faper, 

Solo ly the lUmber, 

I &CAHP the joints, I scamp the drains, 

1 am an artful Plumber ; 

You *11 feel my hand in winter’s rains, 
j You ’ll buiff it in the summer. 

I dig, I delve, 1 patch, I pry, 

And lay the pipes so badly, 

That even bland Surveyors sigh, 

And tenants chatter madly. 

' Sere the Jerry Builder "breaks in with his 

Jeremiad:^ 

I build my floors on rags and bones, 

Or lush organic matter ; 

Or where the grass in swampy zones 
Grows greener and grows fatter. 

My doors are sure to warp in time, 

My slates let in the water ; 

Take equal parts of dust and slime, 

And there you have my mortar. 

I build my walls with many a trick 
So shrewd as to astound one ; 

With here and there a rotten brick, 

And here and there a sound one. 

The Artful Plumber resumes his plaint 

The sewer-pipe I love to lay 
Connecting with the cistern ; 

And where ’s the law that dares to say 
The tenant should have his turn P 

Mnale by the pair : — 

Why, here ’s a Judge who would restrain 
Our right to scatter fever I 

Should tms decision stand, ’tis plain 
We^canH scamp on for ever ! 



His Latest.— Lord Coleridge complained of the 
draughts in his New Law Court. ‘ ‘ II faut qu'une ports 
soit ouverte ou fermie^^ observed the Last of the Barons 
in his most excellent French. ** But of course the Equity 
Draughtsmen will be delig:hted.” Lord Coleridge replied 
that he would give it ms best consideration, and was 
leaving the Hall rather hurriedly, when the Last One laid 
his hand on the Chief’s arm, “I am Baron,” whispered 
tOie Last One with a merry twinkle in his baronial eye, 
“ but I am also a retainer.” You ’ve had plenty of ’em 
in your time,” rejoined the Chief, courteously. The Baron 
bowed with that ^race for which he is remarkable, and 
continued, ** 1 wish to ask your Lordship one question, 

which is, what game ” “ The game of draughts,” 

interrupted the Chief, politely, and taking advantage of 
the momentary astonishment of the Last One, he quitted 
I the building. 


PROVINCIAL. 

Bair Customer, “ Have you a Shelley Birthday-Booh ? ” 

Bvangeliml Stationer, “No, Madam. We— a— do not patroxjss Shelley!” ^ 

“A DICTIONARY OF COMMON WANTS.” 

A boor is announced with the above title. We have not seen it, and have 
no idea where it is published, hut this ignorance will no more prevent ns giving 
specimens of its contents than it would prevent us reviewing it for a Cocksure 
Journal, 

The things most commonly wanted are : — 

An Income-Tax Commissioner who can believe that all men are not thieves 
and liars. 

A Theatrical Advertisement that tells you the hour of each performance and 
the prices of admission. 

A Barrister who can ignore his profession when dining out. 

A Co-operative Store where civility is as conspienons as cheapness. 

A Thoroughfare not rendered impassable by omnibuses and tram-cars. 

A Newspaper which has no pretensions to infallibility. 

A Statue which speaks for itself without a superscription. 

A Company that has the courage not to pay a dividend. 

A Hotel tlmt pays its servants after charging for them in the bill, 

A Bath-room that can do without a plumber always in attendance. 

A Cabman who believes that Charing Cross is only a mile from the^ Bank. 

A Railway that spends its money on things more usefid than architecture. 

A Frenchman who will admit that civilisation may exist outside Paris. 

A Scotchman who has some traces of prudence and sobriety. 

An Irishman who is occasionally hurried into impulsive generosity. 

A Drama that is not announced as the “talk of London,” or the * great success 
of the season.” 

A Pill that will not cure all the afflictions of humamty. 

An Aerated (or overrated) Water, with a German name, that is not the most 
agreeable drink in existence. 

“ Thb Lives of Illustrious Shoemakers^^ is announced. Sounds rather like 
an edition de luxe of “ The Booh of Snobs* ^ 
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GAIETY GOSSIP. 

Valentine and Orson is drawing crowded houses. The history 
of any Gaiety Burlesque-drama — which is about as good a name for 
this style of entertainment as any other— is curious and unique.^ On 

the drst night an audience 
assembles which for that 
, occasion only has ousted 

iv the regular Gaiety audience 

*;) ^ from every part of the house. 

' ' ■ ^ audience welcomes the 

popular favourites, and then 
i® ^ deliberately to 

''' /■ criticise the piece with se- 

verity, to call out rude 
■ ■' ' things from the Gallery, to 

' M -- 1'^ ‘ ■li ^ laugh 
- ' */ '( 'fi not with the Actors 

\ f ioL the Boxes, and to look 

M glum in the Balcony. 

v\ ^ i Critics, as they jostle 

one another in the lobby, 
another, Bur- 
yi Icsque is dead; and now 

w JP^ we’ll go to supper.’* But 

jr 0'^ when they sit down to 
write their notices, it sud- 
“ The Mooulightera.” denly strikes them, indi- 

vidually, that the last piece 
they saw was just like this on its first night, and yet it ran for 
nearly a year, and that the piece before this they had looked upon as 
hopeless, and it went on and on untU the tunes and sayings were in 
everybody’s mouth, and people were known to go again and again to 
see it ; and so, in their process of pitching-in they pause, and say, 
“ But they will probably set all this to-rights in a night or two, and 
then it w^ be numbered amongst the great Gaiety successes.” 

And so it turns out. The * * popular favourites ’ ’ work their hardest, 
the Author does something, there is a re-arrangement, more “ busi- 
ness,” any amount of ‘*gag8 ” thrown in, and the regular audiences 
ha-^g returned, the exceptional first-nighters are heard of no more, 
&eir noisy protests are forgotten, and the piece goes briskly with its 
jokeS| songs, and dances, and shouts of the heartiest laughter. 

If it is not exactly the story of Yalentine and Orson intelligibly 
told, at least, here is Miss Pabeen’ in the brilliant “ family plate,” 
which is evidently FaZentme— “ she will be our Yalentine and 
here is Mr. Teret as a savage with a club and followed by a 
Bear, who, clearly, is Orson, Consequently, there you are, Valen-^ 
tme and Orson, and what can any one want more P 
The costumes are rich and elective. The duet between I^ellie 
Pajrbbn and B1 a.tb Yatjghan, “ I wovCt play with ym any mors^^ 
with dance to follow, is very taking. Mr. Teery is immense in the 


^ The SilooulUhtera.’ 










Orson, backed by a Bare M^oii^y, makes bimsfllf unpopular 

statue^ue combat, and gets a good deal of fun out of “ chiveying 
to mother,” while as to solos NeuCiIe Paeeen scores with her song 
She told me to go to Jerioho^^ and EAte YATTGHAiir with her 
charmmgly graceful dance. Except Mr. Y^yatt, whose fun whether 
dancing, singing, or acting, is in his real earnestness, the rest of the 
company have either just as much as they can do, or nothing par- 
tacular to do, and we are bound to say in strict justice to all con- 
cerned, that in both instances they do it beantifuily* 


pater eamilt A a ’a paradox. 

Hooray ! The Christmas tip-time ’s o’er at last ! 
The present ’ now ’s a matter of the past ! 


THE MODERN GOTHS. 

[An Extract from a Bcalistic Eomance of the Immediate Fidure, ) 

“ What is Art, Grandpapa ? ” 

The question was put by a little boy to a white-headed old man 
who, seated at a high desk, was pausing over the figures of a ledger. 
The room was furnished in the style of the Twentieth Century. It 
contained neither pictures nor piano, and was generally colourless. 

‘I ‘Art,*” echoed the veteran, “why that is a word, Bobby, 
which has been obsolete for twenty years.” The child stared at 
him. “ Look at me, my lad. Am I not as commonplace and unin- 
teresting an old fellow as ever you met ? ” 

“ Indeed you are,” returned the urchin, afEectionately. 

“ And yet at one time I was an Actor, a Musician, and a Painter. 
Long, long ago, before I exchanged Art for Cheesemongering ! ” 

“ But what is Art, Grandpapa ? ” repeated the little one. 

The old man closed his ledger, threw off his long white apron, and 
took his grandchild upon his knee. 

“You must know, Bobby, that once upon a time there' were 
places called Theatres, and Concert-Rooms, and Picture-Galleries.” 

“ What strange names ! ” 

“Yes,” admitted the aged one with a si^h, “they seem strange 
enough now, but once they were as familiar in our mouths as house- 
hold words. Hem I— Shaxspeare I ” 

“ Who was Shaxspeare ? ” 

The old man shook his head (he had forgotten), and continued : — 
“ Theatres w;ere places where you went to be amused. Clever people 
rej^resented interesting stories— holding up the mirror to nature — 
before beautiful pictures and to the sounds of lovely music.” 

“ Pictures ! music ! ” repeated the child, with wondering eyes. 

“ I will tell you about them presently. And so all the world went | 
to the Theatres. There was a Mr. Tooie, and a Mr. Yezdst, and a 
Mr. Irving, and a Mr. David Jahes, and three Ladies who seemed 
to me endowed with perpetual youth, called Bancropt, Terry, and 
RbndaIi. Ah ! those were happy days ! ” 

“ But what have become of the Theatres ? We have none now.” 

“ Alas, no I Then the world took up Actors and Actresses, the 
‘ Profession ’ (as it was called) rubbed shoulders with Dukes and 
Duchesses, and no ball was complete without an Ophelia or a Lady 
Teazle in private clothes. Then the world went ferther. A New 
Class sprung up. ^ Almost everybo^ became an Actor or an Author. 
The New Class seized the Stage. Old Ladies took to playing Juliet 
to the prompting of their own grandchildren, and Lora Mayors and 
Earls wrote the afterparts to all the Christmas Pantomimes.” 

“ And did any one go to see the Juliets and the afterparts P” 

“ The world would go to see nothing else I So by degrees the real 
Actors and Authors retired, and took to mercantile pursuits, leaving 
the Stage to the^ successors. Then the world grew tired of the elderly 
Juliets and the inane Pantomimes. Something more was wanted, but 
could not now be found, so the Theatres were closed, and in due time 
forgotten.” 

‘‘^But didn’t you say something about Concert Rooms ? What were 
they ? 

“ Places where you went to hear music. But they too were seized 
by the New Class. Eeeble young men and portly matrons mono- 
polised the pianos. Again the world rushed to hear them, and even 
composed songs for them to sing. The Professionals retired in favour 
of their weak-voioed successors. The world grew weary of bad 
8'i^d asked for good. There was then none to be found. So 
the Concert Booms shared the fate of the Theatres.” 

“ And the Picture Galleries ? ” 

“ Were ^so seized by the New Class. The professional Painters, 
after making a last stand by supplying all the designs for the 
advertisement hoardings, retired into private life. The very last to 
yield was a Eoyal Academician called, i think, Trade Marrs. The 
world, as usual, rushed to see the imitations which had supplanted 
me real, grew weary, sought in vain for better work, and the 
®l^sed like the Concert Booms and the Theatres.” 

^d who were these people who seized everything ? ” 

(c idlers,” returned the veteran, wim honest indignation, 

with more money than brains. They aired their vanity and 
pieced charity. They debased the public taste, and drove the 
professionals from their own callings,” 

“ j^d what were all these silly people called ? ” 

They were called Amateurs,” answered the old ex-Professional, 
as he turned away from his grandchild, and resumed once more his 
auties as a Cheesemonger ! 

“He’s a most tiresome man,” said Mrs. Rasisbotfah : “he’s 
always hunting everybody about. He seems to be of Shaxspearb’s 
opinion that All the world ’s a Stag.’ ” 

Thb DamAOB Q,Tiiairoir.— This year’g Drink Bill f 
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Married Lady. Oh, don’t trouble himl He has notbing whatever ! 
to do with the biisiness. ^ I 

Ohsequioue Tradesman {e^niling still more UTictuouely). 'Well, 
Madam, I suppose— ahem !— we must look to Mr. Topsawyer for — 
ahem I — ^for payment ? 

Married Lady {decidedly). Hot at all. I pay for my own reqtiire- 
ments. But perha^ps yon are not aware that the new Act of Parlia- 
ment enables a wife to dispose of her own property without her 
husband’s knowledge or consent ? 

Obsequious Tradesman (tol whom the most interesting point is 
whether or not Mrs. Topsawyre has any property of her own to 
dispose of hut who would rather perish than ash ike question). Oh, yes, 
Madam ; but you see that as the goods can hardly be termed neces- 
saries^ if Mr. Topsawybr should not feel disposed to pay for them, 
he is not obliged to do so by the law. {Brings out a copy of the 
Law Reports^ and 'reads copious extracts from the judgment of the 
Souse of Lords in the case of Hebenham v. Mellon.) 

Married Lady {intorrupting) . Ah I but the law has been quite 
altered. {Takes out a small volume, obtaining the new Married 
Woman^s JProperty Act, hound in jRusna leather, and reads) — A 
married woman shall be capable of acquiring, holding, and disposing 
I by will or otherwise of any property as if she were unmarried. She 
I may enter into any contracts, and sue and be sued without the par- 
ticipation of her husband,” &o., &c. {Goes on vivaciously.) xou 
see, Mr. Topsawter’s legal position is this, and it ’s not a satisfactory 
one— for Mr. Topsawyer. He “endowed” me, of course, at omr 
marriage, “ with all his worldly goods ” ; now I have not endowed him 
with all my worldly goods, or any of them, and this new law says 1 
can do whatever I like with my own property. And I choose to buy 
these bracelets and things. So you wul Hndly send them to me 
this afternoon, and on delivery I will give you a cheque on my 
bankers. Does that satisfy you ? 

Obsequious Tradesman {overcome with conflicting emotions). Oh— 
entirely, Madam. {Hesitating, and trying to he polite.) Possibly, 
you woxild have no objection to our young man, when he calls with 
the articles, seeing Mr. Topsawyer, and receiving his assurance, 
just as a matter of form 

Married Lady [with dignity). Is not my assurance enough? 
Besides, you can’t possibly see Mr. Topsawyer, as the new law gives 
a wife power to institute criminal proceedings against her husband, 
and mine is at present, I regret to say, in custody on a charge^ of 
making off with my best umbrella. Yes, very unpleasant, isn t it P 
Well, I must go now, as I have to be at Bow Street at twelve o’ dock, 
when I appear against Mr. Topsawyer. [ Js howed out, and emt. 

[Obsequious Tradesman recovers slowly, after taking a ^^pick’^ 
me-up ” in his private sanctum, arid sends out for a copy of I 
the Married Womards Froperty Act, when he finds that a 
wife can only institute criminal proceedings against her \ 
husband in respect of her property when see no longer 
LIVES WITH HIM. Remembers also that what he had heard 
about Mrs. Topsawyer was that she had run through all her 
own property and most of her husband^ s, and then made the 
house unbearable to him. Obseq^uious Tradesman decides 
NOT to send the jewellery, and to have as little as possible to 
do with Mrs. Topsawyer in the future. 


HEAL DOMESTIC BLISS; 

Or, Hew Form: of Marriage-Licence. 

Fashionable Jeweller^ s Shop in Bond Street. Time— 
in 1883, soon after the coming into operation of the Married 
Wcmaris Froperty Act, passed in 1882. Fnter a Married Lady. 

To her approaches Obsequious Tradesman. 

Obsequious Tradesman. What may I have the honour of showing 
yon, Mndam ? ^ 

Married Bf^dy. I wish to see some of yoim best s^phire rinp ; Cockney Conundrum. — ^Why is the maker of a Will like an adul- 
alsoBome gold bracelets set wi^ rubies and diamonds; and-eh- terating Publican? Because he is a test-’ater ! 
you may show me some diamond tiaras. ^ ^ ® 

Obsequious Tradesman {delighted, and bowing very hw). With 
pleasure, Madam. {Returns with an ass^ment of the most exjpen- 
sive jewellery in his establishment.) This bracelet, Madam, is an 
exceptionally beauttiol object. Observe the blending of colours 
produced by the alternate rubies, opals, and bnlliauts. it. \ 

Married Lady. What is the price of this ? . 

Obsequious Tradesman. The price is two hundred and fifty 
guineas, Madam. 

\_Rubs his hands, and smiles in an oily manner, which is in- 
tended to propitiate his customers should they venture to 
deprecate his charges-^a not uncommon event. 

Married Lady {carelessly). Then I will take the bracelet. How 
show me some rings— sapphires. Mind, I don’t want to go above 
a hundred guineas. 

\_At the end of her purchases has managed to lay in abqvd £1000 | 
worth of first-class jewellery, the real cost of which to the 
jeweller is probably £100 at most. Obsequious Tradesman 
begins to wonder who she is. 

Obsequious Tradesman {towards end of interview). To whom shall 
1 put it down, Madam P 

Married Lady. Oh, put it down to Mrs. Theodore Topsawyer, 

827, Park Lane. 

Obsequious Tradesman {who thinks he remembers having heard 
something about the Topsawyers, but canH exactly recollect what it 
is). Then a young man wiH call with the articles this afternoon, 

M.adam ; and no doubt Mr. Theodore Topsawyer 
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Premier [gravely)^ It had not been my inten- 
tion to deal with the subject in a spirit of 
pleasantry or of persiflage. 

Dr, Punch, Qa va sans direJ^ So, believe 
me, will yoTir “ explanation.” 

Premier, But my generous constituents are 
entitled to this courtesy at my hands. 

Dr, Punch, But not at your lips— just now. 
’Tis your lips which, like the ^ied-piper’s 
pipes, would drawlall the country, friends and 


charge you with over-taxation. 

Premier {with energy). Over-taxation ? 

Dr, Punch, Of your own resources—not the country’s. 


HIS OWN PEESGRIPTION. — lir ® subject in a spirit of 

^ IT dire.'' So, believe 

rA«PaBiima««<iDr.PraoH. Jl^ me. will your ‘‘explanation.” 

Dr, Punch {loith the correct professional collo^ ^ Premier, But my generous constituents are 

quialtsm, somewhat qualified hy an almost imper- entitled to this courtesy at my hands. 

cej3fo‘6Zaelind’oeil). Well, and how are we to-day ? ni^nro^T HmT/Mwr ^^i^oh. But not at your lips— just now. 

Premier, Why, Sir, a little unaccustomed OOESOEATIOW. jjis your lips which, like the pied-piper’s 

lassitude has somewhat troubled— my friends. pipes, would drawlall the country, friends and 

Friends, you know, are so easily troubled. {Aside,) And so dread- foes, after jou. But, in this cas^ the piper is more than the piping— 
fully troublesome J . . . to Midlothian, as to all men. You gave them a rare good skirling 

Dr, Punch {with prompt divination), Avery “useful trouble” — awhile ago. Then it was dignus vindice nodus. Now there is no 
as the Laureate says of the_ rain. Tour friends (like your enemies) need for wasting your splendid “wind ” on a prolonged pibroch or a 
ch^ge yon with over-taxation. startling slogan. Hang up the war-pipes awhile, my William:, and 

Premier {with energy). Over-taxation ? take a quiet pull at the pipe of peace. 

Dr, Punch, Of your own resources—not the country’s. The Premier, Perhaps you are right. Possibly, it were better to 
charge is too true ; and, as ChanceUor of your own spiritx^ Exche- postpone my northward pUgrimage. 

qner, you should practise a more rigid economy. Dr, Punch, ' And if you could take a short swallow flight south- 

Prater {eagerly). Economy, Sir ? Alas ! that goddess, “ sober, wards, so much the better. At any rate “ Spare the tree”— and the 
steaMast, and demure,” has now but few devout worshippers. Were Woodman. Atlas should not play the Mih also — especially in 
Mr. , - winter. Ten minutes’ east wind may workjmore mischief than ten 

Fardon me. The large general question of Economy years’ Eastern Q^uestion. In flue, you won’t mind, will you ? 
please, for the present banish— shall we say to appearing for once, in character of “ fe Midedn malgr^ 

V - , , . i»rmisr. I,— ab I perhaps you -wai kindly fficplain. 

Jrreimer, .^! that much misunderstood remark, with other Dr. Punch, Certainly. May I ask to look at your ? Ah I 
equally mis^dersto^ or miGrepresented points of speech and policy, quite so I Fons et origo mali. You can really doctor yourself with 
It was— It IS— my fervent desire to explain, to justify to— Mid- your own latest prescription. Shall we say just a leetle dose of 
lothian. Cloture f 

Dr, Punch, Humph! May I ask what is that book you were =c..:=-jr; : ..- a -= r, 

readmg when I entered ? 

Premier, Oh, a very interesting work, kindly sent me by Pro- ®7 ® Liberal” Waiter. 

dormant talent” m the Conservative Party, and which, for the ' 

present, you can very weE afford to leave to any budding Disraeli or 

c ow arming on that side. Motto of the Fbehch Factions.— Divide and donH govern. 


eetle dose of 
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ART INTELLIGENCE. 


THE LA.T or THE AEMED 
BUEGLAR. 

Air — ** The Muleteer” 

I AK a Burglar— amec? of course — 
Par-known, in Suburbdom renowned ; 

I treat the Public and the Poroe 
As targets for my “ pills ” all round. 
Por “ pot ” and shot all round. 

When on my bold nocturnal task, 

Cric^ crack I my course is clear. 

At sight of me with ‘‘ glim ” and mask, 
Householders shrink with fear. 

Pot if on me they chance to drop, 

Before my game is done, 

I outs with my revolver — pop ! 

And riddle them like fun. 

Crick^ crack 1 my course is clear, 

A Burglar void of fear. 

Oh yes, I am a Burglar— armed — 

Hot too particular to rules ; 

With the Law’s treatment I am charmed, 
The PubHo are such blessed fools, 
Such confounded fools ! 

Do they attempt to change their laws. 
With me to interfere ? 

Hot they ; and while they^ only jaws, 
Cric crack / my course is clear. 

As for poor Bobby, should he try 
With truncheon me to stop, 

“ Drop that, my lad, or mind your eye ! 
You won’t ? Then take it ! Pop ! ” 

Cric crack ! my course is dear, 

A Burglar void of fear. 


Episcopal Utteeais'ce. — ^The Ghost in Hamlet — 

“ Do not forget ; This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.” 

A concise visitation charge. Spoken like the spirit of 
the Bishop as well as a Ping. 


(reads). “Thebe ABB UPWARDS OF FIFTY English Painters AND Sculp- • - , , « .3 

TOBs NOW IN Eomk ” “ I REALLY was puzzled what to do for the best,” said 

Ee (British PUlistmeserved on a Me celelrated Jury /). “ Ah ! NO wonder 0 ^ own Mrs. Ramsbotham., “ 1 was gnite ‘on the corns 
WE couldn’t get that Scullery Whitewashed ! ” of a duenna, as the saying is. 


ON THE HIGHEST AUTHORITY. 


It is stated that Lord Wolsbley has concluded an arrangement 
with the proprietors of Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition to sit as 


^ . X .. 1 motionless as he can in the place of his own effigy, now bemg dis- 

Aftbe the complete collapse of the extremely oiroumswntial played at Baker Street, until the termination of the Christmas holi- 
rumour, so persistently circulated of late, to the efEect that days. Over-sensitiveness as to certain points about the modd that 

Albert Victor was about to commence hia career as an O.Mord represents him, and which the noble Lord regards as“ a caricatnre 
undergraduate at Christ Church, under the tutelage of tiiat does not do him anything like full justice,” is said to have led 

Liddell, the following on dits that have been recently floating freely resolve to take the matter, at any saorifloe, into his own hands, 
about Society, are at length being received with a little more 

caution. — 

It is understood that Sir Stafford Horthcotb has derived Tun? ■rom'A'NT'R’ OP TOTTRHALTSM 

remarkable benefit from his recent Mediterranean cruise, that he will THE ROMAHCL Oh JOUJilSAlji&M.. 


after the first of April next, t^e peri^nent c^ge of one foreign intelligence daily published in the newspapers, 

to^st of there frequently^occurs a sort of paragraph which, mutatis mutandis, 

backwards and forw^ds between Shanghai and Oravesend, car ymg ^ change of names merely, everybody seems to have read 

the mails, until further notice. ^ ^ ^them:- 

It is interesting to note that among the roll of those who have « Qardinal M‘0abe has telegraphed that the statement made * respecting 
most recently been entered as students ofjlthe Royal Academy, there the despatches said to have passed between me and Cardinal Iacobinx, con- 
figures conspicuously the name of Baron Huddlestons. cerning diplomatic relations between England and the Holy See, is utterly 

destitute of foundation.* ” 

The Duke of Cambridge will, on the 6th of next month, take up „ . . » l c j. r ^ ^ r 

his residence in the handsome suite of apartments that have been ^ ^emmen of a sort of story (as yo^g Ladies ®^P , 

SSLTpTO^edforhMinddrthe orato of Vesuvius. As it is oaUy say) wluoh wmeb^y is cou^uaUy teUmg, aiid wiiw^ody 
^eint^tion of his Boyal Highness to spend the early Springs oontradiotmg. The *7®^? 

studying professionally the action of dynamite when shovelled in fonner f . If a desoribahle as a 

large quantities down the mouths of active volcanoes, muoh interest temporaries to fill up space, he may perhaps be des 
as to the result of the expedition has been already manifested in penny-a-liar. 
military circles. 

Lord Beabournb is about to take up his guarters at the Dramatic An Old Buffier on a New Bill. 

School of Art, with a view to learning dancing and elocution in . , ^ • • j i 

regular curriculum afforded by the Institution. No reason - Alas ! how l^trimony has misCMried . 

has been assigned for this step, which has excited a good deal of Alas ! that Law; and against it thus band . 

lively comment in political circles at a certain prominent West- The only proper tie for Woman, married, _ 

End Club. Is Hymen’s knot— which ties her to her husband. 
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THE SOCIAL EETOLTJTIOSr. 

[A Mr. Oldham, calling himself 
President of the English National 
Bevolutionarj League^ 'writes to the 
St. Jameses Gazette that murder is 
sometimes no crime, and that ** Kings 
and priests, altars and thrones, crowns 
and mitres, we regard as the emblems 
of tyranny and force and fraud in 
every land and every clime ; and 
we look forward to the time when 
they shall be swept away never more 
to torment and tyrannise over human 
kind.**] 

Ho ! for the poisonous bowl, 

Up with the bludgeon and 
dagger ! 

In floods of gore we shall roll, 
Making old monarchies stagger. 
Kings shall be all swept away, 
Priests shall immediately 
vanish ; 

All who have wealth, from to-day. 
Socialist leaders shall banish. 

"V^oe to the Mitre and Crown ! 

We shall take stern retribution ; 
Altar and throne shall come down. 
Smashed by the red revolution. 
All institutions are bosh, 
Mankind, we know, doesn't 
need ^em ; 

Here *8 to the men who don’t wash , 
Dirt is the emblem of Freedom : 

Murder we hold is no crime, 

We ’re game for assassination ; 
This is the teaching sublime, 
Blood is the base of a nation. 

So pot-hoase patriots scream, 
Bavin? at families royal ; 

But we disdain the vile dream, 
England’s contented and loyal. 


Mils. Ramsbotkam’s Cousin, 
the Archdeacon, is very particu- 
lar about his flsh, so, as he was 
coming to dinner, that dear old 
lady ordered a pair of Acme 
Skates to be sent in. She thought 
it would be such a pleasant snr- 
prise for the good man. It pro- 
bably was. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No, 119. 



DR. ANDREW CLARKE. 

present the Premier's Body-Guard,) 

There was a sharp Doctor, and what do tod think ? 

Hra SIMPLE Prescription was “ "Wittles and Drink.** 

“ WlTTLES AND DRINK— MOST IMPORTANT IS DiKT— 

And mind, Grand Old Man, tod must keep toursele quiet. 


SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE 
AND THE GANDER. 

We all know who the Lord 
Chamberlain is, and the Exa- 
miner of Sta^-Plays, and the 
Metropolitan Board of Works, 
and the Under-Secretary of State 
at the Home-Ofi5.ce, and the 
Public Prosecutor, for have they 
not combined to carry out the 
orders of an Act of Parliament 
that for many years they have 
ignored. Mr. Baum, of the Alca- 
zar, will in all probability have 
to shut his doors for not ob^ing 
the 7th Section of the 6 & 7 Yiot. 
Cap. 68, which forbids the Lord 
Chamberlain or the Justices to 
grant a licence to ** any person 
except the actual and responsible 
Manager for the time being of the 
Theatre in respect of which the 
Licence shall he granted.” Then 
why is Mrs. Bernard Beere 
managing a house licensed to Mr. 
F. Maitland of 264, Newcastle 
Street, Strand? and why, when 
the Act of Parliament demands 
that the name and place of abode 
of each Manager shall be printed 
on every Playbill announcing any 
representation at each Theatre, 
may we not gratify our curiosity 
by knowing where Miss Gene- 
vii:vE Ward lives, and where Mr. 
Alfred Thompson, of the Yellow 
Dwarfs resides? The “serious 
question of the safety of the 
Public ” may be involved in these 
things, so let ns have an Inspector 
of Playbills as well as an Exa- 
miner of Plays. Will Mr. 
Willing accept the post, or Mr. 
Slingsby Betposll ? 


The HarhertoniaxL Garment- 

Jl Threnody, 

First, divided I 
Then derided ! ! 

Fate decided ! 1 1 


A NEW TRIAL, 

Scene — A. Court in the JRoyal Palace of Justice, Lord Chief Justice 
Punch discovered on the Pefich preparing to sum up, JEnter 
Mr. Barou Muddlesome. 

Baron M/uddlesome {fiowing to the Lord Chief Justice). Before 
he commences his summing-up, I shall be glad of my learned Brother’s 
permission to introduce a few of my personal friends. 

Lord Chief Justice Punch [smiling), I can refuse you nothing, 
Brother ; hut I must remind you that the Bench has its limits. 
Joaron Muddlesome [hastening to explain). Yes, I know; and, 
therefore, I have refused tickets of admission to all my friends, 
except to those of the highest nobility. I have my learned Brother’s 
per^ssion to introduce them? {The Lord Cluef .Justice hows 
good-naturedly, and the Baron ushers in — with extreme courtesy — a 
number of Ladies,) And, now, your Graces, as you axe all seated, 
I wiil stand over here and explain. 

P'^^oh [s&verely). Silence, Brother I You forget 
yoMelf. Remember you are in a Court of Justice ! 

wounded), I beg your pardon ! (Lord 
Justice ootoa gravely,) But I would not have ventured to 
adless ^en a Stuff-gownsman with so much harshness. 

Lord Chief Justice Punch (with dignity). Then, Brother, you do not 
know how to mamtam decorum I Not a word, please, or I shall have to 
commit you for contempt fJThe Baron look, aghatt, and eseplaint in 
awmo-shownM si^owfal annoyance,) And now, Gentlemen of the 
Jury, we will get to wmk.^ "^u will remember that we are trying a 
I ^ wner of a fee simple subject to the 

I Me interest of a tenant for life. Defendant is that tenant for life, 


and the Plaintiff says that the Defendant has committed “waste” by 
cutting down a large quantity of ornamental timber. 

Foreman of the Jury, As the nephew of a Solicitor, m’Lord, will 

you allow nae to express my admiration at your Lordship’s 

Lord Chief Justice Punch [int&rrupting). Certainly not I Anil if 
you are the nephew of a Solicitor, Sir, I am surprised that your 
relative has not informed you that a high judicial dignitary does not 
require the praise of anyone to encourage him to perform a purely 
public duty! Enough, Sir! To return. Now, there is no doubt 
about the^ cutting down of the trees. That is admitted. The question 
is, what is “waste ? ” And to explain this matter several 'witnesses 
have been called. The first was Mr. Baron Muddlesome, who gave 
us his definition with much legal pomposity. [Laughter,] He said 
something about “ waste ” being voluntary or permissive, and hurting 
the legatee, or devisee, or somebody. [^Benewed laughter, 

Mr, Baron Muddlesome [interposing). With all respect to my 
learned Brother, I merely defined “waste” as any permanent 
depreciation of the inheritemce. 

I^rd Chief Justice Punch, l^at a definition! [Boars of laughter,) 
Perhaps, Brother, you can tell us something more about it ? 

Mr , Baron Muddlesome, Certainly, Except when permitted by 
statute, a tenant for life, will, or sufferance, a Bishop, or other eccle- 
siastical person, and a copyholder cannot commit any “ waste.” 
Lord Chief Justice Punch, Oh! can’t they? 

, \_Shriehs of merriment, 

Mr . Baron Muddlesome (Jblmhtng), If I am to he subjected to 
ri^ctue, of course, I have done ; but I think some respect is due to 
a head of oue of the learned professions I 
Lord Chief Justice Punch, Certainly, Brother — as much respect 
as you yourself would pay to a General, an Archbishop, or a Royal 
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••READY, AYE READY I 

Officer Moyal Irish “Why were you late in Barracks last night, Private Atkins?” 
Private AilciTLs, “Train from London was very late, Sir.” 

Officer, “Very good. Next thime the Thrain*s late, take care y* comb by an Earlier One I 


Academician. I am annoyed, but not surprised at this unseemly 
demonstration. {Silence immediately restored in Court) You were 
saying, Brother ? 

Mr, Baron Muddleso^ne, I was merely, as a Lawyer, giving an 
opinion upon a matter of purely legal technicality. 

Lord Chief Justice Punch, No doubt you were — ^but do we want 
this? I would remind the Jury that we have good authority for 
believing that direct evidence is" preferable to expert evidence in 
matters of fact. Well, we have a matter of fact. The Defendant, 
a tenant for life, cuts down some timber. Does he commit 
“was^e?” “Yes,** says Mr. Baron Muddlesomb, and he proceeds 
to confuse your minds with a lot of legal technicalities. To 
guote from the summing-up in a recent very interesting trial, “ the 
Public in their verdicts are generally right.” And by the Public, of 
course, are meant the Juries who represent them. ( Cheers,) Now, 
what is the common-sense view of “ waste ? ” Why, not’to receive the 
full value of a thing by some action on the part of the possessor. 
Did the Defendant “waste” the timber? It was ornamental— he 
preferred that it should be useful. So he sold some of it and made 
a ship out of some of it, and gave some of it away to a thrifty 
nephew, by whom it was used to the best advantage. Now, was this 
“waste?” 

Mr, Baron Muddlesome {excitedly). Certainly it was, from a 
legal point of view.^ 

Lord Chief Justice Punch, But we don’t want to look at the 
! matter from what you call a legal point of view. {Thunders of 
I avjflause,) No doubt there is much in what you say, and were we 
discussing the affair over a bottle of port at the Bench table of Gray’s, 

' you would have a good case, but this is a Court of Justice. 

Mr, Baron Muddlesome, And surely of Law,— surely of Law ! 

Lord Chief Justice Punch, By which, I suppose, you mean to 
imply that there is a distinction between Law and Justice! 
{Laughter,) I am afraid, Brother, you take a very narrow view of 
things when your jud gment is warped by your professional partiality. 
Now, Gentlemen, I have little more to say. It is for you to decide 
whether the Defendant committed “waste.” Ontheonehand, weheai 


that he used the timber to the best advautage, and certainly did i ot 
“ waste ” (in the ordinary acceptation of the term) a single stick of it. 
On the other hand, experts— Judges and Oueen’s Counsel, and so 
forth— have been called before you who have, in spite of the direct 
evidence that has been adduced, sworn that there has been “waste.” 
No doubt they are stating exactly what they believe to be the case, 
but I must remind you once more that the evidence of experts must 
be received with the gravest suspicion. Gentlemen, you will now 
consider your decision. 

\^Exeunt the Jury to return immediately with a thoroughly 
common-sense verdict. 


THE SONG OF THE SHEEP-FARMER. 

Air — “ The Maid of Llangollen.^' 

The wet may be constant, the ewes may “ run down,” 
But there is some comfort ’gainst Fortune’s dark frown ; 
The saddest of farmers 1 never can be. 

Whilst the Earl of Cabnarton thinks kindly of me. 

The Earl of Carnarvon pass scornfully by ? 

No ! He writes to the Standard, and all about I ! 

Ah I deaf to loud Arch’s sly charmings I ’ll be, 

Whilst the Earl of Carnarvon thinks kindly of me. 


At Her Majesty’s, the Yelhw Dwarf is at last assuming better 
proportions. Spite an inferior “book,” the entertainment, by 
some judicious chopping and changing, has been got at len^h into a 
fairly presentable condition. Indeed, thanks to the inventive grace 
of Mr. Alfred Thompson, to whom it owes ^the “artistic merit ” 
it possesses, the play contains perhaps as brilliant and elegant a bit 
of spectacular effect as is just now to be seen on any stage, either in 
London or out of it. If there is not much to Imten to, there is 
certainly somethlDg that is literally well worth seeing. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARI. 


[January 20, 1883, 


THE DOCTOR’S DREAM. 


I AN sitBng.alone, by the snidery fire, “I 6ne > in the hands of those who^ow how to use 

The Tillage is auiet, f e wite ’s asleep, the child w^Mhd, Md the never before has a sweeter name been 

And I think to myself, as I read the news, and Uess my Me o , P Dootor bears • found for murder and assassination than tue 

That toe burden ’8 sore for the best of men, but few ^ dream what a ^ one discovered by Louise Michei,, the 

For hero I sit at the dose of a day, whilst othm have footed them pro^t and gain, Eepublican lady who does all she can to 

And I ’ve tried as much as a man can do, m my WUe ^ ^ften^P®^ • Jit the Eepublio. She calls 

» Ah. doctor’s caUed ! ” and they turned and snored, as my trap went rattling down the P^bably that 

, V t-A! j; bination she would doubtlebs apply to any 

I sowed my oats, pretty wild they were, in the regular maimer wh^ life was tree, official act that interfered, however 

For a Medical Student isn*t a Saint, any more than your orthodox Ptoisee I slightly, with her power of talking. 

T «T 1 npnsft T Hid what others have done, since the whirligig round of f oUy began, 

And the ignorant pleasures I loved as a boy— I have pretty well cursed since I came to be man. 

But stiU I recall through the mist of fears and through the Portals<)± memory steal PQPOPF 

The kindly voice of a dear old man who talked to us lads of the men who heal, MX i JliliLoOtll Jlv. 

Of the splendid mission in life for those who study the scien^oe that comes from God, ^ j 

Who buckle the armour of Nature on, who bare their breasts and who kiss rod. » « ^ P 

So the boy disappeared in the faith of the man, and the oats were sowed but I never forgot \ 

There weJe few better things in the world to do than to lose all self m the Doctor s lot. — wisi Av 


A SWEET SYNONYM. 

The elasticity of language has no limits 
in the hands of those who know how to use 
it, and never before has a sweeter name been 
found for murder and assassination than ttie 
one discovered by Louise Michel, the 
Eepublican lady who does all she can to 
ruin and discredit the Eepublic. She calls 
it “suppression.’’ If any steps were taken 


bination she would doubtlebs apply to any 
official act that interfered, however 
slightly, with her power of talking. 


MY TELESCOPE. 


So I left the life that had seemed so dear, to earn a crust that isn t so cheap, 

And I bought a share of a practice here, to win my way, and to lose my sleep ; 

To be day and night at the beck and call of men who ail, and women who lie ; 

To know how often the rascals live, and see with sorrow the dear ones die ; 

To be laughed to scorn as a man who fails, when Nature pays her terrible debt ; 

To give a mother her first-born’s smile, and leave the eyes or the husband wet ; 

To face and brave the gossip and stuff that travels about through a county town ; 

To be thrown in the way of hysterical girls, and live aU temble scandals down ; 

To study at night in the papers here of new disease and of human uls ; , , 

To work like a slave for a weary year, and then to he cursed when I sent my hius I 

IJpoii my honour, we ’re not too hard on those who cannot afford to pay, 

For nothing I’ve cured the widow and child : for nothing I ’ve watched till the night turned 
day ; 

I ’ve earned the prayers of the poor, thank G-od, and I ’ve home the sneers of the pampered 
beast, ... 1 

I ’ve heard confessions and kept them safe as a sacred trust like a righteous priest, 

To do my duty I never have sworn, as others must do in this world of woe, 

But I *ve driven away to the bed of pain, through days of rain and through nights of snow. 

As here I sit and I smoke my pipe, when the day is done and the wife’s asleep, 

I think of feat brother-in-arms who’s gone, and utter— well, something loud and deep ! 

And I read the news and I fling it down, and I fancy I hear in the nif^ht that scream 
Of a woman who ’s crying for vengeance I Hark I No, the house is still ! It ’s a Doctor’s 
Dream ! 

GETTING OUT OP A SCRAPE. 

Mb. ObUlBLES Eeade has, in the advertising columns of several contemporaries, made fee 
agreeable announcement that two of his “ masterpieces ” may he now enjoyed every evening 
without the painful accompaniment of the “ Ttme the Old Cow died of.” That this infliction 
was necessarily involved in any attempt to sit out the two masterpieces in question, was, 
fortunately, not widely known to aU the classes of Society invited by Mr. Eeade’s 
seductive advertisements to witness them. However, it is just as w^ to realise that the 
danger is past ; though, apparently, it has not been disposed of without what may be regarded 
as a regrettable incident or two. 

“This pest,” says the spirited dramatist, “under which the visitors of theatres have 
groaned so long, has been banished, after a severe struggle, from.the orchestra of the Adelphi.” 

It is to be presumed that the encounter here referred to, which evidently must have 
heeu of a most violent and personal character, occurred at some morning rehearsal. And 
it may be noted, bv the way, that during the Christmas holidays this seems almost a mistake. 
A free fight— and there obviously must nave been some very lively approach to something of 
the kind— between the late Conductor and his band on one side, and Messrs. Chables 
Eeale and I . E. Mallandaine, hacked up by the interpreters of the new mnsic, on the 
other, could scarcely have failed to have drawn large houses every evening if properly hilled 
and prominently put forward as an attractive feature of the programme. However, if tTiia 
point has been missed, there has at least been something left in the shape of a counter poise. 

“AH the mnsic of the evening,” continues the Adelphi Vagner, “ is selected by me, and 
I venture to think that visitors will find themselves consoled and cheered between the Acts — 
not tormented as if it were a crime to come to a Theatre.” 

Considering the risk that the modem Playgoer has for some time been running of getting 
tormented, not only between the Acts, but during the progress of the whole performance 
at more than one West-End Theatre that could be named, Mr, Eeadb indeed deserves to be 
reckoned as a pnblic benefactor. If all he says abont it be true, and there is no ground for 
questioning his facts, an evening spent at the Adelphi, especially if commenced before seven 
m the upper boxes, must be not only a very curious, hut a very delightful human experience. 


So, I shut it up 

f f or ever ! 

And 

Never, mcely fo- 
cussed, never 
To api3ly It to 

Prized delight, as 
I, that thought 

Fini but so ful- 
filled my hope. 
That I wish I 
ne’er had 
bought it— 
My too truthful 
Telescope ! 

It was lively at all hours 
To be told the time of day 
By the most remote church-towers, 
Prettier still to watch the play 
Of their faces when my cousins 
Clinging, clustered, to a rope, 

Braved the waves that came in dozens— 
Through my tell-tale Telescope I 

Ah ! the meaning winks of Science ! 

There was One whose eyes divine 
Flashed a gay and straight defiance 
Through that trembling tube, to mine 
Can it be that now we ’re parted ? 

Is it true that to elope 
She has even schemed — false-hearted, 
Hollow, as my Telescope ? 

Turned to search the starry pattern 
Of the skies where learned Love 
Showed the wedding-rings of Saturn 
And the honeymoons of Jove, 

Night by night the space between ns 
Was, while we were wont to grope 
For the silver smile of Yenus, 

Lessened by my Telescope ! 

Simple ! — Science is the sister 
Of true Poesy, is said, 

By the souls that, hold, have kissed her, 
And I know that when we, wed, 

Flew to spoon in Alpine passes, 

Lodged where loveless lives the Pope, 
There was glamour iu the glasses 
Of my ten-lensed Telescope ! 

Yet I guessed not when we petted 
That young man we met ^road, 

I should view him, weE — vignettea 
With my own, my modest Maud, 

In the way I did, this morning, 

Miles up yonder monntain-wope ! — 
After one such awful warning. 

Who would use a Telescope r 


Fine Subject fob the Psychical SociErr.— The jSculptor’s Ghost, 1 A Stbbs Duxt.— The Steersman’s. 
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LITERAL. 

Visitor {to BiscomolMe One), “ Rejected you, did she ? Oh, what o* that ? 
'Often do at first. Try her again. You *bb not pertinacious enough. 

You SHOULD HAVE PRESSED HER ” 

Dejected One, “Yes, but— confound her! — she wouldn't let me come 

NEAR HER ! ” 


THE HAPPY HYDEOPOT ! 

[A Correspondent seriously suggests in the Times that the 
members of the great army of total abstainers in the kingdom 
shall be called for the future Hydropots. He does not see the 
joke, and only innocently fears they will be called Waterpots !] 

■What shall I call thee ? Think I can’t I 
Thou loyal one, with cheeks so pale, 

Who execrates all stimulant, 

And revels in old Adam’s ue ! 

Each neophyte the movement helps, 

Abstainer or Blue Ribbonite ; 

And maybe, like Converted Phelps, 

You have a juicy tongue to bite ! 

I ’ll call thee then— why should I not ? — 

My Greek-derived— My Hydropot ! 

Eor thee no more the gay champagne 
Shall sparkle round the glassy rim ; 

I ’ll broach no Burgundy again 
To make thy precious vision dim : | 

Ho horrid “ nips ” of sherry wine ' 

Thy ante-dinner hours employ ; 1 

On'toast-and- water we will dine, 

My own, my all-abstaining boy. I 

Thus I will call thee- who would not ? — 

My classical— My Hydropot ! 

Unrecognised the demon Thirst 
Attends at supper, dinner, lunch : 

Thou hast proclaimed the man accurst 
Who brews the festive bowl of Punch ! 

The merry season passes by 
Without a stave, without a toast ; 

You never “ wet the other eye ” 

With any bacchanalian host. 

Thy prize must be, thy precious lot. 

To be proclaimed My Hydropot ! 

You will bewail no more, I think, 

The coppers hot, the aching head ; 

But though you may not over-drink, 

You still may over-eat instead. | 

There is no order in the world^ 

Ho bloated preacher ever tries 

To bellow down, with flags unfurled, 

Man’s gluttonous propensities* 

But let this never he forgot — 

I ’ve named thee now My Hydropot ! 


PLON-PLON IN CHAINS. 

{Brief Msd/ract from the coming Mia Brigionej^) 

It was a vast venture to dare, hut then when yon have young 
George LACHAUD-^the George Lewis of France — and young 
Gautier, sou of Theophile, and therefore necessarily a neat styhst, 
turning out a proclamation isn’t half such a dimcult thing as 
unpretending people think. It is a good deal easier than keeping 
cabn at the Alma, and remaining to share the shame of Sedan. Great 
coup that of mine, keeping out of Sedan ; the only Hapoleon they can’t 
connect with that. And then the bill-sticking business was well- 
imag^ed. First time anyone has attempted a coup d^etat by bill- 
sticking. Afterwards, one generally does a good deal in the way of 
bills, and as much as one can in the endeavour to stick where one is. 

But when it comes to incarceration, one hesitates. One is prudent, 
even though a Hapoleon ; and when Jerome in addition, one is 
additionally prudent. But Lachaud said they wouldn’t hurt me; 
and as a lawyer he ought to know. If the Party did want to j 
do anything desperate, anything violent, and likely to bring a man 
into the ridiculons predicament of hemg shot, or stabbed, or any- 
thing nasty of that kmd, why it would only come and liberate me 
when everything was successful and assured. 

(Gonmimication from Be Cassagnac, asking me to go to London 
with him in order to land together at Boulogne the day after. He 
will provide eagle if 1 provide the hat. Refuse. Am abominably 
sea-sick; and Paul is such a desperately compromising fellow- 
might get me into a serious quarrel with the military.) 

Glad it ’s the Conciergerie. Has a good historical sound. Napo- 
leon Bonaparte at the Conciergerie ” — ^why, the phrase is almost 
enough to land me at the Elys^e. Besides, Marie Antoinette was 
there, and— and lots of celebrated people among whom 1 must now 
take rank. ^ I ’m afraid I shouldn’t have been at Madame Tubsaud’s 
'mthont this. But they might have made the arrest a little more 
picturesque, the prosaic Republicans ! Merely police-agents and a 


Commissary! Not even a battery of artillery! But after all, 
though, perhaps it was all for the best. Guns nave an unaccount- 
able way of going oflE unaccountably sometinies. 

* * « * ♦ * 

Two days passed in chains, and the People have not yet risen. 
Didn’t count much ou the ribald Parisians, but after all those circu- 
lars distributed in the Departments (rather dear for an economical 
Pretender like myself), I really expected the Province would descend 
to the rescue a little. Half anticipated hearing “ O Hichard^ O man 
Rd! ’’—only it would have been ^^JEmpereur / ” — ^nnder my window, 
the first morning ; but Benoit the Judge was the only thing in the 
shape of a Blondbl— and he doesn’t sing. Nor do I— hut I swear. 
Horrid prison-dinner from Yoism’s: the maumettes weren’t two 
days old ; and as for the Chambertin, why, it wouldn’t even have 
suited Gambetta. 

# * * S|>- 

Five days here and no ovation. Change my restaurant for a 
change, and get a good langue trvffee from Bbebant. But the cap- 
tive’s Ch*5ltean Tquem is awfully inferior for twelve francs the 
bottle. Have my idea the Government means to poison me. 

■K- ^ * # 

A fortnight after incarceration, and Lachaud every day ? Have 
an idea the Government intends to reduce me by ennui. Still no 
demonstrations. ’Where ’s Cassagnac ? 

# « * -It * 

Three weeks of prison fare at a hundred francs a day, and I find out 
that Cassagnac is just the man who is making me more ridiculous than 
I can make myself and peo]^le say I can do a good deal in^that way. 

After I forget how many weeks, am let out with gout and other 
results of high prison feeding, and the base populace has so forgotten 


How TO GET Out of a Scrape.— Let your beard grow. 
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ANNALS OF A RETIRED SUBURB. 

ThB MoNTGOUBRY-JoKXSSS CBLBBRATR TBSrR WisdDING-DaY by giving a DiKNBB on an UNXrSTTALLY HAONIFIOBNT 60 ALE TO SOME OF THEIR LONDON FAIENDS. UNFORTUNATELY, AN 
TOEXPEOTED Change in the Weather durcng the Afternoon has made the Boad up the Hill rather heavy, so that the London Friends omit to turn up. 
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THE PSALM OP DEATH. 

** Gentlemen, I am a soldier, and 
war is the soldier’s element ; and well 
I dionld like again to experience the 
elevated feeling of commanding in a 
pitched battle, knowing that the balls 
of the enemy are every instant sum- 
moning men before the iudgment- 
soat of God.” — Marshal Von Man- 
tmffel to the Frovinoial Gmnmittee of 
AUaee-Lorraine, 

What the heart of the yomg Teuton 
said to the old Marshal : — 

Tell me not in monmf nl numbers 
Death is shocking. Not at all ! 
Death clears ofi tiie scum that 
cumbers 

This o’er-populated ball. 

Death is stirring, Death is splen- 
did, 

(Death of other men, not mine) 
And its spreading is attended 
By a feeling great— divine. 

Art is bosh, and Science fleeting, 
But purv^in^ for the grave, 
To sword-flasmng and drum- 
beating, 

This is business brisk and brave. 

Let us urge the herd to battle ; 

They perhaps prefer dull life. 
Driving quiUs, or carts, or cattle. 
Knowing not the joys of strife. 

Lives of conquerors all remind us 
We may lead men by the nose, 
And, departing, leave behind us — 
Well, now, what should you 
suppose ? 

Broken hearts and crippledbodies : 

Statues, stars, great families : 
Those for proletariat noddies, 

For ourselves and children these. 

Let ^ then be up and flghting 
{A la Marshal Vos’ Maeteuf- 
eel). 

Set the Mob to mutual smiting, 
WMle WB sing Death’s 0 be 
joyful I 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 120. 



JAMES NASMYTH. 

The Mae who knows how to knock Metal on tee Head with 

THE EIGHT HaMHSE ! 

“ I saw Nasmyth stand with his hammer thus ! ” 

King John, Act IV., Sc. ii. — {Mr, Punch's Edition,) 


EPITAPH BY A EELLdW. 

The old female hippopotamus 
{Adhela)^ presented to the Zoological 
Society m 1853 by the then Viceroy 
of Egypt, recently died.”— 

In Vrhe^ in the Eegent’s iZws, 
Once lived our Hippopotamus : 
For thirt^ears she was to us 
A useful Hippopotamus ! 

The Press and people made a fuss 
About our Hippopotamus : 

And crowds came up by cab and 
’bns, 

To see our Hippopotamus ; 

And paid their smUings to discuss 
Our noble Hippopotamus. 

Of coin she brought us overplus. 
Our darling Hippopotamus. 

She ’s gone, let’s sued a tear, and 
thus 

Lament our Hippopotamus ! 

Hie facets ’neath a tumulus, 
Adhela Eiippopotamus ! 


OUR GLUT OP GREAT MEN. 

Owing to the crowded state of 
Westminster Abbey, which build- 
ing promises, or threatens, very 
shortly to become overcrowded 
with monuments to, and statues 
of, departed worthies, attention 
has been called to a proposal put 
forth by the late Dean Stanley 
** to enlarge the place of national 
burial by the erection of a Campo 
Santo, or mortimry cloister, on 
the space now occupied by secu- 
lar buildings on the south-east 
side of the Abbey.” What other 
country on earth is there, besides 
glorious Old England, that can 
brag of having more great men 
—soldiers, statesmen, divines, 
philosophers, poets, painters, 
soulptors, musicians, political 
economists, comic novelists, and 
other geniuses of every descrip- 
tion— than, as represented in their 
respective images and memorial 
sculptiires, it knows what to do 
with? 


AN INYALID^S NOTES. 

Didn’t feel up to the mark I Didn’t know exactly what was the 
matter with me, hut had a strong disinclination to get up in the 
morning, and an overpowering desire to go to sleep in the afternoon. 
Was generally depressed, and suflered from forebodings of immediate 
evil which were never fulfilled. Had an idea that the world was 
against me in general, and that no one would mourn over my 
approaching death, but would dismiss the subject summarily, not to 
say with a light heart. Consulted my Doctor. He sounded me, and 
said there was a harshness of breathing, and there was something 
not q.uite right at the bottom of my left lung. I thought so. I had 
felt it coming on for a long time. I have always known that my life 
wonLd be shortened by Inng-disease, and I proceeded to relate 
several anecdotes of bronchial affections in our family, to which 
truth compels me to state my Doctor did not even pay that attention 
which coi^on politeness demands. He said there was no ground 
for uneasiness. Of course, not for him; but if he was siraering 
from my complaint he wouldn’t take such a cheery view of the ease. 
He advised me to lay up for a bit, to keep warm, and avoid night- 
air. It is very easy to be a Doctor. 

!]^d up for a week, kept warm, and avoided night-air. Didn’t 
feel any better. Grew more depressed. Found myself spending 
hours before the lopking-glass, gazing at my tongue. Couldn’t sleep 
except at wrong times, such as between breakfast and lunch, and 
was seized mth a wild passion to go to bed at five in the afternoon, 
ajis i^oiimia leads to madness, and I told my doctor of several oases 
of raving insanity wMoh adorn our family history. He has probably 
never had any lunatics, except himself, in his family, as he pooh- 
poohed the notion, and said that want of sleep arose solely from 


biliousness. A coarse, common train of thought. The drop from 
incipient insanity, about which there is something heroic, something 
connected with old red-brick mansions and wainscotted parlours and 
clanking of chains, to biliousness, which is nothing more or less than 
over-eating and drinking, is as from murder to petty larceuy. Pro- 
bably if convicted of both I should prefer to he sentenced for the 
latter ; but I had hugged my insanity— my picture of an over- 
wrought brain— to my breast, and was sorry to part with him. The 
doctor kept on declaring that there was really nothing the matter 
with me, but that I was low, and required much nursing ; and it ’s 
a wonder he didn’t add petting. He gave me tonics, which, for 
complete removal of appetite, were, I should think, unequalled. 

Making no progress one way or the other. Got tired of laying up 
and keeping warm and avoiding night air. Went out for the first 
time to a Theatre. Smoked cigarettes, which I am strictly forbidden 
to do, in draughty passages, which I am expressly ordered to avoid, 
and drank brandies and sodas, which 1 am commanded to shun like 
poison, between the Acts. Pouring wet night, and.no cabs to be got. 
Walked from Theatre to Club in thin clothes and shoes. Got 
soaked. Drank more B. and S.’s, and smoked more cigarettes, at 
dub, and came home, wringing wet, in a very slow, stray hansom. 
Felt chilled to the bone. Did this with variations for a week, then 
sent for my Doctor again. He said I was a little below par, but 
that my lungs were au sound and well. 

Laid np for a month. Put myself on a strict diet. Kept in a 
room with a constant teinperature. Tonioked myself vigorously. 
My appetite returned. I felt wonderfully well. Sent for my 
Doctor. Said there was no absolute danger, but both my lungs were 
congested. 1 felt delighted that I had really got something tangible 
the matter with me at last. 
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ROUND ABOUT THE LAW COURTS. 

A PEETEifCB of priyaey. At the larg^e Grothic gateway several 
attendants wearing a costume which might have heen designed for 

the Postal Brigade to 
Madame Tussaub's Wax 
/ . Works, bar the entrance. 

, ' ‘ v.S *! Are you a Witness, or a 

- ' ’/Uu i ' ■' ■ Counselor a Juror? If 

' / ' '' neither of these 

' 'yfliulii''! ■ Xv-''" three, then must you 

1 rt\ 1 1!"- I . \\\; \ enter the huUding by a 

! _ I / i'" different door — a door 

i ‘• 1 ..' ~ liiLS ii'L' i, which, jealously guarded, 

f *r-^' r 'i T f 7 permits to pass but a 

'■ M admission. But once they 

M M I r^'-M ' liear you are a Witness, 

MBt' l flw I '] ^ Counsel, or a Juror, 

■ ; 1 W',??- ;.■■ 1 1 1 l ■ and although you may be 

«K ■ J ' jWf If h ! Ij accompanied by scores of i 

’/j W'' ^ Vi'’ your cousins, your sisters, 

L^' M /7 tf ' ~ ‘ffl-S * I' i' aunts, you are| 

“ allowed to enter amidst 
ioL ’’ - - much rejoicing. And 

some of those who pass 
Ifot Admitted except on Businesa.” for and as “Counsel,” 

I pronounced “ Council,” 

I are — as a Bayswater wag would observe — “ scarcely bar-gains.” 

You find the Central Hall deserted, so you dash up a staircase 
which leads to the Courts. Yon have been told that the Bar 
Corridor is to be sacred to those who have a right to wear horse-hair I 
wigs and stuff or silk gowns. To your surprise you stumble over a 
most miscellaneous set of persons. Here is a loafer you last saw 
marching with the Guards’ Band from Wellington Barracks to the St. 
James’s Palace, there a club-window man, who not the remotest 
connection with the gentlemen^ of the long robe, yonder a country 
parson, who, accompanied by his wife’s father, is showing his bride j 
all * ‘ the sights o’ London.” Of one thing you feel certain — that these 
persons are neither Witnesses nor Jurymen. As you walk rapidly 
dong, you see a chamber labelled “ Consultation Ecom.” You peep 
in, and find two telegraph boys playing at pitoh-and-toss. Again 


Scene— Court in the JB.oyal Palace of Justice* Registrar i?re- 
siding at a Shop Counter stocked with rolls of papers. Junior 
Bar huddled together in a corner, the seats reserved for their use 
having been carried triumphantly by the Public, 

\ Counsel (rising with a brief). My Lord, I have to apply*-(e»or- 

mous hang)’—ior an injunction [.Bang, hanq ! 

Judge (shouting), I really cannot hear you, Mr. Jenkins. The 

noise is [Bang, hang, crash / 

Counsel, I suppose I may take a rule, my Lord ? 

Judge, A what ? [ Crash, bang, crash / 

Counsel, A rule. 1 would observe 

[Bang, bang, crash / and murmur of conversation from withmt. 


Judge, Really, this is intolerable— C^anp, crash, bang /)— and , I 

Lve got such an awful cold from the draughts, that 

[Bang, bang, crash, bang ! Scene closes in upon general conftmm. 


But it is only fair to say that some of the Judges were well satisfied 


liEniT^fc 




Admitted except on Businesa.’* 




mm 


the convenience of a Solicitor and his Clients. They are evidently 
intended for the argument of knotty cases of intricate law. On thw 
occasion they have been put to ouier purposes. As you pass, you 
perceive that the mother of a family has secured the table of one of 
these recesses for the discussion of the noonday meal of a numerous 
offspring. 

But these are details. Here are the Courts themselves. You push 
open a spring-door, which immediately closes behind you with a 
bang. There is a general and angry cry of “ Hush ! ” A Judge is 
perched up on a sort of stage, which seemingly has been arranged 




stood to mtimate (by those who could hear him) that he considered 
the acoustic qua- 
lities of his Court - - - 
next door to per- j,,..//. ,r , ' ' ■ "'o u 

fectdon. But evm )J > /■!;; ''"-V'' 1)1 / 

he was a viotuu _ L- *-.i\ „ J— '-=a ' 

to dLseomfort, as :■ 'I'i/J'-' ^ ! 'I'' ' ''T'nl ■ 

he had to spend \ i m ^ 

Ms tme in about - - = ' . ^ 

w/eofcs, 'ail'd ^ ' 

arranging the ^ Party, 

cusM^ed seat of Suggested Improvement for the Bench and the Bar. 

his arm-chair. However, he was patient, and assured the Bar 
he could hear them very well. Could they hear hiro P TMs 
was a great opportunity for a gentleman in a very, very new 
wig, who until now had had Httle or nothing to do with the 
proceedings. He jumped up, bowed to the Judge, and assured his 
LordsMp that Ms LordsMp’s syllables were as clear as crystal. Then 
he smiled, and sat down rejoicing in the success of what was evi- 
dently Ms maiden speech. This was received most graciously hy 
Sir Jakes, and the banging and the crashing went on as before. Ro 
doubt the Judge was contented, but to m&e him quite happy the 
assistance of an ear-trumpet and a voice-magnifier, such as those 
that are used during a storm at sea, seemed absolutely necessary. 

In the Court of Appeal the Master of the Rolls was found consult- 


. A Call Party, 

[ Suggested Improvement for the Bench and the Bar. 

However, he was patient, and assured the Bar 
them very well. Could they hear Mm? TMs 


ing with bis colleagues, seemingly quite unconscious of the fact that 
an Equity man was prosing away, meased hut unheard, amidst the 
reverberations of closing portals and the laughs of private conversa- 




tions. Eortunately, most of the Barristers had much to say about 
the law before the 

date of the Judi- , r ^ cvVj-^a. 

giture Act, "^ 1 ^ 

b^r th^ the^law J [J 

mtere^g ^ littM ^ 

Med r^^ thg ^ ^ 

mport^t ^thori- * 

Jbssel and Lord C ^ 

J ustioes Lind- A little Music in the Court of Appeal. 

lEY and Bowen JudgmmV' 

are of great value, they at least should not be lost by being imper- 
fectly heard. So, were they arranged as glees, and sung mth deep 
leeling by the emment lawyers specified, they would have a 'f»iy 
chance of produ(^g a profound and lasting impression. 

But now the time had arrived for a refresher. There was a rush 
down-stairs in search of luncheon. The successfol and the briefiess 
down dark passages and gloomy staircases, until 
they had sunk, s^mingly, many scores of feet beneath the level of the 
sweet. ThOT, when mey had reached the lowest level, they found 
themselves before a door leading to what would have been called in 




'i'ilii 


|lf.V 


Theatre Eoyal Law Courts. Pirat appearance of Mr. Justice Chitty in a 
Rew Character. 

for amateur theatricals. He has a door on either side of him, and 
doors to the left and right. Before him is a mahogany desk, under 
wMch you expect him to sink and to reappear as someone else— like 
a forensic Mr. Woodin. And this suggests a notion. Until things 
settle down a little, a great deal of the time of the Court is sure to 
be wasted. Might not some of that time be employed in a theatrical 
entertainment? Mr. Justice Cbtett, for instance, would be seen 
to infimte ^vantage in Number One Pound the Comer, were he 
supported by the most promising of Ms colleagues. To return to 
the xeal ” the narration of wMch may he treated for a moment in 
dramatic form;— 
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so cold) comfortless, and dismal. And to what use was this gloomy 
apartment pnt ? Was it retained for the detention of condemned 
assassins ? Ko ; it was merely the Eefreshment Eoom reserved for 
the Bar I During the luncheon hour (to ^uote the Bayswater wag 
once again) “ the calls to the Bar ” were fast and furious. Those at 
the tables, however, were leas demonstrative— preferring “ shop ” to 
eating. Of a verity may it be said, “ When Silk meets Stuff, then 
comes the tug of bore.” 


THE EANCT DEESS-BALL AT THE MANSION 
HOUSE. 

The Loei) Mabe and the Ladt Mabess seems to be going it, they 
do. There ain’t no fear of the grass growing under their feet, how- 
ever it mite wish to do so in such a werry plezzant place as the 
Manshun House. 

Not content with the butiful Children’s fancy Calico Ball as they 
gave about a fortnight ago, and which as I said at the time was the 
lovelyest and most beautyfulest site as even I ever seed, they last 
Fursday asked about a thousand mwed up folk, iacludin some of 
the most distingwished people in ine whole City ox London and else- 
wheres, with no restriokshun to Calico, but with no admission unless 
in Fancy Costume, excep for us Centlemen in atendance, to come to 
a grown-up Ball. 

Ah, that was summat Hke a Ball that was, and quite a study of 
carackter to us lookers on. You see when you asks a Gent to dress 
hisself up in the disguys of some great man of past tunes, you at 
once finds out who he most admires and riverences and would ha’ 
liked to have been. For instance, if you sees a Gent who when he ’s 
at tome is only a Common Tradesman, and when he ’s out only a 
Common Coxmcibnan, dress hisself up like some great Ero of old, you 
knows at once as that man is not a fulfiling his propper destiny, and 
that he no dout wastes bis life a pining and a longing to be a Nero 
instead of a mere tradesman or a C, C, Then agam, if he gos in for 
looking like one of the lower orders, you at once sees as Nature 
intended hiTn for sumthink of that low hignorant sort, and for a 
nydle hour or two he feels quite at his ease, and much more at home 
than when freckwenting the sosiety of the Bo Mond, such as Sherryfis 
and Aldermen. And to us Waiters who knows amost aU on ’em 
werry well indeed, and had sumtimes seen ’em in their weaker 
moments, it was great fun to see ’em strutting about in what was 
HttoraHy their borrowed plume^ and a trying to look like Statesmen 
or Poets or (Gentlemen of other days, or great Captings, or old For- 
reners of Distincshun, or even as Feelosophers. But still, for all 
that, it was a butiful site, plenty of colour, plenty of wariety, plenty 
of wittles, and plenty of light, the Electnc Eighty tho’ 1 Imtes it 
with a mortal hatred perf eshonally, making ever jthink look brighter 
than ever. 

One thing as struck me and all my Brotheren werry strongly, was 
the fact that having to support a charackter as one isn’t used to, 
and to wear close as one isn’t used to, does seem to have the most 
extromiary effect of making everybody dreadful thirsty. I ’m sure 
the constant stream of eros and statesmen and solgers and nobble- 
men, mingled with some of the rather lower orders, as kept a-coming 
into my refreshment room, was sumthink wunderfol, and one and 
all, igh and low, seemed all as thirsty as soles. 

The Lobd Ma.be with that nateral desire to add dignerty to the 
^h ofS.ce he adorns, suijested to the Lady Mabess the King and 
Queen of Dimonds as crackters apropriate to the occashun. But the 
Lady Mabess, as I were told by one of, her own maids, she says to 
her loving spowse, says she, ** No, my Lord, there ’s somethmk as 
we pnzes more than lovely Dimans, and them ’s loving Arts, and 
so we’ll be drest up as the Emg and Queen of Arts.” And so 
they was, and never yet since fancy Dress Balls was first inwented 
in Fairy Land was such a magnificent couple seen as they was on 


last Fursday evening, and Bbowb acshally said, and it warn’t bad for 
Beowb, that they had made Arts Ixumps and held all the honours. 

The sillybrated Mr. Tebby ‘&e tragedian was there, with his 
butiful dark brown Squaw as he saved from the tiger in Wirginnia. 
He had bin a-playmg ms grate charakter of the Wild Msm of the 
Woods, and hadn’t time to exchange his custumes, so the kind Lady 
Mabess said, come as yon are, and he come. 

There was only one Sherryff, which was rayther a damper on sum 
of our sperrits, but the prmcipal under Sheryff, Field Marshall 
PoOTEi^ ^AXiOTS^ with^hi^flammg robes,^quite restowd us.^ 

wasn’t a-lookhig ray^er shocked sum of us, tm we was told as he 
was a sillybrated Dock in disguise, and then of course we all admired 
him immensely. He certainly played his part to the life and looked 
as tho’ he had bin bom in a Workhus and bread in a Casual Ward. 


Bbown, with his usual imperance, spread the report that one of the 
Sherryns was a-coming, just for this once, as 1^. Mabwoob, under 
the assumed name of Mr. Mabwood Ttjck’bmtjp, bnt of course it 
wam’t true. One or two of the Aldermen was really got up splendid, 
quite like Old Masters, as sumboddy said, tho* as I didn’t know him 
myself^ 1 of course couldn’t see the likeuess. One in particklar looked 
so family pioture like, that even Sir F. Layton hisself would have 
allowed mm to have sum ** Hartistic Merrit.” 

1 ’m afraid as 1 cannot say quite so much truthfully for all the 
numerous Common Counselmen, tho’ some of ’em did look so grand 
that 1 reelly ardly knowed ’em. 1 think sum of ’em might have 
come more in reel carackters. For instance, I should ha’ liked to 
have seen the 1st Commisshuner of Sewers as a reel live Scavenger of 
the time of Eddabd the 3d, the founderer of Butiful Billingsgate. 
That I should think would have been a reel pioture. Then the ener- 
gettick Chairman of the New City School might have come as J ohn 
me Carpenter, of the Founders Company, who proceeded him and Sir 
John Munbttjn in the same rain, and his Eeverenoe Joseph Habbis 
might have come as Joseph Eienzy, “ the last of the Latins.” 

These would have given a local flavour to the whole thing, just like 
the introduok^un of a little Turtil Soup at Supper. 

Bbown said as one Gent was meant for Wiliiah Tell, tho’ how 
he could teE that I ’m sure I don’t know, excep that he carried a big 
Bow and looked werry cross ooz sumbody stole his Appel. Another 
was Oliveb CKoaooiLL, tho’ praps, judging from his marvelLus per- 
formance at supper, Oliveb Cbamwell or Oliveb Twist would ha’ 
been a better name for him. 

There ’s no accounting for taste as the Waiter said when he tasted 
Zeedont, you never cam but the guys as some on ’em made of their- 
selves was a caution. Sum of the werry thinnest legged People, with 
Inns like Mr. InviNOj seemed to find quite a plezzure ui exposing 
them as much as possible to public gaze, tbo’ certainly not to public 
admyrashun. Sir Walteb Eally reminded us a good deal of the 
Grand Old Man, for he kept a gitting of his collar up all the evening 
and it did make hiTn so wild. But lor bless all their arts it does seem 
rayther a funny thing for a lot of respeotabel grown-up people to go 
and dress theirselvesup in other peoples’ clothes and try to look like 
sumbody else. 

But it ’s all werry emusing, and sends the money a flying about, 

I and serves for a lot of armless gossup for long ears arter its all over, 

I and all on ’em has recovered from the intoxication of the evening 
, and has rewerted with a sy to the sober rayment and the sober enjoy- 
ments of theic ordinary dumdrum life. _ 

Eobebt. 


BOBS AND BADGES. 

To a correspondence on the important subject of “Medals m 
Evening Dress,”— a combination of the Mili- 
tary uniform with the Civilian costume — 
which some Eefeed Ofdcers have been cawy- 
ing on in the Morning Pos^, a veteran survivor 
of tiie Crimean War contributes the sug- 
gestion that such officers should weu 
miniature medals, and those on full pay their 
original ones.” The propounder of tms nappy 
thought signs hims^ “An Old Light Bob,” 
It seems perfectly feasible; though a minia- 
ture duplicate of a war medal might hear too 
much the a^ect of a bogus inedal ; predsely 
as the denomination of a 'Xaght Boo” 
suggests the idea of a bad shillmg. 

Talking of “ An Old Light Bob,” somebody 
may say, what Officer woiild it now be proper 
to call a “New Light Bob^’? Of course the answer is obvious; 
“ A Mounted Bobby.” 



Caught Nap-ing.— Plon-Plon has pi 
his hand. It was clearly not one to “ go 


red 


. Ms cards and showed 
” on. 
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NAPOLEON POUE EIRE 1 ! 

La Rep'ubUque loquitur : — 

Ha, ha ! Imposing: pose I Travesty quaint ! 

Plon-Plon, mon pHity whatever are you after ? 

Ho, ho ! _ La France languit / If France feels faint, 

’Tis with the effort of spasmodic laughter. 

But come, you must not ^y heroic pranks, 

Like a tragedian with the blade and cup. 

A nuisance, worthy, not of bonds, but— spanks. 

Shut up I 

Your masquing as the Corsican is queer 
^ As that of a political Tom Thumb. 

You are but a HAPOLEONpowr tire ; 

What do you, Pxon-Plon, in this gaUey ? Come I 
lour Manifesto ” will not raise a scare ; 

a mere popgun, Plon-Plont, not a Hrupp. 

Ana as for that cocked hat of yours, why — ^there ! 

, . \_Bonnef8 him. 

Shut up I 


THE LAY OE THE ICHTHTOPHAGIST. 

ft [The first of a series of Meetings, which it is proposed to hold 
throughout the Metropolis for the purpose of calling attention to 
the operations of the “ BlUingsgate Pish Bing,” took place last 
week in Clerkenwell.] 

^ ^Tis surely too bad there ’s no fish to be had, 

In bulk or in delicate slices, 

j 1 In all London town though you roam upland down, 

! ; ] That ’s not sold at terrible prices. 

■ ■ ' W'e know fish is good, 'tis most exquisite food, 

' Assisting the brains of bread-winners, 

*.4 1 And yet it ’s so dear it 's too painfully clear, 

^ The poor can’t afford it at dinners. 

You wish for the whole of a freshly fried sole, 

Red mullet we know is inviting. 

There ’s joy in crimp’d skate, as all gourmets can state, 
And excellent flesh on a whiting. 

We ’d feel very odd if deprived of our cod, 

Spring dinners would surely be gammon 
Without the sweet fish, that is pink as the dish, 

The grand, unapproaohable s^mon. 

I ’ve oft in a dream seen the pleasant sea-bream. 

The lobster is gay in apparel, 

I honour the crab, and the prawn, and the dab, 

And oysters that come in a barrel. 

The haddock and plaice bring a smile to my face, 
j^d whitebait a careful cook sprinkles 
With flour ; e’en the eel a fresh joy will reveal ; 

And oh I I am “nuts ” upon winkles ! 

Then “ Down,’^ let us sing, “with the Billingsgate 
Ring I ” 

That makes fish too dear to be eaten. 

Let markets abound, so one day ’twill be found 
These rascally salesmen are beaten. 

Hold meetings and spont till reform comes about, 
iisTMAS Keep up a ne’er-ending commotion, 

^AMB o’ Till many cheap fish shine one day on the dish — 

The harvest that comes from the ocean ! 


High Beach ; — ^these, and a hundred similar schemes, are hatching 
to complete the work begun years ago by the aristocratic squatter. 
The Lords of Bad Manners sometimes congratulate themselves that 
Parliament throws no obstacle in the way of public robbery, by 
having no Standing Orders to prevent the promoters of Privdte (and 


which “are Wohohikpert&n^^^^^ 

We refer all persons who are interested in these questions— that is, 
newly the whole population— to the Commons Preservation Society, 
6, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and we ask its energetic Secretary, ]i&. 
Pbrcival Bibxett, to keep his eye on the Kcclesiastical Commis- 
sioners. These gentlemen have been asked to give up nine out of 
twenty acres of Lambeth Palace Grounds for the benefit of a poor 
and crowded neighbourhood, aud it remains to be seen whether mey 
jdR comply with this reasonable and proper request. This governing 
body IS large and mixed, comprising two Archbishops, twenty-eight 
Bishops, five Cabinet Mimstes, three Judges, tmree Deans, and 
twelve Laymen^ but when it is a question of giving to the poor, and 
consequently doing what is manifestly right, even such an unwieldy 
Committee as this ought to be prompt and unanimous. 


SHOUT COMMONS. 

OomTuon-Seose, aud equally little Commou 
probably see the last of our Commom- 
few yards of uusppropnated earth which have beeu 
of o«.K*eat towu7«,S 


^e ^ of getog s(«£efiuug ^ uothhig::^^Sigl?M;^‘ 
TVJ defeud^ by uobody~is too tempft 

” little your bones over your stones, 

We 've taken your Commons which nobody owns.” 


‘‘The True Position of Parties.” 

J3y a Troubled Tory. 

Standard and the Quarterly contend 
Upon this subject, but to what clear end ? 

My own position is a giddy-valse one, 

V ertigo seizes me, my brain’s confusion. 

And I can only come to one conclusion. 

Our Party’s “true position ” is— a false one ! 

■ finds the two Mewses at the back of her house 

Ancients managed to 

endure iHme of them she cannot imagine ! 

Tjtlb fok ajk EMnraarr Teetotaudeb.— per 
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JOHN TO JOHN. 

Air — “ My Old Fri&iid e7b7i?i.” 

“ Mr. John Rusktn has been again elected Slade Professor 
at Oxford.*' 


’Tis forty years, onr old friend John, 
Since your first work we read ; 
Foraging midst your noble tomes 


What happy, happy hours have sped I 

With yon we Ve sealed the monntam side. 

And pulled the purple heather ; 

Methinks it seems hnt yesterday 
Since we first met together. 

Since we as boys 
First knew the joys 
Of Enskinese together. 

Methinks it seems but yesterday 
Since we first met together. 

There ’s pleasure in remembrance, John, 

As eloquent, as true 

Are you as in the spring of life. 

When first you wrote and drew. 

We miss some glowing rhetoric. 

You Ve tightened trope’s gay tether ; 

But fancy decks your periods still. 

As when we met together. 

When we, as boys. 

First tried the joys 
Of Euskinese together. 

Methinks you seem as golden-tongued 
As when we met together. 

Farewell not yet we ’ll bid you, John ; 

You say your prime is o’er ; 

But he who Modem Painters penned. 

Will write, and charm, much more. 

Art owes you more than to the herd 
Of prigs who cant and blether ; 

We honour you as in the days 
When we first met together. 

When we as boys 
First tried the joys, 

Of Euskinese togetner. 

Through many sunny years, friend John, 
May we yet live together I 


HINTS FEOM THE HINDOO. 

The Indian Contingent ” which visited England last year seem to 


UWTV UJJ.VXM.O VJ. V UJJiV&VlAgXJJLjr ) J lAVILgUag UVAJLl. 

in a “ local journal” from one of the Omcers, whose simple surprise 
at all that he saw is quite touching. As the Contingent considered the 
Crystal Palace to be ** the finest buil^g in London,” and ** better 
than Windsor Castle or Westaiinster Abbey,” and as they remark 
that the Franco-G-erman War Panorama at Sydenham, is ** the finest 
picture in London,” we are bound to concluae that somebody must 
nave been playing practical jokes on these decidedly childlike guests 
from India’s coral strand, when they were sojourning in our midst. 
Will the next batch of distinguished foreign visitors report to their 
“ local journals ” as follows ? — 

We Eedskin braves were delighted to visit England. Were told 
it was the home of Freedom and Fire-Water, and we all like Fire- 
Water. Immediately on landing at Dover we found such a nice 
Gentleman waiting to conduct us everywhere. He asked us how 
much money we had about us, and said he would take care of it for 
us, and took us to a hotel in London, which he said was the largest 
in the World. But we did not tbiTilr it so very large, and the rain 
came through the roof into the littiLe room, and the fioor on which we 
all slept was rather hard. The Hice G-entleman said he was the 
Eepresentative of the “ Universal Grand Press and Telegraphic 
Bureau,” and we should see the Q,t7een, and the Prime Mxnistes, 
and Hewgate, and all the finest bujldings in London. 

One day we visited the Houses of Pariiament. We wondered why 
there were so many people lyinpr in little beds arranged all along the 
mlE. The Hioe Gentleman said that there had been an ** all-night 
sitting,” and Members were always ill after that. In one room 
which we noticed was called the “ Accidents’ Ward,” the House of 
Lords was assembled. At least so the Nice Gentleman said ; but we 
were surprised to find so many with their arms bandaged, or their 
legs slung by bands from the ceiling. The Mce Gentleman told us 
that there had been a slight disagreement between the Two Houses, 


and then there were always a few scalps taken, and other trifling 
injuries among their Lordships,” We asked why a man with a case 
of instruments made one of the noblemen wince so, and we were told 
that it was “ only the Cloture being applied for the first time.” We 
had heard of the ClSture^ but did not know it was like this. We 
should not like to have the Cloture applied to us. 

After leaving the House, we were introduced to Mr. Gladstone 
and Lord GeanvUiLE, who seemed quite pleased to take us into a 
dirty little house, where we all had a good deal of fire-water 
together. 

When we went down to Windsor to see the Q,tjeen, Her Majesty 
was indisposed, and could not receive us, at which we wept bitterly. 
However, we admired the Castle very much. The Nice Gentleman 
told us it had been the home of the Kings and dueens of England 
ever since the Flood, and we believed him, because we saw the Flood 
quite plainly from tne top of the “ Eound Tower,” 

Another day the Nice Gentleman told us he would take us to the 
Maze at Hampton Court. None of us knew about Hampton Court, 
or what a Maze meant. We were pleased to see such a fine new 
building in the Strand, and to know that this was Hampton Court 
Palace. There were men with red and blue bags, and curious white 
things on their heads, which the Nice Gentleman said were called 


was because it was the hair of their great uncles, which these men 
had " raised,” and were punidied by being obliged to wew it always 
afterwards. But we should not think anything of scalping a peat 
uncle. The Maze itself was very clever. The Nice Gentleman placed 
us in one comer of the buildmg, called “the Chancery Offices,’’ 
and there left us to find the way out.^ He said this was alw^s what 
was done with visitors, and we tried it ; but it took us three hours to 
get out, so we did not enj(^ ourselves, and we were taken up several 
times by Policemen, who <fid not seem to^ understand the occupation 
we were engaged in. Still, we consider it to be Number One Maze 
in Ike World. Subsequently the Nice Gentleman telegraphed he 
thought we iffiould be amazed,” and so we were. vVe have not seen | 
him since— nor our money I 
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lirtt oflrmr^nce. yes. By to time I hoped to have farod onoe more due North, 

*° “««* y®" 'Tis a far and toe to have smashed, pounded, pulverised (Pauses.) Ah I 

V well— there are oompezisations. 

^ xte{wt ang flry witowt/m?, «y&arwCw). Indeed, {.J^raws a deep breath of Southern air luith great gusto^ 
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First ExiU^ Yes, — ! 

“ Doth not a meeting like this make amends ” 

for— losing the chance of carrying the fiery cross through 
the frosts of a Scotch winter ? 

Second Exile {meditatively). Ah ! — 

“ Dark and true and tender is the North,** 

And but for Claek’s tyranny and the gentle urgings 
of— ahem ! Still “ the palms and temples of the South’’ 
come pleasantly after Parliament Street in mid- winter. 

First Exile. The emancipated slaves of St. Stephens’ 
seem all like the swallow to be “ fiying, fiying South.” 
I, Chu-debs, Chuechill, and now even you, the steel- 
nerved Titan, fire-proof, water-proof, weather-proof, and 
sword-proof 

Second Exile {hlandly.) By the way, is that Lord 
RandoIiEH yonder ? 

First Exile (starting and upsetting his glass). By all 

the gnats of Aetstophanes, I hope no— ah ! {Greatly 

relieved.) He does not see us— he— I— ah-«» — 

\_Eejills his glass. 

Second Exile. Poor fellow! Like ourselves, he is malade 
rmlgri lui ! Here ’s his health — and yours^ Sir Stap- 
roED ! [^Glug^glug-glug ad. lib. 

First Exile. Regular Lotos-land this, eh P 
Second Exile. Quite so. A place where,— 


“ Fropt on beds of amaranth and moly,’* 

the “ dormant talent ” of Neo-Conservatism might have 
a good time of it— till the new monthly Magazine shall 
summon them to the virile and vigilant labours of 
Ulysses. 

First Exile. Humph ! Perhaps the crimson amaranth 
beds might have less charm for them than the board of 
green cloth yonder. 

Second Exile. Yes. “An Eden of bland repose’’ is 
not quite the ideal of the modem golden youth— political 
or otherwise. 

First Exile {slily). Astonishing is it not when thek 
Nestor-like seniors set them so fine an example of obedi- 
ence to the “ rest and be thankful ” doctrine P 
Second Exile, Well, we are resting now, and I at least 

am thankful. Although if Andeew and my 

First Exile. Hush 1 Who shall decide when Doctors 
donH disagree P Perhaps, in the grim grind of modern 
political life, the Grantully Castle and the Pandora^ 
the stimulating seas of the North and the sunny shores 
of the South may play as important a part m — Fort- 
nightly homilies or Quarterly jeremiads. Besides, here 
you will be able to brush up that Italian of which you 
“ have lost the use.” Ha ! ha I 
Second Exile (gravely). Ah 1 I wonder what the great 
Florentine would have thought of the scene over yonder P 
First Exile. Well, ’tis scarcely characterised by 
Dantesque severity, though Dante’s illustrator — DoBja — 
might make something of it. Astonishing sight I Shall 
we take a turn round the tables P 
Second Exile. If you please— as spectators purely. 
First Exile. Oh, of course, of course. 


A PROCLAMATION. 

Os yes ! oh yes ! Lost, stolen, or strayed. 

A Sun I Like a schoolboy the wag he played, 

Or got drowned— in the rain. Anyhow, we have 
missed him, 

For several weeks from the chilled Solar System. 

No one can be sure how or when he sloped from it, 
Some think he is off on the spree with the Comet, 
But no one can certainly tell us at all, 

What has become of our mighty red ball ; 

Whether a ** spot ’’-stroke has left him in pocket. 

Or whether he ’s just busted up like a rocket. 
Anyone who will the truant restore 
Unto this disconsolate planet once more, 

Shall receive— well, a glad invitation to lunch 
At 85, Fleet Street I ! ! 

By Order 
{Signed) 


^ “ Aetee all,” said Mrs. Ramsbothaii, “there ’s nothing 
like Sir Walter Scott for novels. I think his Tallyman 
one of the best romances I ever read.” 



INGRATITUDE AND HYPOCRISY. 

Jon^ {hfightening up in spite of himself). “Confound the Belt Case ! Are 

WE NEVER TO HAVE AN END OF IT ? *' 

Brown {ditto). “UoH ! IT *8 positively sickening I ” 

[Both read all cibout it, however, to the cxeUmm of everything else, and talk 
about nothing else all day. 


MORE LIGHT ! 

SiE,— In reply to the carefully considered letter of your correspondent* 
“ A Gropee in the Dark,” dealing with the respective merits of Gas and 
Electricity for purposes of domestic illumination, and strongly advocating the 
employment of the latter wherever practicable, I can only say that my experience 
has led me to a very different conclusion. My countr;^-house is a large one, 
and I was recently induced by a scientific friend, who is largely interested in 
the success of a recent patent, but whose judgment in the matter I had no reason 
to doubt, to give the new agent a fair trial. Contracts were speedily entered 
into with Uie Dynamo-rotating Duplex Incandescent Electric Insulator Company 
(PoLLTKOFF System), with the result that, at a cost of £7314 16s. 5d., my pre- 
mises were soon supplied with the requisite number of lights, of 190 candle- 
power each, the whole being fed by sixteen powerful dynamo-machines, situated 
in various parts of the building, and driven by a three-hnndred-horse-power 
central-engine, attended day and night by a couple of stokers, and placed in 
a conspicuous position in the entrance-hall. But here our comforts may be said 
to have ended. 

Though I have Biieee’s patent Life Saving Switch attached to every burner, 
and a capital appliance by which the current can be diverted at a moment’s 
nodce, no less than three friends who were spending the Christmas with us, 
received such appalling shocks and other severe injuries, when incautiously 
admiring the extreme ingenuity of the a;^paratus as they were dressing for dinner, 
that I Imve since heard from their Solicitors that they can never recover. 

Add to this, that the continuous shaking of the engine is ra^ndly bringing 
the staircase down, and that, owing to the red-heating of the wires, oareriilly 
cased by Zebingee’s process in the wood- work of the floors, we are obliged to 
telegraph to Bolsover for the entire fire brigade whenever we sit down more 
than SIX to dinner, and you cau picture file sort of life the new agent is 
leading us. Only the^ other day my wife’s uncle, a cheery and hale old 
countiy gentleman, calling to wish us the compliments of the season, sat by 
mistake on a small Groove battery, and went qnt of his mind ; while at the 
present moment I am being charged with the maintenance of a coachman, three 
huders, and a local piano-tuner, ^ permanently paralysed, in the Gener^ and 
County Incurable Asylum. Under the oireumstances I have no hesitation in 
giving my preference to gas. I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, 

Shochwell Hall, Hants. W. T. Slumbee. 
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Sia,— T oot Correspondent. “A Ebotob,” mar YINDICATINa THE LAW. 

assOTehimseilf of the purity of the gas supplied to hm w the Com- . „ 

pany to which he refers. Let him take five poimds oi acetate oi The far too numeroiLS Lioensing Authorities who are entrusted 
barytes, a peck of common tar-ash, three ounces of hyperphospha^ with the Q-overnment of London Amusements, are playing a not very 
of dynamite (Bolt’s is the best), and mix the whole in a twenty- Signified game of shuttlecock with Theatrical property. Their object 
gallon copper over a bri^ coke-fire, taking care not to sto too appears to be to toss official responsibility 

rapidly for fear of an explosion. When the mixture, TOioh has a ^ other, so that, in the 

peculiarly pungent and unpleasant smell, comes to the bou, let aU event of any catastrophe, it will be diffi- 

the furniture of the room to be tested, wnioh has previously had the ^ hang the Lobd Chamberlain, the 

door fastened securely with cohbler’s-wax, he thoxoughly saturated : a , Chief of the Police, or the Chairman of 

window-curtains, blinds, and anti-macassars being hung in dripping the Board of Works. The Alcazar 

condition. Sow let him light his gas. If in a few moments the Theatre, after a fight of several weeks, 

whole of his drawing-room suite becomes^ a rich streaky mottled has been dosed by a Bow-Street Magis- 

brown-blaok, he may rest assured that the gas is pure. This is an ^ trate, who has been set in motion by 

infallible test. j am Sir, yours, &c. M Home-Office. The Board of Works 

’ 7RqcTTT.Apma |f have deliberated, as only a Board can 

deliberate, the Lord Chamberlain 

Sir,— I have the misfortune to rent a house in a suburb, the supply has hesitated, as only a Lord Cham- 

of gas to which is a monopoly in the hands of the South-Northern berlain, without funds to prosecute, 

District Light and Coal Company. I have not been in residence can hesitate, and the Police have politely declined to use the 
three months, but every ceiling in my house is coal-black, while the authority given to them by an Act of Parliament. The “ disorderly 
apology for light, for which I am paying at the rate of seven shil- house ” has at last been closed, but not before a public scandal has 


window-curtains, blinds, and anti-macassars bemg hung in dripping 
condition. Now let him light his gas. If in a few moments the 
whole of his drawing-room suite becomes^ a rich streaky mottled 
brown-black, he may rest assured that the gas is pure. This is an 
infallible test. j Sir, yours, &o. 

.^SCULAPIUS. 

Sir, — ^I have the misfortune to rent a house in a suburb, the supply 
of gas to which is a monopoly in the hands of the Sou^-Northern 
District Light and Coal Company. I have not been in residence 


we let the Company's deadly compound loose on us through the io wait for a Licensing System that is short, sharp, and well- ' 
meter than I am invariably seized with acute symptoms of apo- defined, and that is in the hands of one man who knows his own 
plectlo coma, terminating in a fit, that is only relieved when I am mind, respects publio-requirements, and has some knowledge of 
placed horizontally outside my own drawing-room balcony, and left Theatrical business P Por the moment Justice is asleep I 
Qiere for hours in the dark. In this uncertain weather, such an - 

alternative is almost intolerable, and I appeal to your powerfol pen 

to Mp mo. I am, Sir, yoOT BACK TO THE PLAT. 

8ib,-» a Suhotose » is quite in error in attributing the “.beat- tw ^ 

ing sensation as of red-hot hammers on the temples ” as experienced When you ve settled aH the business that s gone wrong while 

dinri *.0. Urn «. to loth 0^ Oonto«.tal, rfto to p.ia to 

bXi r»™K « .tow .tot tor to dto* to to mr. 

the volatile acids in bigh solution,^ woifid naturally produce the TJie Lyceum has a IBenediclt , that draws a pretty penny, 
sudden copper-coloured hue he nouoed in the complexion of his The accessories are splendid as accessories can he ; 
guests. Such a phenomenon is perfectly compatible with an filumi- While, as JBeatnce , Miss Terry we call fascinating very, 
nating medium that may be regarded, 6om a sanitary point of view, And Miss Millwaed as young JECero is a pleasant signt to see. 
as quite innocuous, and to direct public attention to the fact merely ^ , t> << 

shows that he is ignorant of the very first principles of sound the !B[a 3 ^arket a comedy shows Bancroft as a gommy,” 

Chemical Science. The alleged violent nightly choking of the baby They have given one more revival of the Robertsonian plays, 

on the nursery-fioor I really cannot seriously discuss. The merest Mrs. B. agaii^s Po%, so hilarious and jolly, 


novice knows that hydro-carbonate of sulphur, liberated in excess, 
win induce all the symptoms of violent strangulation, accompanied 
by acute asphyxia, 

I have tiie^honour to be, Sir, your obedient servant. 

The Chairman of the Implicated Company. 


And with David James and Brookfield, CasCe should run for 
many days. 

There’s ChahlesEeade and Henry Pettitt bid for cheap applause, 
and get it, 

For the “ Q-ods” have loved sensation since the Drama’s earliest 
age; 

Or you visit the Princess’s, where the pleased spectator blesses 
Jones and Herman for a sound play that ’s a credit to the Stage. 


and an mtolerable cause of discomfort to my &ie^s. Last loonth, At the Standard, too, and Sarrey there is Pantomimic hurry, 

The change With the old time-honoured “wheezes” for the Clown and 
has been wonderful. ^ I am now all over the place. I skip up the Pantaloon, 

stairs. I play practical jokes on the tradesmen who call for orders * _ _ 

At the Q-lobe we ’U hope 


has been wonderful. , I am now all over the place. I sHp up the ’ Pantaloon. 
stairs. I play practical jokes on the tradesmen who call for orders 
at the adjacent houses; and I find myself sitting np the whole At the Ghlobe we ’LL hope Jane Eyre a most decided ame rara, 
night in the wildest spirits, singing comic songs out of the first-floor Thej have given up Great Alfred and have gone to Mister Wills ; 

window till the police positively interfere. Several summonses have And smoe all folks knew the Poet was in ne’er a sense a 


already been taken out against me. In fact, I am an altered man. 
Ton are at liberty to make any use you like of this letter. 

Yours, &o., 

An Honest Enthusiast. 

Sir, — ^Having used gas for many years with the result that I have 


Seems they ’ve made a resolution just in time to change their bills. 

We have Impulse at St. James’s ; where, amid the playbill names, is 
That of Hare, one asks in wonder, but the piece is very fair, 
While in Comrades OoeniAN’s utter firm repose sets in a flutter, 
Many hearts within the theatre that borders on Sloane Square. 


ojGft,— navmg usea gas lor many years with the result that I have many nearcs witnm the theatre that borders on Sloane Square. 

eyes, and am confined hy my Doctor to reading theatrical posters crowd m to John s histrionic shop , 

throngh red spectacles, and these only hy moonlight. As far.^ere- Ezvals seems the best of all revivals. 

And you see m Mrs. Cbtopendaie an able Malanmn. 


my attitude is at present that of 


A Patient Inuthreb. 


RIFLE AND BORE. 


fme^lTthrmrrite^^^^^^ And you see in Mrs. CmPPENDAXE an able ' 

my attitude is at present that of ^ Patient Inuthree Criterion Miss J?efoy"weU deserves the cheers she gets ; I 

■ ■_ * Can advise the Op’ra Comique and the troupe of Lila Clay ; 

So the list might be extended, but ’tis time our verse was ended, 
RIFLE AND BORE. Choose your piece and call a Hansom, and then roll ofi to the Play ! 

By accounts from Yienna we learn that a certain Herr Mannijciher ’ 

he calls a ‘‘Magazine Gun.” Mem. on “ Memorials.”— They who have done anything that wiU 
of taulnloev ^ Magazine appears to be qmte a terrible kind perpetuate their memories don’t want any ; and they that have done 
ot tautology. nothing oughtn ’t to have any. 

W TO CORRESPONDENTS.— In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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OUR AGREEABLE BIRTHDAY-BOOK SERIES. No- 2. THACKERAY- 

[Afei^od of udng this : — The Motto to face $age with dates where yoiw Fri(yticls will mscrihe their names. The Motto 'not to he shown till the 

sigTictture is miiplete. ] 


Febsttaby 1. 

Haying a good 
natural genius, 
and a heart not 
unkindly, he had 
used these quali- 


Febbttaby 2. 

A Scotch snob— 


Jr ^ twenty utterly 
M ruined in purse 

principle— 

an idler, a spendthrift, and a 
glutton. „„ 


used these quail- A Dcoton snoD — 
ties in su^ an than which the world 
admirable man- contams no more 
ner as to be at ofEensive creature, 
twenty ^ utterly Febbttaby 27. 


Febbttaby 28. 


Febbttaby 5. ^ 

About your w 

most common M 

piece of hypo- A 

crisy, how men 
will l3lush and 
bungle : — how 
easily, how 
gracefully, how 
oonsumnLatelv, i 

women will «SS 15 f 
perform it. 

Febbttaby 24. 





Febbttaby 3. 

He is wild 
and unsettled, 
and I fear he is 
going to the 
bad a little. 

Febbtjaby 26. 


Febbttaby 6. 


Febbttaby 7. 


Febbttaby 4. 

For this was 
all that was 
left after more 
than seventy 
[ years of cun- 
, ning, and 
s struggling, 


Somewhat of a Dashder old 
prig, and not a fool never lived ! 
Ht& pompous and A dashed old 
wearisome with his psalm - singing, 
Latm quotations. blundering old 
_ woman. 

Febbttaby 23. _ 

Febbttaby 22. 






and scheming, 
and sin and 
selfishness— a 

whimpering old idiot put in and 
out of bed, and cleaned and fed 
like a baby. 

Febbttaby 25. 


Febbttaby 8. 

That selfish 
bumbug, that 
low-bred cock- 
ney dandy, that 
padded booby, 
who had neither 
wit, nor man- 
ners, nor heart. 


a 

Febettaby 21. 



Feb. 10. 

She had her 
faults, and 
many of ’em. 


Febbttaby 9. 

He was a coarse man from the 
Stock Exchange, , where they love 
all sorts of practical jokes. 
Febbttaby 20. 



Febbttaby 19. 


Feb. 11. 

A good fel- 
low, but a 
vulgar fel- 
low ; and his 


wife exactly 
suits him. 


Febbuaby 18. 


Febbttaby 12. 

What will a man not do when 
frantic with love P To what base- 
ness will he not demean himself ? 

Febbttaby 17. 


Febbttaby 13. 

It is manifest jBL 

that brown eyes 
will remain 

brown eyes to ^ i 

the end, and ^ 

that, having no 

other interest A^f|iil{:|||/]H|b'|{' 
bnt music or JI Kskl '' 

geology, her 
conversation on 
those points 

may grow more than suffi-cient. 




Febbttaby 14. 

You silly old creature ; you are 
good-natured, but you are in 
your dotage. 

Febbttaby 15. 

Oh, for shame ! Oh, for shame ! ; 
Go home, thou idle tippler I 

Febbttaby 29. 

Leap Year. 




The French Claim to Control.” 

Fbenoh journalists and politicians express great indignation at 
the refusal of the British Government to re-establish the Dual 
Control in Egypt. In the meanwhile it seems likely to become an 
European question, with regard to a country existing with a Govern- 
ment and aXegislatnre at sixes-and-sevens, in a condition of continu- 
ally recurring revolution, what sort of control— dual, single, or 
plural— it may be possible to place France under P 

Scientific and Litebaby.— C an a treatise on optics he considered 
‘ * light reading ? ” 

Appbopbiate. — ^It is suggested that the electric pen should be 
called “The pen of the ready Rettteb I ” 


I, I, Sir! 

{A New Adaptation of Y&ry Old Doggerel.) 

Thebe was a Social JTournalist who thought that he ’d be wise, , 

He went through his “smart article,” and scratched out all his 
“I’s.” 

But when he saw his “ Fs ” were out, tip egotist so vain. 

Went straight through that “ smart article,” and scratched them in 
again. 

When Mrs. Ramsbothah was told about the frightful inorease of 
intemperance amongst the lower orders (no one told her anything 
about the upper classes), she said it reminded her of the old proverb, 
“ Distilled waters run deep.” 


VOL. ixxxiv. 
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Yentjs loquitur : — 

As Qrueen to Qaeen — of Beauty, I am come, 
Heart-Sovereign of your noriiiern island home. 
Lipped, like my Paphos, by the whitening foam. 

Thanks-beajrer to that gentle royal heart, 

■Which knows right well that Beauty’s better part 
Is still to deal the balm, not wing the dart 

Thanks-bearer ! ’Tis an office gladly borne 
By her who ruled in the earth’s radiant morn, 
■Which she who ruleth now need scarcely scorn. 

Lady\ you ’ve bettered Lesbia. All her crying 
Oouid not again set one dead sparrow dying, 

Tour word aball save a myriaii birds /ro?w dying- 


The “ Toumaments^of Doves ” have shamed your isle, 
And ide-born Venus thanks you without guile, 

"Who will not crown sitch lists jwith your bright smile. 

Let them their Queen of Beauty rather seek 

Mid such hard dames as sat, with uublauched cheek, 

What time Home’s lists with guiltless blood would reek. 

My favourite birds iu red-decked heaps tbey lay, — 
Your English chivalry ! Brave guarry, they,— 

“ Butchered to make a British holiday.” 

Hot in your sight ! The grave rehuke is just. 

Let Sport— and lucre— sway them, if they must, 

To wanton slaughter. Yet not long, 1 trust. 
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The ftueen of Beauty’s frown must thin their ranks, 
Cheek Sport’s hard greed, and Eashion’s heartless pranks ; 
And Venus— and her doves— tender you thanks. 


EXPELLED PEETENDEES. 

Tht Orleans at Twickenham, Back again, but it isn’t 
exile to us ; and, at any rate, we have those restored 
millions in our pockets. It was rather a nuisance to give 
up Paris in the winter season, and not see an Opera ball, 
and the Princesses would have liked to have had the 
primeur of the Spring bonnets. But, after all, Twicken- 
ham in winter mud is not unutterably worse than 
Chantilly, and there are beginning to be really pre- 
sentable bonnets even in London. Besides, as my faithful 
Boschet points out, we are far better situated here for 
conspiring, since they will have it that we are conspira- 
tors. No more military duties to occupy us ; no more 
worldly duties and pleasures to divert us from politics ; 
no more idea of duty to the G-ovemment we serve (and 
there are Princes who have the idea, whatever Roche- 
FOET, who was once Orleanist, may say) ; we shall have 
all our time and aU our money to spend, in undermining 
the Republic. And having sent them into safety, that 
clever Republic can’t catch the underminers. 

The Legitimists at Gratz, or Frohsdorff, The idea of 
exiling us! Why, we have never been anything else 
save exiles all through our illustrious lives ! But now, 
thanks to the aureola of martyrdom officially bestowed, 
there is really a chance of our going back. For the 
beautiful new law doesn’t exile the servants— it only 
expels the responsible heads ; and the farther the respon- 
sime heads are from the centre of operations, the less 
likely they are to lose them, and the more likely to have 
them crowned. Have sent orders, in consequence, to 
Chaeette. He can go a-head as soon as he likes now. 
We are out of danger, and the Breton loyalists can’t 
complain that we are afraid to come amongst them. The 
Republic has denied us that sovereign glory: and if it 
would only prohibit us sending cheques and Post-Office 
orders to devoted but impecunious supporters in Prance, 
we might manage one of the cheapest and safest Restora- 
tions yet on record. 

The Bonapartes at Montaclieri, Out of prison, at any 
rate, and now we can employ our native Italian cunning 
in our native Italian clime. It was difficult to keep a 
salon about us in France, what with that horrid Cassagitac 
and Victor, who won’t rush into the paternal arms with 
anything like enthusiasm. Now, we can conquer an ally 
—and an ally who wouldn’t at all mind doing something 
disagreeable to France ; and I begin to thmk that bring- 
ing a Bonaparte back would s&ike France as rather 
disagreeable. Don’t seem to be rising at aU to the Ligende 
NapoUonienne as annotated by J erome. So, am beginning 
to sound brother-in-law Humbert with regard to a loan 
and army, and if he makes it a condition that we are 
reconciled with Clotildb— weU, we’ll even go that far— 
until we can get as far as Paris. 



A LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 

(ifors Beal than Ideal ,) 

My bear Sir, 

We intend holding a Fancy Bazaar here on 
March 19th, for the purpose of obtainii^ funds towards 
the restoration of the church-tower. I am not aware 
whether you have ever visited our town, but if so, you 
must remember the church. It is a square building, 
of brick, with large and spacious galleries, and is reve- 
rently whitewashed every year— indeed, it is a perfect 
specimen of Georgian architecture. Now, success would 
be assured if you would send down a Reporter and an 
Artist to describe and sketch our meritorious efforts. 
Would that my husband’s house were capable of enter- 
taining them, but it is very small. However, I am told 
th^e IS very fair accommodation for those who do not 
mind roughmg it, at the “RaUway Arms.” Please 
say “Yes.” And any subscriptions you would like to 
forward, will be thanloully received by 

Tours sincerely, 

The Vicarage, Ponty-Clumchw, L.aiTiTiA Begik. 

North Wales. 


HEARD IN MID-ATLANTIC. 

The Bishop [severely). “When I was youb age, mt young Fribni), it was 
NOT considered Good Manners for Little Boys to join in the Conversa- 
tion of Grown-up People, unless they were invited to bo so." 

Small American, “Guess that was Seventy or Eighty Years ago. 
We *ve changed all that, you bet ! ’’ 

NOT DEAD YET! 

Hoobat ! English cricket is still “ all alive oh ! ” 

We thank you for proving that same. Captain Ivo ! 

Played out ? Many prigs to that tune, 1 confess, lie ; 

But, faith, you’d convict ’em of “ bangs,” dashing Leslie. 

Or, if you should want further proof, why I’ll trouble you, 

A clearer to read than Read, W. W. 

The opposite quite will be shown, “ clear as mud,” 

If you 'll study the deeds of the two brothers Studd. 

And what jolly duffers the croakers will feel, 

When they tot up your tidy analysis, Steel. 

Ah, bah ! They will turn, in a very short while, coat, 

At sight of the right slashing scoring of Tylrcote, 

And drop the ass-hoof that old England would spurn, on 
Perusing the record of resolute Vernon. 

Not in it ? Get out with your Smelfungus yarns, 

There ’s lots of sound “ thrashing ” yet left in our Barnes ; 

And though he mayn’t slog ’em from Cookham to Marlow, 

Like Bonnor or ThorntoNj there ’s “ stay” in our Barxow ; 

Whilst better than casual sixes or eights 

Are the steadily-piled threes and fours of smart Bates ; 

And though, like his Captain, he ’s been a hit poorly, 

AnstraHans will oft cnt their “ sticks ” before Morlby. 

Here ’s Ms jolly good health ! health and luck to the lot of ’em I 
And as for the croakers who talked so much “ rot ” of ’em 
When down on their luck, but are now mute as fishes, 

The team can dispense with their doubtful good wishes. 

Qffie Captain might boast, Ivo Bligh, “I’ve obliged ’em 
To ‘ shut,’ and, as Sairey would say, have * surpriged ’ em.” 

You have, Sir, and we to your pluck, grace, and skill owe 
I That we o’er “ the Willow ” no more need sing “ Willow ! ” 


How to Treat Rough Diamonds.— Cut them! 
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A RISING JUNIOR. 

Old Lady {at the Jmv) Oov/rts)> “ Cotru) tot kidtlt Dikbct m®, Sir, 


GUSTAVE DORE. 

A WOBID of wild invention suddenly 
Struck from the golden galaxy of Art ! 

There Titan phantasy toiled at tasks to try, 

A Briareus of dreams. To plumb and chart, 

Those gulfs of vision grandiose and grim, 

Were work beyond the timid souls who coast 
Safe shores of commonplace, whom wizard 'Whim, 
Lured never to wild water- wastes ; whose boast, 

Is go-cart loyalty to the dull round 
Of their pedestrian plodder, misnamed Truth, — 

The meagre marionette in whom is found, 

Nor manhood’s fiery force nor grace of youth, 

DohI: is dead ! Scarce early, for the days 
Of the creator are not measured quite 
By custom’s clock ; yet all too soon the rays 
Fade from hts world, where almost every light, 

Save the slow-growing gleam of Beauty, shone. 

Duller at least our world that his wild world is gone. 

O Freedom, what Strange Things are done 
in thy Name ! ” j 

The Needlemakers’ Company have presented the free- ’ 
dom of their Guild to the Duke of Tecjbt, iu recognition 1 
of “the important services he rendered during the 
Egyptian "War.” Very nice of the Needlemakers, of 
course, but— where is the connection ? It is to he hoped 
the Company’s needles have more point than their com- 

S liments. If they had [presented the Duke with a 

LEOPATJi^’s NeeiBe, now, fancy might have found some 
meaning in the gift. As it is, it seems about as appro- 
priate — and doubtless as welcome — as presenting a de- 
serving postman with a packet of pins. 

Cold Comfort. 

What ! Out in the cold ? Clever Goschen ? Not he I 
He ’s sinmly “ dissembling his love ” is J. G. 

But W. G., plagued ’twixt Teweix and Dilloh, 

W ould like something warmer than love with the chill ou. 
He ’d not kick ’em down-stairs, his dear friends, yet they 
doubt ; 


mar Mabam, I'm a prrtbot Straitobr mtsbIiT— Tliongh not " out in the cold,” he appears “ cold with- 

S T THINK I VE BEEN IN A COTTRT FOR THE BAST TwENTY YeARS ! ” nrit. ” ’ 


ART TOO MUCH AT HOME. 

** If friends and visitors are not entitled to the diversion of tracing the cha- 
ractpr of their hosts in the tables and sofas they have lived up to and heyond, 
at le^t to themselves nothing can be more instructive than the sermons 

which discarded goods mutter from their melancholy lumber-room.'" 

Mormnff J*aper, 

ScEim-ylnienor of Mr. and Mrs. Plantagenet be Smythe’s pala-^ 
tial drawing-room in their magnificent Mansion at South Ken- 
sington, A party of Visitors have been just ushered in by a 
powdered footman^ and are waiting the appearance of thmr host 
and hostess, 

ILady de Srioohyns [seating herself in an arm-chair), Quite new 
people these, but your father insisted that we should call upon them, 
my dears. Papa said that he believed Mr. Db Smyxsoq had some 
property in our part of the country, and that it was best to conciliate 
aU possible comtituents. So, let us take stock of them before they 
come dow. bo begin, dears, at once, your tour of inspection. 
Co^ge ! here is a photograph of Eton 

Zady de Snoohyns, Evidently sent a son there ! 

Miss Mary, And a coat-of-arms of Linooln’s-Inn. 

Zady Snoohyns, Got a boy at the Bar. 

Zady ^ Snoohyns, Another son in the Church, 
ea'^ry"^^”^* Mamma, here is a picture of a charge of 

Za^ deSnooIiijns, A lad in the Army. Dear me ! Thev seem to 
he nartial to tho Tiro-fAea-iAma t a i seem w 


xneyseemto 

80^*1 * Mamma, suot a beautiful Japanese 

MissJSmily, And look at this strange-shaped sofa I 


Zady de Snoohyns, New in Oxford Street, but old in Spain I They 
have evidently never travelled abroad ! 

Miss Blanche, And oh, Mamina, isn’t this sweet ? Such a lovely 
hot-house rose ! 

Za^ de Snoohyns, In an inappropriate flower-pot I Don’t know 
any clever people ! An Artist would have pointed out the mistake ! 
Dear me, they must be absolutely out of any sort of society I I tbinlr 
your father might have spared us this infliction. 

Miss JEmily, And here is a menu of their last dinner. 

Zady de Snoohyns {glancing at it). Three brown entries one after 
the otl^ ! The husband (who probably has been accustomed in early 
life TO Irish stew) evidently thinks he knows how to order a dinner, 
and has a weak-minded French cook I W^orse fl- nd worse ! i 

Miss de Snoohyns {opening a cupboard). And, oh, Mfl.TnTnfl dear, 1 
what IS this strange tmng ? 

Zady de Smohyns, A scoop used for tasting cheese. [Aside,) Just 
l^e one my poor grandfather used to have in his shop ! [Aloud,) 
Urn my dears, my dears, we must get away as quickly as possible! 
Tiie parent of either Mr. or Mrs. be Smythe must have been a retail 
butter-man I 

exclamation of horror and hurried preparation for 
departure, 

Powdered Fo otm an [throwing open doors), Mr. and Mrs. Plah- 
TAGBNET BE S]OXHE I \Cordial greetings and Qurtain, 

Mbs, B-amsboth^ has written to her nephew at Trinity TTal l to 
ask him "to send her some of the Cambridge Tripos, wnich she 
understands is quite as good in its way as the Cambridge sausages. 

ITbw Fake bus a ■Wbabeht BxrssAin).— A cbegue-mate. 






Febbuabt 3, 1883.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


HOW BTJLL-APIS WENT TIP AGAINST TEl-EL-KEBIE. 

Fragments op an Epic op Modern Egypt. 

ComTifimticated hy the Shade of the Poet Pentaoxtr, aforetvine Epicistt PoeULaurecUe, 
Lyric Chronider, amd Ehythmical War Corresp&indemi to Ramesrs II. 

King Bull- Apis marched to the eastward, to the borders of Nilus he came ; 

He marched with his six-foot sword- wielders, his tubes that could thunder forth 
flame, 

With the troops of his pocket-SESOSTRis, which same was a friendly nickname. 

But ere he was come to the river, the Sly One of Egypt arose, 

From the wilds, and the slums, and the prisons he summoned Bull-Apis’s foes ; 



The nations seemed flummoxed and doubtful ; they said, 

“ ’Tis Bull-Apis’s style ; 

He marches to dght with a hyxnn-book, he collars a land 
with a smile.” 

Grandolmajs', the tongue-swift protested, and Pusar, 
the silken-pawed, purred, 

“Bull- Apis was great in battle, but peace and 
plain-dealing preferred.” ^ 

Sware they, “He means making things pleasant all 
round, now he’s crumpled ms foes.” 

And, in ideogTraphical Coptic, the nations responded, with 
close 

Of dextral orbicular muscle, and digits pressed close to , 
the nose. 

PRIVATE BILLS AND PROJECTS. 

The Society for the Preservation of Commons and 
Open Spaces is doubtless awake to the fact that the 
Railway Bills of the imminent Session threaten to lead 
to the absorption of more than 420 acres of forest and 
common -land. In par- 
ticular, the New Forest is 
menaced by competing 
lines to Bournemouth, 
each of which, perhaps, 
may, however, happily 
succeed in defeating the 
other. Epping Forest is 
also endangered hj the n\ 

proi ected line from Ching- Q 


They gathered as frogs in the marshes, they all at Tel-el-Kebir lay, 

In anticipation of looting, in prospect of increase of pay. 

King Bull- Apis heard, and he armed him, like Mentu he rose in his might, 

He buckled his belt for the battle, he buttoned his boots for the fight. 

And swift from the stalls in the rearward, from the stables of Bull-Apis came, 
His steeds that were mighty to bear him, the stout Sixteen-Stunners their name; 
The Pad-hes, the Sand-hes, the Jon-hes, he gathered them all for the war, 

With the Azure-Shirts, sons of the sea-god, the guns, and the iron-sheathed car. 
But the guns of A-ra-si by hundreds were ranged in his road, and there lay 
The hordes of the Sly One of Egypt as a bar in Bull- Apis’s way. 

Of the tribes of the Franks none appeared, and the rest of the nations stood far'; 
But the tag-raggy troops of the Sly One stood there ready ranged for the war. 
W'aa there one of the battle-ianks with him? Of the Captains and hosts was 
there one ? 

Nay, but they held far from the battle ; King Bull-Apis stood there alone. 

Then Bull- Apis cried to Grandolman, “ Look here ! Shall 1, solus, go on P 
Wherein have I erred, 0 Grandolman ? This deed at thy word have I done. 
The laws of thy mouth 1 transgressed not, nor went from thy counsels astray. 
The straight-tip from thee have I waited, 1 ’ve patiently walked in thy way. 
And now underfoot by these Fellahs shall sturdy Bull- Apis be trod ? 

Thy tongue, 0 Grandolman, can square it, or it were remarkably odd. 

Behold, it is thou that hast done it. 1 blame not thy counsels, I cry, — 

Give the word, and I ’m game for the tussle.” Grandolman he winked with 
his eye. 

He cried, “I’m Grandolman, as ever, a peace-loving pa^, my son ; 

But at present I ’m right on the war-path, like Ra, the Victorious One, 

My heart is afire d Jiu-go, 1 stretch forth my hands to the fray. 

Tour warriors, Bull-Apis, are ready, I ’m ditto. So go it I I say.” 

He spake, and his word was accomplished. Bull- Apis shot forth to the fight. 
And before yon conld say “ periwinkle,” he charged, and the foe was in flight, 
And there stood the Sly One of Egypt, hnt not very long there stood he, 
Beholding the rush of Bull- Apis rignt promptly he turned him to flee. 

And the King was alone. Then he halted his bravest, and cried, “ That is done ! 
It was hot while it lasted, my heroes, hut this is the end of the fun.” 

* * « « « * 

Then the boss of that show, even Tooth-picx, he plucked up his courage and 
said, 

“ This is what I call real good * biz,’ For A-ra-bi, 0, off with his head 1 ” 

But Bull-Apis cried to him, “ Steady^ 0, steady, my loud Chanticleer I 
1 must have my trade- ways unblocked, hnt good FeUahs from me need not fear. 
King Bull- Apis fights not for booty; he means only kindness and good : 
And—well, you just ask my Grandolman if I have a thirsting for blood. 

The nations who left me to do it, now seem in no end of a state ; 

But— I mean to clear out, 1 assure you, — as soon as 1 ’ve set things all straight.” 

4 (> 

And now when the horsemen and footmen, the stout Sixteen-Stunners, and he, 
The po(ket-SEsosTRis, right hand of Bttll-Apis, had come o’er the sea, 

^ey were praised e’en as Mentu the Mighty, the sword unresisted of 
With banquet, and bunting, and buncombe, great honour, and sounding Huzza 1 


projected line from Ching- 
lord to High Beach. A 


plague of both your lines ! 

And surely the latter 
scheme should he opposed 
by the Corporation of 
London. Or is it that the 
proposed route is to be 
made to please some siUy A Silly Liveiyman. 

Liveryman P 

The suburbs of London, abeady spoiled by Railways, 



the next progressive improvement probably will be a 
Tramway to traverse Kensington Gardens. 

“ Facility of access ” is a valuable consideration cer- 
tainly ; but what if the means of access to any given { 
place make that place not worth going to ? What will ^ 
be the good of getting easily and cheaply to the New 
Forest and Epping Forest, if Epping Forest and the New 
Forest shall nave been out up and ruined ? And vdll 
not increased “facilities of access” to the suburbs 
convert such suburbs into- slums still worse than those 
they have been turned into as it is, and render them 
still less worth being resorted to for rebeshment and 
recreation than they have now become ? 

Opposition to mtmsive inroads and encroachments on 
peace and qmet, beauty and repose, is scoffed at as 
“sentimental.” As if the promotion of sordid and 
barbarous joint-stock speculations were prompted by any 
wiser motive. As though a sentiment were something 
less rational than a propensity, and, in particular, 
Ideality were more stupid than Acquisitiveness. 

Utility must always, of course, be the first considera- 
tion— for speculators who simply want to invest money 
to advantage. But shouldn’t it be considered that the 
end of nimmited utilisation for the sake of profit must 
necessarily be that everything that is lovely and makes 
life worth living will, at the pace utilisation is proceed- 
ing, be ultimatdy used up ? 


Taking Another Glass. 

“To see ourselves as otbers see us,” there u nothing 
like looking into the criticisms of the intelligent 
foreigner. Such an one. Dr. J. Scherr by name, has 
been criticising English literature. He teUs us, 
amongst other remarkable things, that Byron’s Myrrha 
is “not inferior to any female character of Bhar- 
SPEARE ” ! Dr. Scherr himself is manifestly not only 
“ not inferior,” he actually rises superior to Nature’s 
favourite child. Sharspeabe held me Mirror up to 
Nature; but Dr. Scherr holds the Myrrha up to 
Sharspeare. 
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AWKWARD STYLE OF COMPLIMENT. 

Junes, “Just sbeit youb Childebn, Mbs. Q^rvEKEut. What mttus Daeldtos they abb ! Quite a Neot of Golb^ Eaos I" 

{Mrs. Q, is wondering whether Jones means to insinvMe that she ^s a Goose ! 


DIAKY OP THE PEEMIEE ABEOAD. 


Chateau Scott, Cannes, Saturday ^ — Here I am at last, and rather 
tired after journey. “ Complete mental^ and physical repose, ’’ 
Andrew Clakkb said. Weil, it’s a blessing to be coddled some- 
times. Feel as if I should like to live here for ever. DelightM 
surroundings. Olive-groves, oranges, aloes, myrtles, and palms. 
If I felt stronger, should wire to Teiswtson that here I am among 
the “ palms and temples of the South,” but perhaps had better keep 
quiet. Hope I shan’t be bothered by seeing people. Hop e Card- 
well and OjBaccDERS won t call. If Hardolfh Churchill comes 
down here for his health, 1 shall have to leave for mine. 

Afonday.— Better already. Air like nectar. Who is it who says 
that “blue isles and snowy mountains wear The purple noon’s 
transparent light ” F Think it ’s Shellet. Don’t approve of Shel- 
ley, hut description not bad, except that no “ snowy mountains” 
anywhere near Cannes. 

Ttiesday, — ^Trip to the Tie Ste. Marguerite to-day. Jolly I Had 
pic-nio near house where Bazaine was confined. I cat down houghs 
of trees, andWoLVERTON boiled the kettle. Proprietor of land objected 
to cutting down trees, in French. Couldn’t quite make out what he 
said, but gave him copy of Bine Book on Egypt and my anto^aph, 
and he went away. Glorious sunset! Head one of Lord Salis- 
bury’s speeches before going to bed, and slept for twelve hours 
on end. Handolph has arrived at Nice. Don’t care ! 

TTcrfnejdoy.— Caught by family translating Irish Land Act into 
Greek in corner of the grounds, under an orange-hush. Theyi 
threaten to telegmph for Andrew Clarke, and nmke me promise ! 
not to do it again. I do so willingly, as I don’t want Andrew 
Clarke here. Feel in position of much greater freedom and less 
responsibility when my Doctor ’s five hundred miles away. Good 
fcBow, Olarrb, but likes coddling me, and 1 don’t like being 
coddled. 

2!%«r«day.~Slip out of grounds, and wire to Harungxon, con- 
gratulating him on his recent speech, which I managed to read 
under the hed^clothes, this morning ! Capital speech ! Also wire to 
Clarke to ask him if he really meant complete repose,, or only 
“ sufficient repose.” He wires back, “ complete, otherwise laryngital 


epMermitis is sure to supervene.” Don’t want to get laryngital 
epidermitis ; wish Doctors wouldn’t frighten one so. Don’t mind 
seeing visitors a hit now; in fact, rather like it. Find myself 
wandering about grounds, repeating best parts of undelivered Mid- 
lothian speeches to the oranges, and denouncing^ Northcote in ^ 
undertone. Cardwell came in and caught me just at a splendid 
peroration ; provoking ; couldn’t finish it, Shall try in bed, to-night. 

Friday . — ^Tonch of the Mistral, to-day. Why “ Mistral ? ” Look 
it up. Clarke told me to “beware of the Mistral.” C^’t help 
it; must do a good ten-mile walk, and climb a mountain.^ Ask 
Childers to come with me. Says he’d rather not; never climbed 
a bill in bis life. Go up by myself, and feel like the youth in 
Excelsior. Back, and draft rough i&etoh of London Municipal Hef orm 
Bill. Slink out after dinner, and telegraph chief clauses to Firth. 
Crowd of French peasants at gates of viUa, waiting to catch a sight 
of me. IMs devotion deserves a reward. ^ I explain to them prin- 
cipal provisions of Irish Arrears Act, at which they seem surprised. 
Gtuery.:— Do they understand my French, I wonder ? 

Saturday.— ‘FedL glorious/ Never knew such health in my life! 
Air like champagne. Up early, and cut down all Lord Wolverton’s 
favourite trees before breakfast. Then, as 1 can’t stand being 
coddled any longer, effieot exchange of dress with passing ouvrier, 
and go off to Esterel Mountains with axe, hunch of bread and cheese, 
and copy of Homer and new County Franchise Bill. Spend a 
delicious day. Come back, and find family have been scouring 
country for me, as there was a report 1 had been carried o£E by 
Iri^- American Fenian corsairs! Family have rea^ telegraphed 
for Andrew Clarke. Don’t care if he comes! Hang Andrew 
Clarke! Hang the Mistral I Feel brimful of spirits. As Andrew 
Clarke is coining, iffiaU take little trip to Genoa— why not Monaco P 




him to join me. No doubt he knows a “system” or two. Great 
fun ! Qpuite pleasant to think we can join hands about anything I 
How much better I am I “ Join hands — at cards I Not that cards 
will be quite the game. But still it is a very good joke for a con- 
valescent! Must he ofi before Clarke arrives. Catch the train, 
wire to Salisbury an route to join me, and there we are ! Now to 
furtively obtain the Continental Bradshaw! 





OUR “VIGILANCE COMMITTEE.” 

. P, “ NOW, THEN, MISTER PUBLIC PEOSECUTOE, WAKJE UP ! : 
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OUR ADVERTISERS. 


( WTiat they don't tell us — Ud'iuxaionalf Literacy, DomestiCt <£?c.) 


E DUC ATION.— Sttpbbios.— Mrs. 

Pean&le, of Horablean House, Patch- 
over, Hants, is ^prepared to receive ia her 
finisainff establishment one or two young 
ladies who are desirous of acquiring the 
polish of a first-class Parisian education, 
combined with the social comforts and 
adornments proper to a thorough sound 
English training. Overlooks the Solent. 
Tinned meat unrestricted. Owing to Mr, 
PnANGLE having, on his return from the 
Bognor Eaces, twice thrown the French 
Professor through the drawing-room window 
at the close of the recent Advent Term, 
Mrs. PeancHiE has, at the present moment, 
one or two vacancies for pnpils, at a some- 
what reduced price. Unexceptionable 
Eeferences. Harp extra. 

E ducation. — little boys.— A n 

extremely uncomfortable home of- 
fered the above by two maiden ladies of 
uncertain temper, who, having tried their 
hands in -turns at leather work, letting 
lodgings, keeping a sea-side boarding-house 
for gentlemen, and telling fortunes for four- 
teen stamps by Post, but without success, 
have at length decided that something might 
be made out of a few little boys. They are, 
therefore, prepared to receive in their six- 
roomed villa five-and-twenty. Terms in- 
clusive, Forty Guineas. — Address, for 
testimonials (home-made), The Misses Slay, 
The Aviary, VYest Skinton. 

E d U C AT 1 0 N.— Wappinghham Eoad 
High School fob Ladies.— Splendid 
Eecreation Grounds, Four-in-hand Club, 
Aquarium, and Military Band on Premises. 
Ninety Selected Professors. Scales : 
Wagnee. Theology : Archbishop of Can- 
TBKBUET. Eecitation : the Poet-Laureate. 
Domestic Medicine: Sir W. Gull. Ele- 
mentary History : Professor Fbeeman. 
Pose : Sidney Colvin. Calisthenics : 
Lord WoLSELEY, Elocution: Sir William: 
Habcoubt. Turkish Bath: Eesident Chief 
Justice. Salmon-fishing at parent’s option. 
Wedding-breakfast daily. — Fees (mclu- 
sive) for In-pensioners, Two Guineas per 
term. Reference to Duchesses. Apply — 
The Lady Principal, Backgammon HaU, 
Wappingham Eoad. 

E ducation.— WOOLWICH army 
E xaminations. — ^Mr. Eopbb Cbam re- 
ceives a limited number of candidates whom 
he “prepares” for the above at an unli- 
mited figure. Mr. Eopeb Cram failed to 
pass at the recent autumn examination — 
No. 237, G. Be Yezey . . . 1012 Marks. 

„ 810, A. Mollims ... 613 „ 

„ 419, F. Bipfleb. ... 1 

the last-named of whom was turned out of 
the hall by the Examiners. As, during 
their supposed period of study, Mr. Eopeb 
Cbam’s Pupils enjoy unrestricted licence in 
the shape of billiard and card playing, toge- 
ther with the run of aU the low and dis- 
reputable society in the neighbourhood, 
parents are requested to make early appli- 
cation as vacancies in the Establiifiiment are 
rapidly filled AH particulars can be 
had from the Principal, Squeezim House, 
Holloway Rise. 

E ducation. — Germany. Neuhausen- 
on-the-Spree.— A Fraudulent Bank- 
rupt who has found Mexico, at last, too 
hot to hold hizm is, as a last resource, now 
prepared to oner a sound religious and 
moral education to several young Gentle- 
men of position. — Terms (payable in 
advance) £100 per annum. A., Post 
Mestante^ as above. 


E ducation.— cHiPSTEE colle- 
giate SCHOOL.— The Eev. Hal- 
BOT Fbyngb (late B.B. of Durham), having 
recently, with a view to the creation of a 
weU-paymg “Home for the Poor,” 
taken an inconveniently large house in the 
immediate neighbourhood of Chipster, 
which by some miscalculation he now finds 
empty, with twenty-two spare bed-rooms 
on his hands,^ is prepared to receive, at the 
shortest notice, any number of boys he 
can possibly get together to cram into 
them.^ Age, size, parentage, or antecedents 
no object. The course of instruction, which 
will include Latin, Greek, German, French, 
the^ higher Mathematics, Military Sur- 
veying, Dancing, and Astronomy, and any- 
thing else inquired for by applicants, will 
be under the sole direction of the Rev. 
Halbot Fbynge himself, who is rubbing 
up his acquaintance with the above and 
other subjects as fast as he can in the 
Christmas holidays, in order that he 
may be in a fair position to receive his 
young friends with some confidence at the 
opening of the February term, which com- 
mences on the 10th inst. Music, Drilling, 
Fencing, Part-Singing, and preparation for 
the East Indian Civil Service, wiU be pro- 
visionaUy undertaken by the Gardener. 

For full mrtioulars apply to The Eev. 
the Rect or, University Hou s e, Ch ipste r. 

E ducation. — backward and 

Incorrigible Boys pushed further back 
and rendered stiU more incorrigible on an 
entirely new system ; the Advertiser, whose 
principle is mainly one of gentle argument, 
mingled with mild persuasion, having, 
through the recent blowing up of a neigh- 
bouring barn, had to part with four of his 
pupils to a Reformatory, while one has 
been removed to an Institution for Idiots, 
has now a few vacancies. — ^Address, Eeve- 
BEND, Post-Office, Limpley Stoke. 

E ducation.— HIGHER culture 

FOB Ladies. — ^At the West Camber- 
weH University (^liated by Private Char- 
ter to the sister Universities of Cambridge 
and Oxford). The foHowing are some of 
the selected subjects for the Public Lectures 
to be delivered in the ensuing Lent Term : — 
Applied Dynamics, Differential Hypotheses, 
Statics, Diffused Metaj^ysics, Integral 
Principia, and Economic Ethics. There is 
also a class forming for Girls under the age 
of fourteen in Trigonometrical Hydrostatics. 
A qualified Medical Practitioner, accus- 
tomed to all the earlier stages of dementia 
is in attendance to watch the classes. — 
Apply to the Lady ChanceHor . 

E ducation. -HIGH-CLASS 
School fob Sale. — ^The remarkably 
valuable educational property, known as 
Eton University CoHege Academy, to be 
disposed of at once, without references or 
inquiry. Commanding position, overlooking 
the back of the Bermondsey Soap Works. 
System of' education sound, useful, and 
commercial. As the present number of 
pupils amounts to three (all xmclaimed by 
parents), supplemented by the man in pos- 
session of the premises, the annual turnover, 
with management, might be regarded as 
considerable. The Yioe-Worden would, 
however, part with the goodwiH of the 
whole as it stands (indudmg the services 
of a French Master with delirium tremens^ 
who can also do conjuring tricks) for his 
railway and steamboat fare (long sea 
passage) to Boulogne. — Address, Hebo- 
DOTUS, Post-Office, Sloper’s End, 3. 


T he mile end magazine for 

Febbuaby Now Ready. 

T he mile end magazine.— To be 

had Jjyjfche bushel anywhere. 

T he mile "end 'MAGTZ iNE-Order 

t he back numbe rs of your Butterman. 

T he" mile end Magazine" is 

heavy, dismal, dreary, dispiriting, 
dead-alive reading. 

T he mile end magazine, enjoy- 

ing an established circulation between 
the Sub-Editor and the Office Boy, offers 
novel and exceptional advantages to Adver- 
tisers. 


T he mile end magazine is fuH 

of unoriginal Articles by untried and 
unpaid Authors. 

T he mile end magazine “is 

among the very worst things of the 
kind we have ever come across. To ask 
twopence for it is not only to insult but to 
swindle the public.” — Literary Helpmate* 

T he mile end magazine “shohid 

be kicked off every bookstaH in the 
three Kingdoms.” — Daily Deflector, 

T he mile end magazine.—" we 

should like to punch the Editor’s 
head.” — Cross-Dxaminer, 

T he mile end magazine.— “M rs. 

Norton Chipping’s terrible piece of 
serial trash, Tlie Dothirminguys, goes from 
bad to worse. There is, from first to last, 
no plot, no character, no incident, and no 
grammar. Why does not some one lock the 
woman up ? ” — Worcester Sentinel, 

T he mile end magazine.—" Mr. 

Bakeb Bbyant’s drivelling and con- 
temptible poem, Dklegethon among the 
JECamadryads, warrants the hearty breaking 
of every window in the office.”— Herwe Day 
Athenaeum, 


INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB. 


HY HAYE ANY HAIR AT ALL ? 


B 
W 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB is made 
of an entirely new adamantine mate- 
rial, highly charged, and of rasping pene- 
tration. 


B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB, if used 
daily, will in. time remove not only 
the head-ache but the head. 

B " INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB instantly 
turns the Hair all the colours of the 
rainbow. 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB can be 
utilised as a powerful potato-rake. 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB may be 
out up into cavalry spurs. 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB is an 
exceHent substitute for bottle-glass 
on garden waHs. 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB should 
be tried on the baby. 

-DINNER’S DYNAMIC COMB breaks 
j 3 up with facility in to tenp enny nails. 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB. — “A 
Mldlajsq) Nobleman ” writes : — 
" My hair had been falling off slowly for 
some time, when I was induced to purchase 
one of your dynamic combs. The moment 
I used it, aH the hair I had left came off 
wi th a rush.” 

B INKER’S DYNAMIC COMB.— To be 
had everywhere, in an elegant case, 
or sent free by post for £1 17«. ^d. 
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ANTICIPATION. 

Fistator {short-aigJUcd ; he had been, trolling all day for a Ing FOce that lay in a hole cdout here), “ Quiox, Jabtis — ^ths IiAlTDlirG-KBT — 
I ’tb got him ! " 

Jarvis. “ Ah, Sir, rr 's osfLT an old Fbnin’-Pan ! Bur that will be hsbffl, t’know. Sib, when wb do catch him I " 


LA.WN-TENNIS IN WINTEE. 

By a Wilful Lawntcnnisonienne, 

^ ^ . 0 BKIN& me, 0 bring me, my 

^ ‘ \ \ \ stout mackintosh. 

\ ^ ^ feather for slime 

• V ' ' * 

" ‘ \ The sky it is leaden, the 

Jr lawn sopping wet, 

MElkir sodden the balls are, 

IVjSKy^ slack .is the net ! 

~ 1 ' V ^ before, and I ’ll 

^ .y mm I ’ll play at Lawn-Tennis in 

' 

ITl don my son’- wester, 
\ ftnrL then what do I care 
'»iir v a ~sr- /-x If weather be foul or if 

^ weather be fair ? 

.>J^SP giaar<^ I ’ll put on my furs, and I ’ll 

F shorten my frocks, 

-=?=- Wear thick woollen stock- 
ings, andredkniokerbocks : 
^ ^ storm 

.X^*C^BWP> \ ]r ^ ^ or the flood, — 

\ V^lf^v X . ' I’ll play at Lawn-Tennis in 

I y iiiT' * 

I laugh as the hailstones 
come pattering down; 

I’m spattered all over from sole unto crown I 
In thunder and lightning I ’ll play aU the same— 

I tom^t be debarred from my fayourite game 1 
Though weak-hearted lasses may quiver and quail, 

I ’ll ]^y at Lawn-Tennis in spite of the hail I 


mim 


a2 




In summer ’tis pleasant, but you ought to know 
’Tis capital fun in the winter also ; 

When nets are all frozen, and balls can’t rebound, 
When chilly the air is, and snow ’s on the ground ! 
Though lazy folks shiver, and say ’tis “ no go,” 

I ’ll play at Lawn-Tennis in spite of the snow ! 

What pleasure can equal, what exercise vies 
With winter Lawn-Tennis, with snow in your eyes ? 
You trip and you tumble, you glance and you glide, 
You totter and stumble, you slip and you slide I 
With two ancient racquets strapped fast to my feet, 
I ’ll play at Lawn-Tennis in spite of the sleet ! 

In autumn, as weU as in summer or spring, 

In praise of Lawn-Tennis I heartily sing I 
Though good at each season, and better each time, 

I ’m certain in winter the game ’s in its prime ! 

You doubt it ? No matter I Whate’er may befall, 

I ’ll play at Lawn-Tennis in spite of you all ! 


ROUND ABOUT THE CITY COURTS. 

SHAjap-looking Lawyers and pigeons. On the whole, the latter 
stouter and sleeker than the former. Eather curious this, as when 
a pigeon gets into the hands of a certain kind of Solicitor, the poor 
bird gets efPeqtually plucked. But these pigeons are knowing little 
oreatmes, flying about the yard of the Qiuldhall, and under the 
immediate patronage of the Lonn Matob and the Court of Aldermen. 
It is strange that the City Corporation should have chosen pigeons 
for wards— it would have been more appropriate had they selected 
doves — turtle-doves. However, there are the pigeons, and they 
pOTch at the door of ‘‘ the Commissioner’s Court.” The pigeons are 
Imt behind, and this is the interior of the hall of Justice over which 
that good Scotch watch-dog, Commissioner Bjebb, presides whenever 
I ithappens to be open. The ^eat man is seated on a stuffed chair 
1 (East of Temple Bar, stuffing is de rigueur) under the City Arms. On 
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A HOWL FEOM. THE 
HANSOM. 

[A correspondence has been 
going on in a daily paper regard- 
ing the mnrderoTiB rate at which 
hansoms are driven in London.] 

Hubbabc, hurrah for the Han- 
som Cab, 

That rattles along the street ! 
The Growler crawls like the 
slnggish crab, 

But we are like lightning 
fleet. 

Unheeding the crowd we roll 
along. 

By night as well as by day, 
And women and children in 
the throng 

Fly wildly out of our way. 

But we are alert for hapless 
folk 

Who cannot escape our 
wheels. 

And, wot ye well, ’tis a scream- 
ing joke 

When somebody ’neath ns 
reels. 

By broken bones a lesson is 
taught, 

That people who walk should 
ride j 

The Hansom’s the Car of 
Juggernaut, 

And Death is the fare inside ! 


EaxriTOCAL Advektise- 
MENT. — Ticket posted in the 
window of a Civic Teadealer’s 
shop; Choice 2s. 6d. Tea. 
Wonderful Yalue.” How 
wonderful? For the under 
or over-valuation of the tea 
valued at two-and-sixpence ? 
The announcement of an ar- 
ticle on sale at a value styled 
“wonderful,” may be meant 
by its vendor for a recom- 
mendation of that commodity, 
but would equally answer the 
purpose of an opposition shop- 
keeper to run it down. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 121. 



ALGERNON BERTRAM MIXEORD, C.B„ 

SGcretary to H, M.'s Office of Work's. 


TOKENS UP THEllEI 

Fibes, Deaths, Collisions, 
Floods, Explosions, Plots, 
Succeed a blazing sto, attend 
black spots 

Which speckle the Sun’s disk, 
in that bright place. 

Like moles or patches on 
Apollo’s face. 

Oh, ghost of pASTBroGB, in 
this earthly scene, 

Sage, chafEed so sorely by St. 

Patrick’s Dean, 

Now, if that too satiric Spirit 
knows, 

What says the shade of Swift 
to facts like those P 
And thou, late Eadkiel of the 
Spheres now free, 

Thou, too, the stiU surviving 
Tao-Szb, 

Sing songs of triumph, and 
rejoice, and cry, 

“ Are such coincidences all 
myeye ? 

Ye jSttxlets and ye Ttn- 
DAXLS, who deride 
Wonders and signs, your heads 
diminished hide ; 

Your stubborn necks to faith 
in omens bend : 

See what disasters solar spots 
portend. 

O’er incredulity let Facts pre- 
vail. 

And own the teaching of a 
Comet’s tail. 


SEASONABLE COSTUMES. 

The most popular dresses 
at recent fancy balls have 
been “ The Spattered Heart,” 
“The Mudlark,” “A Sym- 
phony in Splashes,” “The 
Crossing- Sweeper,” “The 
Scavenger,” and “ Muddy 
Gentlemen of the Nineteenth 
Century.” 


“ Tho Duke is very strangely gone.” 

Measure for Measure, Act I., Sc, v. 

Fabian {Punch). Did I not say he would work it out ? 

Twelfth NigH, Act II., Sc. v. 


THE SEVEN AGES OP GIEL. 

Cryage, Hompage, Tartage, 
Frillage, Flirtage, Jiltage, 
and Marriage. 


either side of him is a wainscoting, semi-circular iu form, suggesting 
that behind the hopds is plenty of accommodation for the brooms, 
brushes, and other impedimenta of the old lady who does the charing. 
No doubt, to remind the Commissioner that he should keep cool and 
not lose Ms temper, there is an enormous barometer, wMch seems to 
have been borrowed from a scene in the after-part of a Christmas 
Pantomime; The general impression on entering the Court is that 
everybody is talking at one and the same time. And the impression 
is not altogether erroneous. The PlaintiS and the Defendant, in 
spite of their representatives being present, are hard at work contra- 
Meting one anotner. Principals in other oases are loudly discussing 
their chances of success, while two Solicitors in strange-looking 
stuff-gowns are loudly contending for vocal-mastery. A hMf -hearted 
efEort to preserve order is made by placing a cou]^e of placards on 
the walls requesting “ Plaintiffs ” to keep on one side of the room, 
and “ Defendants ” on the other. 

“ Why are those Solicitors wearing gowns ? ” asks a newly-called 
and inexperienced Barrister, who has looked in, possibly with a view 
to obtaining some “ soup ”— a nickname for chance briefs. 

Out of respect to the Commissioner, I think. Sir,” replies the 
cheeriest of City Policemen, protecting a barrier. “His Honour 
seems to like it.” 

The Commissioner appears to glory iu the noise. He waits until 
he catches something with wMch he disagrees, and then pounces 
down upon the speaker like a cat upon a mouse. He reminds 
one of an agile performer playing upon half-a-dozen kettle- 
Mu^. Now he gives a tap to the Defendant, now to the 
Plaintiff’s Advocate, now to the mild-lookmg Gentleman in a 
Damster’s-wig, who, seemingly, is the Court’s Registrar, now to 


four Witnesses who will speak together. Then he keeps quite 
sileut until the two Advocates are once more fighting hammer and 
tongs, when, after a few minutes’ pause, he suddenly brings the 
case to a hurried conclusion, by abruptly announcing his decision. 



Commissioner Kerr'-* Court. — ^A Friend at a Finch. 


The noise does not cease. On the contrary, another pair of suitors 
are impatient to be heard, and the chatter recommences with 
renewed energy. Again the Commissioner deals out his knock- 
down blows right and left with the strictest impartiality, until once 
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PUNCHES PREMIER PUZZLE. 

Herb is Oannss / fine Place to flay at “ Catoh-as-Catch-Can.*’ 

Try it then. Turn bound thrbb Times, and oatoh thb Grand Old Han ! 


again the time arrives for him to stop the proceedings in the nsiial 
manner. The title of the Court might be “ Rough and Ready,” in 
recognition of the hearty simplicity with which it is conducted. It is 
only fair to add that, in spite of the noise and confusion, the best feeling 
seems to prevail everywhere, so much so, that it is no unusual thing 
to see a Police- Janitor offering a pinch of snuf to a gown-glorided 
Solicitor. 

Two minutes’ walk, and the realm of the Commissioner is replaced 
by the Guildhall Police-Court. Here is a decided change. Decorum 
is the order of the day. The room is well-arranged. The officials 



Guildhall. — ^Police Caught Swearing I 

wear a bright and neat costume, looking as if they wished to be 
taken for the ideal heroes of that capita tale, l)andy. They 
are, moreover, most careful in” their diction, whispering “bad 
lan^age” whenever they have to make use of it in giving their 
evidence. In fact, it is a most painful duty to a Policeman when- 
ever he has to swear himself before €nterin|: the witness-box. 
A c^e of assault is heard, when the greatest possible interest is taken 
in the condition of the .prisoner, so far as his sobriety is concerned, 
by everyone in Court. One witness considers he was “intoxi- 
cated,” another “ perfectly sober ” a third “ not drunk, hut a little 
^ liQtior.’ Each of those called upon to testify seems to have a 
different standard of “ aleohoKo deportment.” However, the Aider- 
man decides against the luckless defendant, and finally addresses 
nun very murii as follows, evidently framing his style upon a 
hanring-Judge presidmg at the Old Bailey 

You have been guilty of three most serious offences. You have 
be^ proved to have been drunk, to have committed an assault, and 
to have refined to give up a ticket,” At this point the prisoner 
plucks up his courage. “This is a very grave matter, indeed— 
so grave that I must deal with it with lie utmost severity. Had 
you struck the Plaintiff in a fatal part, yon might have been 


gnUty of murder ; had you, in a state of intoxication, burned down 
a house, you would have committed arson; and, by refusing to 
deliver up your ticket, you might have caused, by we delay arising 
out of your refusal, an accident entailing the loss of scores, if not 
hundreds of valuable lives.” Here the Alderman pauses, and the 
prisoner turns pale with apprehension. “Under these circum- 
stances,” continues his W'orship, in solemn tones, “ in spite of the 
pain it gives me, I must deal with you with the utmost severity. 
The sentence of this Court is, that you shall be taken from hence to 
the office of the Clerk from whence you came,”— the prisoner by this 
time is in a fainting condition, and scarcely hears the following 
words— “where yon shall pay sixty shillings and costs, and 
may; ” But here the Alderman pauses abruptly, and the con- 

clusion of the Death Doom remains unspoken. And so the matter 
ends. 

If the GnildhaU Police Court is “ respectable,” the Justice Room 
at the Hansion House is even “ more so.” Here the work is done— 
nearly entirely— by Mr. Maetin, the Chief Clerk, who seems to 
tolerate with cheerful kindLLuess the presence of the Lobd Mayor or 
the presiding Alderman, When Sir Robert Garden is in the Chair, 
geniality, not to say boundless and innocent hilarity, is the watch- 
word of the day— dashed only by a latent dread on the part of the 



Mansion House. — Carden Party. 

officials that the huge Sword of State which hangs over the 


rial bench may descend unexpectedly upon the devoted hei „ 
^minal Dispenser ^ of Law and the actual Preserver of Order. 
However, when it is remembered' that the worthy Alderman seems 
to possess a charmed life, good-humour is instautly restored, as it 
is felt that any inconvenience to which his Worship might be put by 


such an awkward contreUmps would certainly be of a purely tran- 
sitory character. To sim ig— Justice east of Temple Bar does not 


appear to differ materially nom Justice east of anywhere else. 


TO COREEBPOHBEirTS. — In no case can Contributions, whether 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. 


MS., Printed Hatter, or Drawings, bo returned, unless accompanied 
Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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'"WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS” &o. . 

Friend [pullmg long face), “Httllo, Waostafp, how are tou, Old Man! 
’So GRIEVED TO HEAR OF VOITR TROUBLES 1 I HOPE YOU ’RE ALL RIGHT AGAIN. 
I ASSURE YOU I FULLY SYMP ” 

Wagstaff {voUh surprise), “ Eh ? Thanks— but I 've been all right— 

NEVER BETTER IN MY LIFE I TROUBLES ! MuST BE SOME MISTAKE.” 

Friend, “ Well— I heard you had been seriously embarrassed— *n fact 

THAT YOU 'd been THROUGH THE CoURT.” 

Wagstaff [enligUened), “ Oh !— I see ! You mean my Creditors ! Lor, 
YES, POOR Fellows I they have had a bad time of it ! I ” 

[Exeunt, laughing. 


THE SOIITART WEEPER. 

[N’ot'by Wordsworth,) 

“ I have tried cases in which, the eyidence showed a whole 
family not only living in one room, hut occupying the same 
bed, and that abed on the floor. We can. hardly supnose that 
children brought up under these circumstances can Lave any 
feeling of decency, chastity, or morality left in them.’* 

Mr. Justice Kat at Manchester, 
“The Coroner’s Inquest in the case of the fire in Windsor 
Street, held up to view once more the shockingly crowded and 
squalid condition of the homes of the poor in I^udon. In that 
house in Windsor Street there were thirty-two persons in nine 
rooms ; people who did not belong to the house often slept on 
the staircase. . . . The Murphys, who were also heard of 
during the Coroner’s inquiry, had to pay three shiliings a week 
for the one room in whicn they lived, nine in family.” 

8t, Jmiee^s Gazette, 

Behold her, in her native slum, 

Yon dirty, draggled London lass ! 

Enter, but be prepared to hold 
Yonr noses as you pass ! 

Mid dith, in rags, she sits and sighs, 

And stares with large lack-lustre eyes ; 

Oh, watch her, for no sadder sight 
Sh^ greet your gaze this livelong night I 

No “ Oflioer of Health” condemns 
The single grewsome little room 
Wherein nine human heings, with sonls, 

Fulfil their awful doom. 

Up crowded stairs, through rotted floors, 

The fever and the drain-smell pours ; 

Yet seventy pounds a year seems high 
As rental for a rookery ! 

Will no one tell us why she sighed, 

This London child, the nation’s care P 
Perchance of purer life she dreams. 

And breathes a visionarv air. 

Or is it some more simple grief P 
I Perhaps her hunger needs relief P 

Or natural tears may idly fiow 
I For lack of joys that others know. 

Whatever the oanse, the maiden seemed 
As if her woe could have no mending ; 

I saw her crouching at the hearth, 

And o’er the embers bending. 

I watched her till my heart was spent ; 

And in my nostrils, as I went, 

The odour of the place I bore, 

Long after it was seen no more. 

Song foe the Conservative Commoners. — “Oh, 
Elcho, how Wemtss you ! ” 


FLOTOW. 

Silent ! the tuneful and ear-catching bringer 
Of Melody’s simple magic to the crowd ; 

Whose work has won from many a throng-cheered singer 
The praise by scornful critics disallowed. 

Perchance, were we all fnlly-fiedged Immortals, 

Our only laurels were for Wagner’s brow : 

But, wingless, on this side the shadowy portals, 

Millions will sigh for Martha and Flotow. 


STEP BY STEP. 

[A Chronological Table for France for the next Ten Tears,) 

1883. Expulsion of Pretenders from Paris. Abolition of the 
regimental colours. Eemoval of all the monuments of the capital 
connected with the history of the reigning families. 

1884. Abolition of the title of “ Monsieur.” Expulsion of the 
Judges. Decree forbidding Bishops to wear their mitres. The 
exposition of watch-chains declared illegal and against the poHoy of 
equality ordained by the Republic. 

1885. The names of Napoleon and Louis pronounced illegal. 
Abolition of the grade of Drum-Major. All social distinctions 
strictly forbidden. Servants to treat their employers on a footing of 
perfect eqnality. “ One man is as good as another— and better,” 
becomes the National motto. 

1886. The name of every town in France changed eight times. 


M. Hugo is dejjrived of his prefix, “Victor,” as the title is con- 
sidered suggestive of the hero of the First Empire. Servants 
once employed by Pretenders and their descendants or relatives 
expelled from France. 1 

1887. Equality on the Stage introdnoed. Pieces cast from the 
stock companies by lot. Expulsion of all the dramatic Authors on 
their protesting against this regulation. Decree authorising cab- 
drivers to sit inside their vehicles while their fares drive their 
horses. 

1888. Installation of the ninety-first Premier elected within three 
years. Creation of a universal Parliament to which, everyone at his 
birth belongs, in substitution of the two Houses. Banishment of all 
the Doctors on the score of their giving their services nearly exclu- 
sively to the rich. M. Hugo exiled because allusion is made to him 
as “ the Prince of Poets.” 

I 1889. Dogs and cats presented with the Franchise. Expulsion of 
wearers of more than one shirt a week. Decree forbidding the use 
of any letters of the alphabet which can be employed in making such 
words as “ King,” Prince,” or “ Emperor.” 

1890. Withdrawal of “Louis” and “Napoleons” from the 
currency. Abolition of all grades in the Churon, the Civil Service, 
and the Bar. 

1891. Law and order prohibited. The Army declared to consist 
entirely of privates. All the letters of the alphabet reduced to the 
same significance. The Republic dedaied eternal. 

1892. Return of a “ Pretender ” at the head of the Army. Over- 
whelming enfiiUBiasm, and political and social slavery for the next 
twenty years I 
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MY lads, lend ear 1 There ’s a yam to spin on an old hut honest 
text. 

When around our oMs and our headlands hoar our winter seas are 
vext, 

When the waves are lashed by the wind-douts wild that come with 
the condor sweep 

Of their hurrying wings like harpy-flights that prey on the troubled 


When the brine that through soft summer days with its dow soft 
breaking curls 

Has laved the slopes of the brown ribbed sands and the iimbs of the 
Hereid girls. 

Beats clamorous, clifl-high, mad assault all round our island shores, 
And Titan-handed shocks and rends, and tiger-ttoroated roars : 

When the seaman shades spray-blinded eyes with an eager tremulous 
hand. 

And looks with a long and an anxious look to the lights that gleam 
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Whilst the wave-shock’d timbers creak and cleave beneath his frost-nnmb feet, 
And the wail of women sounds now and anon through the hiss of the driving 
sleet : 

Then, whilst the sybarite couches snug in a cozy curtain’d nook, 

And the hero-lessening cynic smirks o’er his flask, and bowl, and book 
Then the cry is— not lor the Sage or Bard, — ^wild eyes that search and scan 
The shore-line seek not Wealth or Wit, but the face of the Life-Boat Man! 

We have all our uses after all, from the dileitanii dovm, 

WBl the fine contemner of foolish gush for once forbear to frown ? 

The life-Boat Man may be scarce the sti^ to inspire heroic rhymes, 

But he who stands ready to venture life is — a handy fellow at times. 

j Beady I The manliest word of words that make up mortal speech, 

Beady !— to lead the thundering diarge or face the perilous breach; 

To stme or stand, to dare or bear, small odds, ’tis much the same, 

But when the stake is the trifle, life, he is game who will play the game. 

Play it right out with a steady hand and an uneffusive force. 

In an everyday cool sort of way, as a matter nauch of course ; ^ , 

The style in brief of the Life-Boat Man, no Saint perchance, nor Crichton, ^ 

But a man low pay won’t check or stay, and the chance of death won’t frig 

Beady I All round our sea-scourged coasts, you will find him, prompt at call. 
When the winds are out, and the waves are up, and the black sky frovTns o’er all ; 
When the rock-reefs teeth or the quicksand’s suck imperil the helpless sMp, 
And it means grim fight with the mad sea’s might to slacken the storm-fiend s 
grip. 

Beady ! The cot may be warm and snug, whilst the sea is wild and chill ; 

The wife may look wistful, and ill at ease, as vdves of the humblest will. 
Beward ? Why yes, he may win some pounds, if he dares the wave’s mad strife; 
But tisn’t a Peerage that lures Mm on to the hazard of life for life I 

Yet forth he goes I Now, the cynic knows of worldly lore good stwe, 

Perhaps he will say if it may not pay, round our rock-bound British shore. 


To have such men as the Life-Boat Man, men simply, 
cheaply brave. 

Aye ready to enter the lists with Death, and not to slay, 
but save. 

And perchance some souls of a softer strain may feel some 
tenderer thrill. 

Well, G-entlemen, neither cheers nor sneers will the Life- 
Boat coifiers fill. 

The time of tempest is on ns now, ’tis the hour for succour 
steady ; 

The Life- Boat Man at his post is found — ^British Public 
are you “ Beady ” ? 


HONOURS UNDIYIDED. 

Mr. Puitob:, ever ready to note and do homage to 
heroism — (witness his appeal on another page for the 
work of the gallant Lifeboat Men)--makes here his 
admiring and respectful bow to Miss Jessie Ace, who, 
when a heavy sea was running at the Mnmbles one 
day last week, finding a rope improvised from her 
own and her sister’s shawls nseless to rescue a struggling 
sailor drowning amidst the vnreckage breaking on the 
rock, boldly flung herself into the water, and saved the 
man’s life. So Mr,^ Punch is proud to chronicle in his 
own page the courageous act of this Miss Jessie, who 
is elearly not only an Ace, but a very Ace of Trumps. 

LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

IN MT EAST CHAIR. 

’Tis simply detestable weather ! 

At home I ’m determined to stay ; 

A fortune I ’ve spent in shoe-leather, 

And ruined three hats ev’ry day ! 

Umbrellas I ’ve borrowed and broken, 

And angered their owners no doubt : 

These things I consider a token, 

’Tis not the least nse to go ont I 

But let the weather be foul or fair, 

I ’ll sit and smile in my Easy Chair ! 

The morning’s uncertain and hazy— 

I can’t be quite sure of the time— 

I ’m feeling exhausted and lazy, 

Not equal to reason or rhyme I 

Let editors clamour for copy, 

And printers persistently tease ! 

I ’ll maunder and nod like a poppy, 

And take forty winks at mine ease 1 

My dreams are pleasant, so I don’t care. 

I ’ll sit and snooze in my Easy Chair ! 

There ’s nothing of note in the papers. 

There ’s nothing to do or to say : 

We suffer extremely from “vapours” — 

The fog and the damp of each day. 

Though streets may be frozen or flooded, 

’Tis useless to fume or to fret ; 

Though friends are be-spattered and mndded— 

1 ’ll smoke a serene cigarette I 

And all the burdens I have to beu, 

I '11 smoke away in my Easy Chair ! 

Within it is snug and quiescent, 

Without it persistently pours ; 


My chair is well-cushioned and pleasant, 

Though life ’s fuU of angles and bores I 
My room is deliciously torrid, 

By frost or by rain 1 ’m unvext ; 

The world is decidedly horrid— 

Bo call me the month after next I 

The world may roll and may tear its hair, 

I ’ll roll and laugh in my Easy Chair I 

“I ’ve often heard,” remarked Mrs. Bamsbothaii, “ of 
Mr. B.XTSEIN being cut up by those vicious Critics ; and 
I ’m not a bit surprised fliat at last he ’s come to be the 
Slayed Professor ? ” 

At the Adelphi Mr. Chab3UES Rejjob advertises “Two 
Great Mine Scenes.” He might just as well have written 
“ Two Great Scenes of Mine. 
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the Yaudeville, where the Ghreat Sabah herself is playing the heroine 
A LITTLE ABROAD. of Sabdoit’s Fidwa, that the demand for seats is beyond the snpply 

/ ^ T17 ^ -n . u .. T, • ->1 1^ ^ r/ 7 ^ for three nights a-head. Here, outside all day are those pests of 

[Afm Notes of a JRetwm Vis'd to Tans ma Monte Carlo,) Parisian, theatres, the “ touts,*’ to be seen hanging about, pretending 

In consequence of a tremendous success at Monte Carlo— of which, to sell what they haven’t got, and worrying the weak and ^e 
more anon, for I am sure my “system” will be useful to all my simple. Their continual presence suggested a brilliant Angle- 
readers, and to thousands yet unborn— I was able to stay a few days Parisian jeu^de-^mot^ which I let ofE on a frij^id, “to whom, as I 
nights— I prefer the nights — in Paris. I seized this opportunity pointed out one of these fellows as a specimen of the rest, I exclaimed, 
because Paris itself may not be able to offer it me again this year. ^^JNoscitur a sodis^ et voild Tout ! ” The directions for making 

Foreigners don’t like to go for pleasure to a place where a reign of this joke successfully are, first : that “ 2 bwl^ ” must be pronounced as 
terror may commence at any moment, and where you may be awoke, in English ; secondly, that your friend be an Englishman, who under- 
the morning after your arrival, by the Chambermaid who has stands French and his own language. The right^f [reproducing this 
I side-splitter I have secured by International Copyright.] 

^ rv O At last the police have determined to come down upon 

^ CP these touting gentry pretty sharp, and it is just as well 

the nolice of Paris should do something to show they 

have still some of their old power in the streets, where, 
^ policeman calmly looking on, you can be knocked 
down and run over without any official interference, and 
then be fined twenty francs for obstructing the thorough- 
\ things which we manage 

^ three parts I like Sabah muchly — X’l^iraw- 
example— but “ I fcaow her tricks and her 
manners,” and, as a rule, am not her devoted admirer ; 
/ 7 ^ forced to acknowledge that her jF^^dora is a 
J/J 11 triumph of dramatic Art. In the Third Act I forgot that 

it Sabah, and saw only Fedora, In the Fourth Act, 




“ Yfery Like ! Very Like ! ^'-^ NamUt , 


af»ot towzled hair, and look as if the previous night’s 
supper had thoroughly disagreed with her, I was soon 
fixed by her “ glittering eye,” became oblivious of her 
affectations, and again, when she was once in action, I 
followed her every movement right through that terrible 
bit of realism where her lover turns on her like a raging 
lunatic, and seems almost to shake her head off in his 
attempt to throttle her, until, having escaped from him, 
she takes poison, and rolls off the sofa— a corpse ! 

Paul Bbbton acts up to her, and acts really well 
when with her ; but, when left ^to himself, plunging 
about on a soft sofa, and diving his head into the sofa i 
cushions, with his heels uppermost, like a porpoise at 
play, sobbing, Ma Mere ! ma Mere I ” he is eminently 


. , play, sobbing, ** Ma Mere I ma Mere i " ne is eminently 

De^me a Petroleuse, entering your room, acoomjpanied by the Boots unmanly and peculiarly ridiculous. The Parisians, however, I 
andngax^ic porters with tri^coloured cockades XXL their ^ts, swords applauded him, though here I fancy the claque led it; but a j 
m their hands, and pistols in their belts, ferociously insisting on Parisian audience are always ready to applaud anyone, in any 
taking you off to be shot as a spy, simply because your Conversation situation, who sobs, and shouts, “ Ma Mere ! ma Mh^e I ” if he 


taking you off to be shot as a sw, simply because your Conversation situation, who sobs, and shouts, “ Ma Mere ! ma Mere I ” if he 
? three languages, your Illustrated Guide to Farts, ^d your only sobs and shouts loud enough. There is no reality, no touch of 
Ollendorff* s JSasy Method of Learning French in 8 ixtt^~four nature in such an hysterical eidubitiou of grief . 

Lessons, aU lying by your bedside, have been considered as pieces de But as to Sabah, she is Fedora, The piece may be, m nll be 
emvic^on quite sufficient to seal your fate with the Communist easily adapted for the English Stage, will attract, will be a 
Committee, wMch has been pronounced the Government de facto success wiui all who have not seen Sabah, hut I unable to name 
Bi^e 4 A,M., wMe you were in your first deep. ^ any English Actress who can really play this part. And this is no 

Jr'aris is m a deuce oi a state tjmt’s evident : the Gargons wait on disparagement to our Actresses, as the Play is, in effect, a one-part 
you anxio^iy, M i± they would like their in advance, not piece, and that one part was vnritten for Sabah. As the song says, 

knowing but that the next mmute they vsill have to hide in the “It’s all done for tiie sake of Sabah I ” Mr. Bancboft baa pur- 
cellars to avoid service at the barricades. The Half “World is having chased it for the Haymaiket, but unless he secures Mr. Ibving-, 
i ® ofit, on the short-aud-merry-life principle, and between whom and Sabah ^ere is a remarkable resemblance, and 
tne Three-quarters- World flock in crowds to the numerous 
gambling Clubs for all classes which have gradually sprung 
mto existence,- to the Caf^s, to the Bals Masqu§s, the 
Bjstaurants and the ill - ventilated and uncomfortable 
Theatres, which, when there is any attraction at all, have 
never been ^re crowded than they are now, or, from a 
fire-panic point of view, more dangerous. 

Junre appeared in a new musical piece, M*mzelle Nitouche, 
which, some of the Critics said, was remarkable neither for 
wit nor tune, and is now a great success, so that a queue of 
people IS seen all day at the box-office anxiously waiting to 
get reats whenever and wherever they can. It was the same 
at Fden^Theatre, where there was, on the morning of 
my visit to the bureau de loeatUm, some considerable d^ ft v , 

on accost of the derk having, as far as I could make out, ^ v 

quarried vrith the lady who assisted him in letting seats for •« i -Diiir. x. xx,. 

the extra matttwes, which made bim yery short with the Excelsior • Ballet Gostiunei at the Eden-Th€d.tre. 

wi® induces him to hut this is an improbahiUty which it would he 

^ possible. H only waste of time to disouss, though the notion osn he eraggested, 
1 ?.’f®®S®^T**®°^^®*%'Place>andgaT© as above, piotoriaJly. > “» 

w^^^o ^ the -Theatres, at some of the Oaf 6 b the Parisian “Mashsar” 

ttS^ele to pressure » m great force. He is not so much en Mdenee in the theatre 

TTOoH^iSve ^J'one itself, though he is dotted abont here and there. He ia jnat the 

fiv fiTiiTi p iv ofered, and in .the same as his London brother of the same order. He wears a white 

Htfe tS • -D • -X . . WMteoat, a white tie (fancy that!) round a atifE white odlar, an 

otonen Era <rf the Drama in Pans, and it is at immaonlate shirt-front, hut not always with one stnd in the centre, 


piece, and that one part was vnritten for Sabah. As the song says, 
“ It ’s all done for the sake of Sabah I ” Mr. Bancbofi has pur- 
chased it for the Haymaiket, but unless he secures Mr. IsviNa, 
between whom and Sabah there is a remarkable resemblance, ana 
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—usually two or three,— a shining hat with very much curled-up 
brim, and he carries a stick with a gold knob to suck, which, when 
applied to his lips, seemed to produce on him a soothing effect simi- 
lar to that of the india-rubber mouth-piece of the pap-bottle on a 



Messieura lea “ Mashers” Pazisiens. 


baby in the cradle. In this respect the Masher ” of to-day is an 
exact repetition of the ** Gent’’ studied by Albert Smith some 
twenty-nve years ago. If the night is cold, the Parisian Masher, 
evidently a weak creature, comes out strong in an elaborately fur- 
trimmed overcoat. Just now he specially affects the JEden-ThSatrSf 
where there is such a ballet as I have never yet seen, and of which, 
in our time, the Alhambra has not approached within even measurable 
distance. It is called Excelsior y and is divided into a Prolo^e and 
two Acts, illustrating the triumph of the Genius of Civilisation over 
the Spirit of Obscurantism. The Prologue is the best. There are 
men-dancers as well as women-dancers, all equally good. The pre- 
cision of the ensemble is admirable, and the effect— I speak of the 
Prologue— marvellous. 

The scenery and costumes can be done as well here, or better ; and 
if the entire troupe could be brought over for the re-opening of the 
Alhambra, it would be a fortune straight off to the Management. 
They are all evidently trained dancers, and have been drilled and 
disciplined by a stern autocrat ; while the varied tableaux and the 


constant kaleidoscopic combinations and permutations are triumphs of 
ingenuity. 

The theatre itself, called Eden- TMatrCy — on the luous a non lucendo 
principle, as there is no Paradis in it,— is an extraordinary place, 
with refreshment-saloons, bars, corridors, and /oyera, where, during 
the entr^actesy the crowd try to circulate while listening to music by 
the Hungarian band, and some monotonous performances on the 
cors de chasse. Stout ladies in Tyrolean costumes invite the 
Masher to refresh himself with liquor at the bars, for the heat is 
intense, and the crush greater than I ever remember to have seen 
anywhere except on some very special occasion at the Promenade 
Concerts. The entrance to the Ambulacrum portion is three francs, 
and to the Stalls nine. There are about ffve or six hundred Stalls, 
besides strapontins and portable seats which, thank the Lobb 
Chambehlattst, would not be permitted in any London Theatre. 

There is a great deal made of Lessees and the Suez Canal in one 
scene, but no reference to England in Egypt. The Marseillaise^^ 
once heralds the triumphant arrival of the^ench Engineers in the 
St. Gothard Tunnel, when they rush in and embrace the Italian 
Engineers, and kiss them on both cheeks, after which they all dance 
together. The Marseillaise^^ awakened no response among the 
audience, and was subsequently played as a polka — ^ond, in fact, 
it was to this arrangement of the National Anthem that the Engineers 
danced off. 

Parigiocara! au plaisirl “Confound their politics I frustrate 
all their knavish tricks ! ” Why can’t Paris be managed by an Inter- 
natimal Company Limited as “ The Holiday City of the World” ? 



A Game at Dominoes ; or, a Scene during the Camiyal at 17ice. 


Here is a suggestion thrown out well worth the consideration of 
Europe. How— 1 return to my Hotes on Hice and Monaco, of which, 
as 1 &ive already said, “ More anon ! ” 


THE SPOETSMiLN^S EXHIBITION. 

By Our Special Johnnie, 

Look here, old Chappie. Very glad to oblige, don’t 70 U know. 
But why want me to go up there so early in the mormng ? And 
such a mornin’, too, as it was on Friday, to go splashing about 
Islington I Drizzlington would be a better name for that extra- 
ordinary suburb. Haven’t been there since Za Mile de Madame 
Angot, See they’re buildin’ a new Theatre. Hope it’ll be as 
amusin’ as the old one. Wish you wouldn’t ask me to go out on 
muddy momin’s. Got so splashed in hansom cab that my own tailor 
wouldn’t know me. As for my boots— they were quite unfit for 
;publioation. Row with driver about fare. Ho one seems to know 
fare to Drizzlington — Islington I mean— every one has his own idea 
on the subject, which never seems to coincide with mine. Coiucide ? 
Go inside r good I Of course 1 went iuside. Being a Sports- 
man’s Exhibition, 1 became quite the sportsman at once. I said 
“ Yoicks ! ” to the man at the wicket, but he did not respond with 
enthusiasm. So 1 looked cheery, and enjoined him to “Hark 
forrard I ” With that he became very angry, and pointed me out 
to a policeman. By the way, what is the meaning of “ Yoicks ! ” 
and “ Hark forrard ! ” I possibly swore at the good man in choice 
Islingtonese, without knowing anything about it. 

Oh, yes, 1 was very much i^eased when 1 got inside. It reminded 
me of a mixture of the old Polytechnic, the HUI at Epsom on Derby 
Day, a bit of the beach at Brighton, and a touch of Madame 
Tussaud’s. There were a lot of coaches and cabs, and carts and 


carriages ; horses all taken out, and drivers gone to dinner. Mwy 
people seemed so have come in boats, and a very good way of cornin’, 
too, tMs beastly weather. 1 saw a heap of wonderful things. There 
were some curious broraes which the Irish Fishermen wear to acquire 
their accent in Donegal, and there were gaffs which they blow when 
they want to give information. I also saw some very curious corn- 
crushers, wMch, I understand, are highlv recommended by some of 
our leading chiropodists; there was dubbing, always used by the 
duEEN when conferring the dignity of knighthood upon one of her 
subjects; there were dumb jockeys — excellent on a quarrelsome 
race-course ; and there was saddle-soap, a capital thing to prevent 
your falling off, don’t you know. 

Let me see, old Chappie, was there anything else ? Oh deaj^ yes ! 
There were cross-eyed guns for shootin’ round the corner, I sup- 
pose— the ejector gun, which they must find very useful in Ireland 
just now, and a lot of smart, gay-looking boats, called, 1 know not 
why, dingies. 1 also noted some chaff-cutters, most iuysluahle for 


using at dinner-parties, on race-courses and lathe House of Commons. 
Among the few live things there were some play pigeons, and some 
decoy Qucks. There were a lot of drags, which you know are^ used 
for huntin’, and some ladies* spurs, which are supposed to izmite 
thesGL to all kinds of good deeds. Oh,juid a lot of other thmpi ! You 



fox, or course a partridge. Plenty of girls in country costumes to sing 
sportin’ songs, would be an excellent notion. Tried the man T^th 
“ Tantivy I ” as I went out, hut it was of no use. I ’m splashed if I 
have anything more to do with sporting matters ! 
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A MYSTIC EITE. 

Mr. Macbeth and Mr. Gregory were, last week, elected as worthy 
to be Associates of the Royal Academicians. The ceremony of 
Macbeth^s initiation was peculiarly striking, as the official Repre- 
sentative Artists could not lose the opportunity a^orded them by 
the new Associate’s Shakspearian name. The Council Chamber was 
fitted up as The Witches ’ Cavern, a Calderon was in the centre, and 
the dramatis persmts were as follows 

Macheth • • • By Himself. 

. , . Sir P, Leiohtoh. P.R. A, 

2nd Witch . , . J. C. Horsley, R.A. 

Zrd Witch . . . W. P. Frith, R.A, 

After an incantation, arranged for three voices, which was very 
Mely sung, The Second TFVfeA announced that, “ By the pricking of 
thumbs, something clever this way comes. Open locks whoever 
kno^s I ” upon which Mr. Macbeth entered, and was presented by 
tte Weird Sisters with “a deed without a name,” which the new 
Associate had to sign. Then, joining hands, they danced to 
mystermns mnsic, played by Mr, Sakt, R.A, on a concealed 
narmoninm, and while throwing into the Cauldron old paint- 
brushes, broken palettes, bits of easels, chips of mahlstioks, dry 
^ayes from Hxrs^ on Art, Blackburne’s Illustrated Academy 
(juide, and an old Catalogue of the Grosvenor Gallery, they sang — 

* ‘ Come high or low, 

Thyself and office deftly show ! ’’ 

when the thunder was splendidly shaken hy Mr. TTiitBBmiT r.a., 
and in a vivid :^sh of lightning, also contrived by the same talented 
Artist, arose a Head, wearing a Judge’s wig, whose features were at 


Raxons — — ~ 

Macbeth^ TeR me, thou unknown power I 
First WitcK He knows thy thought. 

Hear his speech, hut say thou nought. 

2h%rd Witch* Or be committed for contempt of Court* 

Last of the Barons thai made a few learned ohservationg on 
in general and experts m partionlar, and after mitViTiff a few 


learned observations on Art and experts, the Baron was courteously 
dismissed, cigars and liguors were produced, and dancing round the 
Cauldron was kept up to a late hour. 


THE FHBNCH ANDROMEDA. 

Wanted a Perseus I There she stands, poor France, 
Helpless and faction-shackled, with wild eyes 
Watching the red-gorged monster’s slow advance, 

Oh, issue sad of warring vanities I 
’Twas Cassiopea’s boastings brought black fate 
On snowy-limbed Andromeda of old. 

Where ’s he, who in the interest of the State 
Will make, with resolution calm and bold, 

A holocaust of self, of all the small 
Hot-raging egoisms that enmesh 
What else were great? Where’s he. not passion’s thrall, 
Who the clean downright blade of Trnth will fiesh 
Fast in the common foe r Must every man 
Of modern Frenchmen, valorously vain, 

Play Cepheus to his country, blindly plan 
To forge fresh links for her disabung chain, 

What time the monster nearer nearer creeps, 

And the Gods laugh, and the deliverer sleeps ? 

Gxjery and Expdanation. — ^At an entertainment given hy Mr. 
Bass at the Brewery, Burton-on-Trent, to his merry men and many 
others, the ^era of Xticrezia Borgia was performed. But why 
have played Juacrezia Borgia f Why, asks our friend Wago, didn’t 
Mr. Bass or Sir Arthur select something from. Meyer-bber ? The 
answer is evident. The satiriced M.P.^ for Burton-on-Melancholy 
"7*310 e on Trent, — chose lAicrezia Borgia\heewai&e^ at the finish of 
the Opera, all the guests are poisonea by wine, and axe led out 
staggering to their bier. Oh, Basso Frofondo ! 

The Moxeo oi thb Bekoit DBryan.— “ Hnnali for the— Wrong 
Bideof the— Eoad!” 





THE FRENCH ANDROMEDA; 

OR. WAMTED, A PERSEUS. 
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ROYAL MUSICAL COLLEGIATE NURSERY RHYME. 

In thb Caldecottian Style. 


TEACHINa THE YOUNG IDEA. 

PoB myself I am never satisfied that 1 have handled a subject properly 
till 1 have contradicted myself at least three tiines.”*— ifr. JSmAtn at 
Oxford. 

Three Notes on above from an Vhdergrafkiate^s Diary. 

Ketxtbned from, lecture stumped and thoughtful. Wonderful 
things the old boy says about colour. Odd idea that, now, of his to 
have a fresh bit of rook-opal on the table, and dip it into a bucket 
of water, to test one’s sensibility to prismatic beauty, ilfem.— To 
try it. Order a pound or two in from Spibes. Can’t quite believe, 
though, it will show anything that will be a natch upon our Boating- 
Club colours. What does he mean, too, by this P 

‘‘Entirely common and vulgar compared -with these, yet to be noticed 
as completing the crystalline or vitreous system, we have the colours of gems. 
The green of the emerald is the best of these ; but, at its best, is as vulgar as 
house-painting beside the green of birds’ plumage, or of dear water.” 

Don’t fancy Floeence will see this, and give up sporting her engage- 
ment-ring. ‘‘Birds’ plumage,”— that must be bosh. He;cau’t be think- 
ing of that dusty weather-beaten old parrot in the High ? And as to 
clear water, — come, I ’ll back an average emerald against the Cher- 
weU any day. Perhaps, though, he had Sandford Lasher in his eye P 
Shouldn’t wonder still, take it at its best,— it’s not what I should 
call a “ killing sort of green. However, I’ll tom it all over as 
soon as Spiers sends in the opal. “ It presents more lovely colours 
than can be seen in the world, except in clouds.” Evidently, he has 
been walking on Sunday afternoon to the top of Shotover to see 
sun over Carfax in a fog. Ho accounting for taste, but— well— 
if it comes to give me a three-vol. novel, and a pipe full of 

bird’s-eye. 

Quite converted by that last lecture, and no mistake. Am 
BO glad. 1 went through tiie whole course. Mind quite changed 
again now. Break ofE engagement with FIiOSEnoe, because she 
won’t give up wearing that staring, vulgar, gunoraok, emerald 
hoop, and take to a little natural riug of freably-picked chick- 
I weed. Very nasty of her, 1 think, and really vile taste I Hever 


mind— J can keep it up. Co into chapel crowned with moist 
cabbage-leaves. Fined ; out no matter. Hide my Uncle’s carbunole 
signet-ring, explaining to him that “unless set in tinfoil,” it is not 
prettier than the “ seed of a pomegranate,” and that he must live 
up to a higher standard of Art. Calls me an “ upstart jackanapes,” 
and strikes me out of his will. Console myself by emptying a jug 
of clear crystal water on the head of the Regius Professor ei 
Divinity. When he sends for the Proctor, explain to him that the 
passionate admirer of colour can see less mory in the priceless 
diamond than in the simple dewdrop, and ^t as he is dripping 
from head to foot, he awakens in me a feeling of unbounded admi- 
ration. He says, that “ may or mayn’t be,” but that he suffers 
badly from rheumatism, and he ’ll have'me “ sent down for a term 
or two.” Celebrate my departure by an oyster-shell supper. 
When some of the men want to throw me out of window, try to 
make them understand that the real beauty of the oyster is not the 
miserable fish one eats, but the glorious corrusoating preciousueas 
of Ihe nacre of the shells one looks at. Ducked. Hit out right 
and left. Cive the Senior Censor, who intervenes, “ one for him- 
self” by mistake. Says, for the moment he sees “ the purest rain- 
bow-tints, as glistening in meridian sunshine on a butterfiy’s wing,” 
all at once in ids right eye. Quite believe him. Rusticated. Heyer 
mind. T^e rock-opal with me in a cwpet-hag.^ ^ 

Changed my mind Must be right this time. Made it up 

with Florence. Just read in my lecture-notes, “ The ruby is like 
an iU-dyed and half-washed-out print compared to the dianthus.” 
Stuff ! Gdve Florence a complete set on the spot. Married 

to-morrow. Don’t talk to me of “ the delicate harmony of shade in 
the sea-washed tracery of virgin coral.” I mean to be married in a 
blue coat with brass buttons, and a red tie,— and then live in a stuoco- 
fronted house, with cheap cast-iron railings and a pea-green door. 
It isn’t exactly what I meant to do when I first went in for the 
Slade Professor’sleotures, but as I have ooutradioted myseK wd 
everybody else at least three times, I ought to feel tolerably safasfied 
that I ’m right at last. Mem on final note . — “ lu reverence is the 
chief power and joy of life.” How, what does the old hoy mean by 

that ? have it I Of course , — Throw the rock-opal at my father-- 

in-law. 
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THE aAlETY NOYICE. 

“ FATLauHiJEt ” is a eood name 
in connection Tvitii the Stage. 
Towards the end of the Seven- 
teenth Century young FAnauHAS, 
who was snbseqn^tly to make 
a brilliant reputation as a dra- 
matic author, ofEered himself to 
a Manager as an Actor, and was 
accepted, “probably,” says his 
biographer, “ as a godsend, being 
a young gentleman from College,” 
and he came out as Othello, 
Fortunately for his future author- 
ship, Fakuuhau had every quali- 
fication fer the Sta^, except 
that he couldn’t act. TSe had no 
voice, no confidence in himself, 
and never got over “ stage 
fright.” He probably murdered 
several characters before he acci- 
dentally stabbed a brother Actor 
when playing in Dryden’s Indian 
Emperor^ after which, Laving 
made this one hit, he quitted the 
Stage for ever. 

Eis namesake, who appeared 
at a matinie some ten days ago, 
does not snfEer from want of con- 
fidence or from lack of voice. 
He made a very creditable be- 
ginning as m amateur, and, as 
he chose this method of intro- 
ducing himself to the notice of 
London Managers anxious to en- 
gage a young man of fashion, 
we may look upon “Gillie’s” 
first appearance at the Gaiety as 
a modem version of FARauHAB’s 
Eeaux' Stratagem, 


Shakspeare Adapted. 


PUNCH'S FANCY 


PORTRAITS.-No. 122 


WHY BRIGHTON IS CHOSEN 
Fob the Easteb Review. 



Because the Committee of the 
Commanding Ofdoers are fond of 
special trains. 

Because the town authorities 
have not forgotten the attacks of 
the Lancet, 

Because Colonels of Yolunteers 
are greater men on the South 
Coast than at Aldershot. 

Because a |n;eat deal may be 
learned by military men on the 
West Pier and at the Aquarium. 

Because Portsmouth has had 
enough of “ Citizen Soldiers” for 
^e present. 

Because “our great standing 
camp ” is not exactly the place 
for amateurs. 

Because Prince Eowabi) thinks 
it within easy railway distance of 
his Command. 

Because the Coloration of “the 
Q,ueen of Watering-places” find 
trade bad. 

Because no one expects the 
“ Sham Fight” to be of any 
military service to anyone, and, 
therefore, that one place will do 
as well as any other. 

Finally,— neoause “the Duke” 
has no objection. 


Now that the only Frenchman 
who could lay claim to the title 
has departed, we must gradually 
become accustomed to regard the 
world-renowned Personal Con- 
ductor, Mr. CooH, as the “ Dic- 
tator of Tours.” 


(For the XTm of the Conservative 
Leaders.') 

You cannot hold the Tories well 
in hand 

By railing at the Liberal Cau- 
cuses I 


LIECT.-COLONEL JAMES R. FARdUHARSON. 

“ My foot *s upon my native heath — 

My name, McMashbr ! ” 

Eoh Roy, 


The nearest approach to Mid- 
lothian the Pbemieb could make 
when forced to go abroad for bis 
wdl-eamed rest, was “ The Chfti- 
teau Scott.” 


"THE SILYER THAMES.'' 

Me. Punch’s great motto, as all the world knows, is “ Justice to 
all!” Bearing this in miud, althongh he has had many a good 
hearty laugh, and trusts to have many more at some of the fmmy 
and old-fashiond and cumbersome doings of 
the old City^ Corporation, he has always borne 
wfiling testimony to their many good deeds for 
the benefit of the whole Metropolis. For 
instance, he hears nothing but good accounts 
on all hands of the admirable school they have 
just opened on the Thames Embankment, on 
which they have lavished their wealth with an 
unsparing hand, thanks, in no small degree, to 
the exertions of the energetic Chairman of the 
School Committee. He also hears from his 
numerous staif^ of young men who axe constantly employed, at 
enormous salaries, in verifying quotations, and other importont 
literary work, that the GuildhSl Free Library is as near perfec- 
tion as a Free Library can well be. Free admission to all, early 
and late, a priceless collection of books, a most courteous Librarian, 
and oareM and ready attendants. Then, again, Mr, Punch 
can roeak from his own personal experience of the magnificence 
of their latest gift, for, fearless of nsk, or even of the probable 
subsequent discomfort, he rode latdy, accompanied by two of 
kw for hours through Epping Forest, and 

wthongh Ip ontioal eye saw many things that might be easily 
unproved, he^bears willing testimony to the priceless value of this 
mnA acquiaation. And now, again, when not only public gratifica- 
tion and pnbhc recreation, but even public health is imperilled by 
pollute condition of our noble river, ^e old Corporalion is 
again to the fore, not as in the olden time, struggling and battling 


for the rights and liberties of the people, but for their comfort, their 
enjoyment, and their health. 

For a long time past reports have been rife as to the simply dis- 
rasting state of the Thames in the neighbourhood of the outfalls of 
the Main Drainage System at Crossness and Barking. Complaints 
by the Corporation to the Metropolitan Board of Works being of no 
avail, they applied to the Seldom-at-Home Secretary, who has at 
length woke up and procured the appointment of a Royal Commission 
to inquire into this most important matter. Strange to say, the 
Commissioners have resolved to sit with dosed doors. No one exc^t 
the ofiOLcers and witnesses of the Corporation, who are the Plainiius, 
and of the Metropolitan Board of Works, who are the Defendants, is 
allowed to enter the sacred chamber, or to reveal one word of the 
important evidence given. 

This being^ the case, Mr, Punchy as nsual, comes to the rescue, 
and sympathising with the natural impatience of the Public to know 
the facts of ^e^ case without that delay that seems inseparable from 
Royal Commissions, he has again summoned to his aid his Own City 
Commissioner, whose Reports upon the Livery Gompani^ of the 
City, latdy published, have so euausted the subject &at the Royal 
Commissiouers are said to have adjourned eim die. This Gentleman, 
with that alacrity that is as praiseworthy in a Commissioner as it is 
unus^, has hdd several sittings, and has now forwarded a copy of 
a portion of the evidence taken 

No. I.-OAPTAIN CBOSSTREE. 

Our Own Commissioner, Well, Capta in, you know the importance 
of the inqui^ 1 am now commencing. What can you tell me of the 
state of tile River ? 

Certain Cressiree, Well, Sir, I have been on it almost daily for 
the last ten years, as master of one of the river steamers, and it 
seems to me to get worse and worse every year. 
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FOR EXAMPLE.” 


Miss Netherllew, Will yott advise me as to Fainting and Publishing, Me, Stbaeeogh ? I have a little Woek beady 

FOE THE PeBSS, BUT HAVE HAD NO EXPERIENCE *’ 

Gallant FuhlisKer, “Mr dear Madam, Feinting and Publishing are very different things. Foe instance, if I Print 
A Kiss on your Rosy Oheee, it is not at all necessary to Publish it!” Miss Nsthsrllew. *‘Sir!" [TadZcaw/ 


Our Own C. Have you any doubt of the cause of this terrible 
state of things ? 

C. C, !N'one at aU. It all arises from the fearful blunder of 
emptying all the sewage of the Metropolis into the Riyer instead of 
into the Sea. 

Our Own C. Can yon tell me anything like the quantity pnmped 
into the River ? 

0, C. Yes. 1 have a nephew employed at Abbey Mills as a 
stoker, and he told me once that they reckoned it at about a hundred 
millions of gallons a day. 

Our Own C. A hundred million gallons a day ! Surely there 
must be some mistake I . . I 

C. C. Ho, Sir, there is no mistake. And I believe it’s much 
worse than even that. 

Our Own C, Why ? 

C. C. Because the receptacles at the pumping stations are so 
insufficient in size, that they are sometimes obli^ted to turn the 
sewage into the River at least two hours before hi^ water. 

Our Own C. And what is the effect of that outrageous proceeding? 

C. C. Why, that instead of the ebb tide carrying the sewage 
towards the Sea, the Rood tide carries it towards London. 

Our Own O, Really, Captain, this is hardly credible. 

C, C. It ’s quite true. Sir, and they are now about to enlarge the 
receptacles in consequence. 

Our Own C. How does all this ajffect you and your men ? 

^ C. C, Well, you see, Sir, we are pretty well used to it by this 
time, but it ’s cruel work when the weather ’s at all warm or close. 
I’ve sometimes known every man of the crew to be as sick as so 
many land-lubbers on their nrst sea-voyage. 

I Our Own C. Thanks, Cajjtain, that will do for to-day, and I am 
! much obliged for your very interesting and important evidence. 

C. C. You’re quite welcome. Sir. And if anything can be done 
to improve matters, it will be a real blessing to the thonsands of 
poor men and women and dear little children who take a run down 
the River on their rare holidays. [He retires. 


No. IL— JAMES BOSHEE. 

Our Own Commissioner, Well, Mr. Bosheb, I am informed that 
you can give me some information of a peculiarly interesting charac- 
ter as to the condition of the River. 

James JBosher, Well, yes. Sir, I think I knows a thing or two. 
P’raps as mnch as most people. 

Our Own C, Are yon often on the River ? 

J, B, Yes, Sir ; almost every day when the water ’s pretty 
smooth. 

Our Own C, I suppose you ayoid the neighhonrhood of Crossness 
as mnch as possible P 

J, B. [smiling). Oh, no, quite the contrary. I spends hours and 
hours within a very short distance of it. I shouldn’t go on the 
River at aU if it wasn’t for blooming Crossness. 

Our Own C, Yon really quite surprise me. Pray what is your 
object in going there P 

J, B. Basmess, 

Our Own C. Business ! Why, what business, in the name of all 
that ’s wonderful P 

J, B. [smiling again). Why, the fact is, Sir, I ’m one of them tine 
patriots who objeots to anything m the shape of waste, and so I 


very yaluable oil, wnich I alteTwaids, by tne aid oi certain onemi- 
oals, convert into a certain article of daily consumption, which is 

sold by the pound under the name of butt 

Our Oion C, [hurriedly). That will do— that will do for to-day. 

[He departs ahruptly, 

[To le (wntinued,) 

Mrs. Ramsbothah, thinking that she was qnotia^ the proverb 
correctly, said, “ Ah I a man with a large family has indeed ‘ given 
ostriches to fortune.’ Nothing can be truer, my dear, for just think 
of the appetite of an ostrich.” 
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ITie Judge. But as you say that the Witness requires impressing 
•with the majesty of the Law, it has occurred t 9 me that my black 
cap may possibly help you in creating the desired impression. I 
merely throw out the suggestion. 

Mr. Wighhch, Q. C. I have no wish to raise ]W)int on a side 
issue, and, conseauently, I bow to your Lordship’s •wi^es. {^Turning 
to Wttness^JBoo!.) And now, Sir^ attend to me. During our conver- 
sation you have had plenty of time to collect your thoughts. Now 
then, Sir, on your oath, did you or did you not poke the fire in the 
PlaintifE’s presence on the occasion to which I have just referred ? 
Now, Sir, --yes or no. {A pause.) Yes or no, Sir ? {A pause.) Out 
with it t We must have your answer. Now then. Sir, your answer I 
Usher {after a long pause). Please, Sir, the Witness can’t answer. 
He ’s frozen to death ! 

The Judge. Indeed ! {Briskly.) Oentlemen of the Jury, having, 
I regret to say, had many cases of this kind, we have decided upon a 
mode of procedure. The Court will stand adjourned until after the 
inquest 1 C Curtain. 

HYGIEl VICTRIX. 

“ It not unfrequently turns out that if the dwelling on which the learning 
and skiU of the Sanitarian have been expended had been left to Nature, 
or to the primitive appliances which were almost on a level with it, the 
inmates could not have been worse situated.” — Standard, 

I * VE built a house, and, at a glance, I have a wondrous kitchen-range. 
You see it’s not an ancient plan, Whereon with scorn my serv- 

Por it has all that can enhance ants look, — 

The comfort of the modem man. A patent, — but I soon must 
I ’ve dozens of electric lights,— change ; 

A comf oiti, in this murky wea- ’Tis patent that it will not cook, 

ther, — A network of strange pipes is 

And yet they give me awful spread 

frights Around me — most expensive 

By going out, and all together. toys : 

I scarcely sleep when I’m in 
The Sanitary Engineer ^ bed, 

Comes in to see me tbrice a My ventilators make such noise, 

week * 

I staud in most exceeding fear We ’re warmed by every sort of 
Of any words that ne may stove 

speak ; That scientmc men admire, 

I know they mean more open And yet I often think, by Jove I 
drains, rather have a cheerful 

And tons of pipes before us ^ fire, 
carted ; J try each Itichardsonian craze, 

And still, in spite of these my And Sanitarian’s idea, 

pains, And feel I ’m shortening my 

Bad odours have not all de- days . 

parted. In this wild worship of Hygiea. 


Scene — Interior of one of the Royal Courts Just opemd^ during the 
trial of a Civil Action. General Chorus of sneering and cough- 
ing. Sounds of hammering^ and occasional alarms^ alarums 
and excursions^ to tohich the Bench and Bar pay no attention^ 
having hecome acclimatised to their occurrence. 

The Judge {speaking through a storm-trumpet^ and interrupting a 
cross-examination). Before we proceed with the further hearing of 
this matter, I must really restore the oirooiation to my feet by a little 
more exercise. IRises^ and walks rapidly up and down the bench. 

Mr. Wighlock Q.C. {also through a storm-trumpet). If I might 
make a suggestion, my Lord, I would suggest that your Lordship 
would get considerable relief bv adopting the course pursued by my 
learned friends and myself. We are standing in foot-baths filled 
with hot water. 

The Judge {doubtfully). Have you any authority for that ? 

Mr. Wighiock. Q.C. {handing up report). Yes, my Lord, the 
Master of the Kolls, in a recent case, permitted a Connsel to appear 
before him with his feet encased in a brief-bag. 

The Judge. Well, then, I think I may go so far myself as to rest 
my legs on a hot-bottle. 

Mr. Wighiock Q« C. As your Lordship pleases. 

Foreman of the Jury {shouting in chorus). The Jury wish to say, 
my Lord, that they have been muck more comfortable since they 
have been supplied with a stock of warming-paus. 

The Judge {Jbowing). I am very glad to hear it. {After consulta- 
tion with sundry Officials.) I may take this opportimty of men- 
tioning that I find the hot-bottle extremely valuable, and that I 
have no doubt I shall be able to sit to-morrow continuously, as my 
chairs and tables are to be fitted with gas-stoves. 

Mr. Wighiock Q* C. With your Lordship’s permission, I will now 
continue the cross-examination of the witness in the box. {Turning 
to his Junior.) Kindly hold my respirator. 

The Judge. I don’t want to interfere wiih. yonr mode of conduct- 
ing this case, Mr. Wigblock, but I notice that you have taken off 
the woollen comforter you have been wearing since the commence- 
ment of the proceedings. Now I would put it to you— is this wise ? 

Mr. Wighhck Q- C. I would submit to your Lordship that my 
woollen comforter rather detracts from the dignity of my appear- 
ance, and, as I feel the necessity of impressing this Witness with 
the m^esty of the Law, I have thought it advisable to discard it. I 
may add that I have not ventured to pursue this course until after 
consultation with my learned friends associated with me in this case. 

The Judge. Jnst so. But I may remind you, as I have no wish to 
take yon by surprise, tha^ou have already confessed to a foot-bath. 
Mr. Wighiock, Q. C. Which is out of sight, my Lord. 

YAc No doubt, — no doubt. But any reasonable person will 
form his own deduction when he sees the Solicitor by whom you are 
instructed continually handing you over cans of hot water. 

Mr. Wighiock, Q^C. Certainly, my Lord, although there is no 
direct evidence of what becomes of the cans, or, indeed, ihe hot water. 
'The Judge. Except your own admission. Well, I say no more. 
My <mly wish is to assist. I have no^ desire to dictate to Counsel. 
But I presmae no objection will be raised to my wearing my cap, I 
admit that it is customary only to assume it when passing a sentence 
of defrfb, but the draughts up here are so unbearable “Biat a head- 
some sort is most comforting— nay, absolutely necessary. 
Mr. Wsghhck Q* 0 . As youx Lordship observes, it is not a usual 
course. 


flST TO COEBESPONBBNTS. — no case can Contzibutions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aeeompanisd 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should bo kept by the Senders. 
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THE MAIDEN’S POINT OF VIEW. 

Mamma {to Maud, who has Icm wUh her Brother to the Blay, and is full of it). “But was thbkb no Love in thk Pibob, then ? ” 
Mavd, *^LorE? Oh dbab no, Ma.mma. How cottlb thbeb bb? The pbinccpal OHARAorBES were Husbastd and Wife, 

YOXr KNOW ! ** 


THE POOR DUKE. 

{A Legend of Eyde Barh and Biccadilly,) 

“Forward, my braye charffer ! ” cried the Iron Horseman, as he 
ponderously rode away from the site of St. G-eorge's Hospital towards 
the south side of the Thames. “At least I know where .to find a 
home. I shall be honoured there ! 

As he passed by the Houses of Parliament he was greeted with 
moans. 

“ Do not stay here 1 ” cried a number of statues in chorus. “ We 
are so triste. and no one takes the trouble to read our inscriptions 1 ” 

“ Certainly not,” replied his Grace. “ 1 never intended to abide 
with ye. My place is on the roof of that temple dedicated to my 
grandest victory,” and he continued his way across the bridge, and 
reached the Amphitheatre. 

“Mustn’t loiter here. Sir,” observed a policei^n, as he noticed 
the grimy horseman taking up a commanding position in the centre 
of the road. “ The trams have stopped running for the night, but 


* ‘ Tell me,” replied the Iron One, Is not this Astley’s ? ” 

“ That ’s what it used to be called : but now it ’s Sanger’s.” 

** Sanger ! Sanger I ” murmured his Grace. “ Hever heard of 
him ! Well, and how did the Battle go last night P ” 

“ What Battle, Sir ? ” asked the policeman. 

“Why, the Battle of Waterloo. Surely they played it ? ” 

“ Played it ! ” replied the custodian of the law. “ Why^ir, they 
haven’t played that for the last twenty years or more ! Why, it ^ 
almost forgotten.” 

The Iron D oke uttered a moan, and galloped away. 

“And this is fame I ” he cried, as he crossed Blabkfriars Bridge, 
and cantered down the Emhankment. “This is fame! [Even 
Astley’s knows me not I ” 

“ Jbu, surdy, are not going to join us ! ” exclaimed John Siuart 
Mill, who seemed to be seated on a chair charged with eleotrioify. 
“ You cannot imagine how dull Brunbl and I nnd it watching the 
penny steamboats ! And, pardon me, your horse would frighten the 
Hansoms.” 


The Iron Duke shook his head sorrowfully, and hurried to Charing 
Cross. 

“ Ah, your Graoe^on have come here at last!” exclaimed the 
First Gentleman of Europe. “ Yery pleased to see you. We wanted 
another eguestrian statue to balance mine. Gad, Sir, what could 
make a better pair than the King and the Duke— the two Heroes of 
Waterloo ! ’^ ^ ’ 

“ You are very good, Sire,” replied the Iron One. “ But if I stay 
anywhere, it wul be with Havelock and Hapier— not with you. 
You want a contrast as great as poison and antidote. I resign my 
claim in favour of Thackeray.” 

-And his Grace passed on, leaving George the Fourth in his 
obesity puffing with indication. 

What— what— what I ” piped a squeaking voice at the comer of 
the Haymarket. “ Ah, Wellington ! Yes— yes— yes ! Distin- 
guished himself in India and other places. Stay — stay— stay! 
Eh— eh— eh I What— what— what ! ” 

“ Sorry I must bid adieu to your Majesty. I am weary, and am 
anxious to get to rest. One bideous monument is sufficient, without 
the addition of another I ” 

And with this the Statue once more entered Piccadilly, and sor- 
rowfully rode to Hyde Park. 

“ There is no Bt resting-place for me anywhere ! ” he murmured 
mourn^y. “.Where shall I hide myself ? When shall I shake o£E 
the ridicule I deprecated in my letter to the Duke of Rutland more 
than half a century ago P Ah, a happy thought strikes me ! Yes, 
it shall be done I And at once I Good night, Apsley House I Good 
night,^ AchiUes’ Statue I Good night, good night, good night ! ” 

Saying this, the Duke took a plunge, and sank to rest for ever— 
in the bed of the Serpentine I And there — ^with ^e prof oundest 
respect— it is best to leave Mm ! 

HULLABALLOO ! 

SoHEONE, we observe, is advertised as “ the celebrated BeUewesque 
elocutionist.” If he overdid it, he would probably be known as 
“ the Bellowesque contortionist.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


XXTBACTSD fKOM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, H.P. 

Hou&s of Co7nmon8, Thursday {anticipatory )* — Members all back as 
delighted as if they were going away. Everybody shaking hands witk 
everybody else. PEXxra RviiAijins doing the hononrs of the place, as it were ; 
quite in boisterous spirits. 

“ Another good Under-Secretaryship gone wrong, D euumond-Wolit 
slily whispers in his ear. “ You *d better come over and join us.” 

Thanks ; but I’ll wait a bit longer,” Peter says. ** Childers was all 
very well at the War Office ; it ’s dmerent at the Ikeasnry. I give him six 
months there, then there may be a call for a man who has finance at his 
finger’s ends, is trusted by the country, and is a pretty fair speaker.” 

BaADLAueH in high spirits. Tells me he ’s been round spending half an 
hour with Gosset practising the steps. Sergeant-at-Arms, it seems, who 
has not forgotten his old skill, wants to reverse when they waltz backward 
from the Mace. After the practice of three Sessions, BRADLAtreH can do the 
forward step weU enough, but finds it hard to reverse. Sdll means to try. 

** The eyes of the country are upon us,” he says, ** and we must do the 
thing wdl.” 

i Black Rod arrived shortly sdber two o^clook. Door shut in his face as he 
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walked across lobby. Sir Wilham: Kistoilts too much of a 
gfentleman. to take notice of this. They let Kim in after be ’d riyen 
three raps that shook the door. Walked up, bowing to the Mace 
with ease and dignity. Q-oing back was 

t the difidcnlty. Mr. Bradiatjoh, from 
Tinder the Gallery, looked on with inte- 
rest. Thought at one time he was going 
to offer to accompany Black Rod to the 
door. Capital opportunity of practising 
the reverse step. Bat gave up notion, 
and, amid breathless attention, Black | 
Rod bowed himself out backwards. 

Everybody relieved when crisis passed. 
Ko precedent for dealing with Black 
Rod when prone on his back on floor of 
Honse of Commons. ^ Sure to do the 
wrong thing. The Hoiise of Lords would 
raise question of privilege, and on very 
threshold of Session there ^d be conflict 
between two Houses. 

ComiueaPMUL-iil of Ltiut. Peter All rushed off after Speakeb to other 
refusing a Little Party. House, where Lobd Chancbllob, made 

up like an old butterwoman inred cloak 
patched mth white rabbit-skin, lugubriously read the dueen’s 
Speech. ITot liking to push and scramble like some Hon. Members, 
1 got a little behind, where couldn’t hear very well. But, as far as 
could gather, Speech ran thusly : — 

“ Mt Lobbs a^d Ges-tiemen, 

“ It is with more than usual satisfaction I again invite your 
advice and assistance in the conduct of public affairs. Hot but what 
in yo^ absence things have been going along pretty smoothly. 
Indeed, i sometimes think of recurring to the example of some of 
my smcestors of the Plantagenet line, and giving you a few 
years' recess right off. 

“ Gee’tlemem' OP Tim House of Comkoists, 

You, in particular, are incUned to be meddlesome, poking 
yoM hon(^able nose into all kinds of things, worrying our trusty 
and well-beloved counsellor, Sir Chables Dilke, and unduly and 
untimeousiy elevating the coRar of our immaculate William..- A 
pretty mess you would have made of ihe Egyptian QpUestion, supposing 
you d been permitted to revel in the niceties of the negotiation ! A 
puli in a china shop, an elephant in an egg-store, womd have lieen 
harmless and adroit as compared with you. How, we ’ve managed 
It nmely aud q^metly, got our own way in everything, shown Europe 
mat we are Diplomatists as well as soldiers, aud raised the prestige of 
^t which it has not stood since the days of Pitt. 
lou are ml very well in your way, especially when money is 
wanted—and., by the way, I may here mention that the Estimates for 
^ year me in an advanced state of preparation, and 
will be promptly submitted to you — but what with your iuconve- 
nient (;^estions, your party manoeuvres, your intervention, and your 
non-into-^i^on, your sentimentality and impracticability, your 
habit, in short, of playing to the Gallery, you are sometimes best 
away. As Lord Bbacoxtsfibid used to say, ‘ Parliamentary Govern- 
ment would he impossible but for the Recess.’ 

“ Mx Lobes aitd Geetlbmebt, 

wasted this Session by | 
Blouses. There was a good deal too 
thM last year. We aU mean business this Session, and I 
look iorward to the opportmuty, early in August, of congratulating 
.useful work accomplished. Both at 
home and abroad affairs arem a condition which leave you time to 

we were prancing abroad, getting 
up wars, little and big, and at home were misgoverning Ire-! 

l^tlaad, and Wafes hare been' 
wpeMly neglected. How that all the running accounts of onr 

win a more settled condition than it has 
for SIX y^s, let ns eire the other parts of my Empire a tnxn. 
o + A 1 Baairuptoy BUI. Curb yonr bonndless 

*}“ Oorooretion of London Bffl, the Con- 
It ^ Eepression of Corrupt Practices' 

liSs Prevention of 

anS do more, and so shsB yonr -msdom 

the varied and increasingr needs of this 

^obste’s emotion wonld have choked him. 
S the assembly -when he finished. Then all away 

four oobot and see the revival of the favonrite 

^ "Canny Scot”— The Ch4tean Soott, 


WAITHSra AN ANSWER, 

A “Justice of the Peace” complained the other day in the 
columns of a contemporary that the use of the honoured affix, 
“ J. P.,” was not solely restricted, as it ought to be, to the magnates 
of his own order, to wit, the County Magistrates “ chosen from the 
chief landowners and men of position in the county,” but was borne 
equally by “ BEOwjsr, Jones, and Robinson, small shopkeepers, with 
jurisdiction in their own small borough only.” Let such small fry, 
adds the indignant County Justice, “ be satisfled by being called 
‘ Justices of tbe Borough,’ or ‘ J.B.’ ” Mr, JPunch is not in the 
habit of troubling bimsdf with the petty squabbles of puny people, 
but as the rather too often repeated phrase “Justices’ Justice” 
occurs to him, he confesses to oeing struck with a certain stolid 
robustness about tbe intelligence of this particular J.P. He had 
always been under the impression that some of the worst decisions 
in the three kingdoms invariably emanated from provincial benches 
graced not by Bbown, J ones, and Robinson, the small shopkeepers 
of the borough, but by the very bigwigs, “ the chief landowners and 
men of position in the County,” to whom the J.P. in question (who 
might also sign himself S.H.O.B.) so proudly refers. 

By the way, did not the unhappy woman sent up only last week, 
in a dying condition, from Guildxord to Westminster, — and of whose 
case— for it was a terrible and sorry one— Jfr. Punch hopes he has 
not yet heard the last,— receive her gentle sentence of three months’ 
hard labour for the heinous offence of sleeping in an outhouse, from 
one of these same rural Solomons ? If so, the less for the moment 
the public hear about such worthies in a vauuting key, the better. 
Anyhow, Mr, Punch puts the question ; and, in the interests not 
only of peace and justice, hut of common humanity, if there is any 
satisfactory reply to it forthcoming that will clear the fair fame of 
a J .P. or of anybody else, he will oe mightily glad to hear it. Mr^ 
Punch waits an answer. 

POETICAL LICEHCES. 

We understand that a new feature will shortly be added to the 
Inland Revenue by the introduction of a Poetical Licence tax. By 
a curious ooiuoidence, which is only an additional proof of the great- 
ness of our nation and the readiness with which the people of these 
Mauds resent any interference with their liberties, attention of the 
Government has been drawn simultaneously from all quarters of 
Britain to the extraordinary extravagance and waste which has been 
permitted in the human mind by the reproduction, annually, of 
what is known as the “ rhetoric of the recess,” and the increasing 
exuberance of volumes of poetry and sermons by budding poets and 
country clergymen. The new licence, unlike those for dogs and 
guns, will vary according to the requirements of the ap;^cant. 
Country residents will he supplied at the local post-offices ; Sie post- 
master to decide whether the application shall be granted or not. It 
IS expected that the new measure will be largely taken advantage of 
by the Editors of the leading London journals. 

“ Rbabt, ate EbadtI”— Jfr. Punch begs to acknowledge the 
receipt of a Jive-pound Hole from “ A Constant Subsckebeb,” * in 
generous response to the Life-Boat verses in last week’s number. 
The donation has been forwarded to the Hational Life-Boat Fund. 

* does this signature mean? “A Constant Subscriber” of Five- 
pound Hotes ? How nice ! 


WHAT WILL HE DO WITH HIMI” 

The First Commissioner wants to 
know where on earth, or under the 
earth, he ’s to put Mm ? He can’t 
go dragging this thing about .with him 
all over London. 
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WONDERS OF NATURAL HISTORY. 

Ivielligmt CPyild, **What A strange thing it is that the Anikal whioh 

FURNISHES OUR COMBS SHOULD HAVE SO REHAREABLT LITTLE HaIR ! ” 

AN ADYEETISING SUGGESTION. 

The inj^enuity of most Theatrical Managers in discoyering new ways of 
recommending their productions to the Pubuc being nearly exhausted, it has 
occurred to us that the good old formhrst used, we beneve, by Professor Hollo- 
way, might be revived witii advantage. The clerical certificate has been tried 
with success, and there is no reason why a form of approval such as used to 
be signed by the “ Earl of Aldborough ” should not h^p to fill the overgor^ed 
advertising columns of the daily press. We give a few skeleton forms which 
can be filled up according to the taste and enterprise of the Managers : — 

For a Burlesque-House. 

1 have now witnessed your invaluable Burlesques for several years, and 
I fearlessly pronounce them to be the best life-regenerators ever produced. hHj 
wile, who msLs witnessed them with me on several occasions, joins me in this 
testimony.” 

For a Draha-House. 

“Your powerful and moral Dramas have converted me from a drunkard 
and a thief into a respectable member of Society. 1 have left ofi kicking my 
wife, and I have not assaulted the Police, or pawned anything illegally for 
four years. This is written for me by a member of the School Board, as 
unfortunately my education has been neglected.” 

For a Comedy-House. 

“ I cannot find words to express my gratitude for your refined and refining 
; entertainment. Before I attended your Theatre regularly, I suffered very 
much from nervousness and neuralgia, but both these amictions are now 
i thoroughly cured. You can make any use you like of this testimonial.” 

I For a Pantomime-Housb, 

j “ MemarkMe Case of Longevity ^ — ^Matthew Slurr (supposed to be a corrup- 
■ tion of Methuselah) now a resident of the Asylum for Decayed Cheesemongers, 
|‘ completed his one hundred and tenth year, last Thursday. He remembers ^e 
; original production of Mother Goose with Grimaldi. Has no hesitation in saying 
1 that the old Pantomimes were not a patch upon the new ones.” 

Tke Dure’s Motto {to he inscribed on the Arch opposite ApsUy Howe).— 
I “I ^ nowhere!” 

Madame Sarah Bernhardt has not yet joined the Sal-vation Army. 


OUK OPENING DAY. 

Trio and Chorus for the Political Huntsmen at 
St. Stephen’s. 

Air — ** The Chough and Grow to roost are gone,” 

The Ins and Outs from rest are back, 

The Spbarer ’s in his chair. 

The talk-mill now resumes its clack. 

As birds begin to pair. 

The wild-fire quickens tongue and pen, 

Wit’s bow is strung to slay. 

Upronse ye then, my merry, merry men. 

It is our op’ning day I 

Chorus — ^TJprouse ye then, &o. 

Both Whigs and Eads are wide awake, 

Unclosed are Tory’s eyesj 

The morning papers now will make 
Less room for fads and lies. 

Bewilder’d Cits through columns ten 
Once more will plod their way ; 

Uprouse ye then, my merry, merry men, 

It is our op’ning day. 

CAor 2 W-“Uprouse ye then, &o. 

The Cloture ’« power own we now 
To silence faction’s jaw ; 

Pat shall not raise eternal row, 

In spite of taste and law. 

Home-legislation looms in ken, 

England shall have her day. 

Uprouse ye then, my merry, merry men, 

And use it as ye may ! 

Chorus : — 

Umouse ye then, my merry, merry men ! 

Uprouse ye then, I say ! 

Fill up your horns, and let the glen 
Eesonnd with echoes gay I 
The hunt is up, 

Brim high the enp, I 

Big game we ’ll bring to bay. 
t^ronse ye then, 

M^r merry, merry men, 

It is our op’ning day I 

Highly Kecommended by the Faculty.— The vete- 
ran dramatist, John Maddison Morton, Author of the 
immortal JBox and Cox, which is now an English classic 
— [JSoppy Thought , — ^Test for Low Comedy Decree at the 
New Dramatic College To pass an examination in Box 
and Cbo;]— has jnst published a small volume of plays, 
which, being all as fuLL of his fun as ever, will he invalu- 
able to amateurs and drawing-room theatricalists. They 
are to be had at the Dramatic Authors’ Society, 28, Elng 
Street, Covent Garden. 


THE HOETHAMPTON VALEHTINE. 



Mr, Br-dl-gh sings — 

Miss Parliament, I love you true ; 

Oh, shorten my probation I 
I CANNOT TAXE MY OATH. WlLL YOU 
AcoEPx MY Declaration ? 

“ Or, if you swear at all, swear by your gracious self.” 

Borneo and Juhet, 
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“THE NOTE OF BUSY PREPARATION.” 

The Corporation of tlie City of London Laving resolved, appa- 


oftihe whole Metropolis, but with any diBtmgpisbed Potentate who 
has visited our shores^ such as the Snltan of Thbzet and the S^h 
of PebsiAl. have appointed a Special Committee to whom they have 
I refmed the whole distasteful ^bject of Reform, and the Committee, 
doubtless after due deliberation, have selected as their <Mef , that 
doughty champion of true Conservatism, Sir Fhahcis Wta.tt Tbtjs- 
COTT, Ehight and Alderman. We understand that ^e campaign 


will be opened, contemporaneonsly with the opening of Parliament, 
with a series of those orilliant festivals, dedicated to the Genius of 
Civic Hospitality, that have on so many previous occasions enabled 
them to send away their bitterest foes softened and subdued. 

** Wit and good-humour sparkled like the wine, 

And Bads who came to scoff remained to dine.” 


There being probably but one Institution in the whole civilised 
world that delights in bringing together all that is high and noble 
by birth, station, or intellect, or all who have been successful in Art, in 
Arms, or in Wealth, in that grandspiritof hospitality that animates the 

City Fathers, many a generous spirit wiU wish them saooess in their 
battle against the cold logical deductions of their hungry assailants. 





SHADES, VARIOUS. 

Mrs.M, [on hmig complimented on the cMr.ns of 7ier DaugTUers). ‘‘Yes, S£E, tbei*iik well enoxtqh looking Girls. 

THE * Bronze* and some the ‘ Bldenettes ! ’ ** 


Some admires 


GAMMON OF BACON. 

^‘Mrs. Henry Pott— a name which we must confess to not having pre- 
viously met with in the world of letters —has published an edition of Bacon’s 
H^omus of Formularies and Flegancies (Longmans & Co.), in order to prove 
that Bacon, and not Shaespeare, was the real author of the plays that 
pass current under the latter's name .” — Saturday Feview, 

Scene— L ord Bacon’s Library. Bacon recumbent and meditating^ 
as mteal, (“ Sic Sedehat,^') in his arm-chair. 

Bacon. The proof of the pudding lieth in the eating and experi- 
ment, and not m the supposition or imagination thereof. gentle 
tap at the door.) Come in ! (Bnter Shaespeare.) What, Will ! 
Thon art right welcome. Sit thee down, Will. (Shakspeare sits.) j 
I And now, how doth business at the Globe P How goeth our Hamlet ? \ 
I Shakspeare. IndifiEerent well, my Lord. ^ ! 

Bacon. Why, so. Playest thou the Ghost still ? 

Shakspeare. Ay, my good Lord, even yet, at times, so please you. | 
Bacon. It pleases me well. Talk of your Ghosts doth the Ghost 
at the G. continue to walk as he ought P 
Shakspeare. Punctually, my Lord, in good sooth, every Saturday 
ni^t. 

Bacon. Good. I will therefore thank thee to hand me over the I 
balance of our little account. , I 

Shakspeare. I diall, my Lord, incontinently. Meanwhile, sol 

S lease your Lordship, 1 must become yet farther your Lordship’s | 
ehtor for the wealth, 1 mean the workmanship, of your wit. My : 


Lord, Her Maje 
Fourth. After 


the Q^ueen did last night come to see Henry the 
.e play she called me to her presence, and did 


declare her pleasure that 1 should produce her apiece with a part for 
Falstaff^ and therein present Fahtaffm love. 

Bacon. How didst thou answer her ? 

Shakspeare. In your Lordship’s own words—** I shall in all my 
best obey you. Madam.” 

Bacon. And what then said she P 

Shakspeare. Straightway capped your line, my Lord, saying, 
“ Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply.” 

Bacon. Long live the Queen I But, FaUiaff in love ! A most 


inconceivable suggestion and unimaginable fan^ of Her Most 
Gracious Majesty’s, iu respect both of love and of Falstaff. 

Shakspeare. But how, then, my Lord, may we in anywise manage 
to perform her Koyal command P 

Bacon. About my brains I Methinks I seem to spy some gHmmer 
of a way. A gross fat man fallen into the conceit that some fair 
dame is enamoured of him, lured on to make love to her after his 
own fashion. Falstaff in. love c’y prh^ as we say at Westminster. 

Shakspeare. That would serve, my Lord. 

Bacon. Fahtaff befooled, moreover, by the contrivance of 

some merry women. Merry P Ha ! So ! Why, certainly it seems 
to myself that all this hath passed through my mind before — as we 
do sometimes feel. I must have dreamt of writing such a play. 
Methinks I even recollect the name on’t. Merry! Tea, marry, 
quotha , — Merry Wives of Windsor. 

Shakspeare. A title passing good, my Lord, and a taking. Truly, 
a happy thought — Let me pray your Lordship about it presently. 

Bacon, Marry and shall, with all the expedition I may. As soon 
as possible, I ’ll send it to thy playhouse. 

Shakspeare. A thousand thanks, my Lord. 

Bacon, In the meanwhile, I prithee forget not that small balance. 

Shakspeare. Trust me, my Lord. 

Bacon. Heeds must I until thou render me the needful. 

Shakspeare. Your Lordship shall be straightway satisfied. 1 
humbly take my leave. {Exit Sbcaespeabe. 

Bacon. There goeth honest Will, the reputed Author of the 
greatest works in their kind the world hath ever seen. But to 
acknowledge myself a writer of stage-plays would not now sort with 
my dignity, nor exactly serve my turn. Their excellences also are, 
for the time being, too far above popular valuation to make it worth 
while. And what doth it signify ? For Posterity will sooner or 
later be sure to discover that my plays could not possibly have been 
written by any of my contemporaries, or anybody else whomsoeyer 
in any age or country, of abilities inferior to my own. SuMce it for 
the present that I do make a little money of them, by means of my 
factor, Will Sbajespeabe. {Curtain. 

Going to the Dogs.— The National Canine Club. 
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the forks were fouiid to be ia perfidious Bohemia metal, I 
and that the only real spoons were those evinced by the 
perfidious Elder, 

My Italian tributes from Q,ueeu Ma^bob^abita and 
the Duke n’ Aosta: This lot should be considered in 
the light of a peace offering from Italy to Prance. 
Italy hadn’t been behaving very well to Prance for 
some years, and I went there purely on a patriotic mis- 
sion. Therefore I think this tribute of amicable feeling 
ought to be bought up (as high as possible) by the State, 
and kept in the Louvre alongside the Marie Antoinette 
and Kapoleou relics. The Duke formally told me, after 
the Second Act of Hernani, that they had no intentions 
with regard to Nice; and the Queen was quite civil 
in her inquiries about Monsieur ^ And I could 

throw a Treaty offensive and defensive in, if it were 
worth my while. 

My Service of Gold Plate for Crowned Heads : This 
would admirably suit a Lord Mayor, low comedian, or 
successful pawnbroker. The sovereigns who have deigned 
to eat off it all left their marks— in the shape of pre- 
sents which would defray its cost three times over. 

My Silver Service for every day, I think we shall buy 
in. Damala says he can’t resign himself to pottery ; 
and, as for Maurice, he is like Louis the Poubteenth, 
when he pawned the Crown plate ; he says our only 
resource is Sevres for the table, and old Houen for the 
kitchen.. 

My Talisman, given by my godmother, whose name 
I forget. This lot I have decided to withdraw. People 
wouldn’t understand. It is of no great use to anyone 
save the owner. It is a very small amulet, iu the^ shape 
of a superb Cheek. My other amulet, chic^ isn’t worth 
half as much. 


THE HAT THAT BBA7ED 

{A Carnival Echo.') 


THE COMMENTATORS. 

First Quidnunc (in an ecstasy), ** I Ve just been wbitino TO the * New 
SHA.K8PBAEE SOCIETY.’ ’BeUBVE I ’VB MADE A DTSOOVBEY — ^THAT EOBATIO 
WAS Eamlet^s PaTHEB ! ” 

Second Quidnunc (enchanted), “You don’t sat so !” 

First Quidnunc, “ M.Y dear Sir, doesn't Eaxlet, when he handles 
Towas^s SouLL, address Eoratio, * And smelt so, Pa * ? I think that ’s 
conclusive ! ! ” 



SABAffS SALE. 

(Extracts from Eer Own Private Catalogue, which that Salle, which is called Salle 
des Venies, declined to Print,) 

My Indiw bracelet, in enamelled gold, representing a two-headed serpent, and 
enriched with rose-diamonds and rubies, given by the Prince— owr Prince— the 
mily Monseigneur of ^1 our man:^8eigneY8 who a^^reciate^ Genius, Art, and 

if I had addressed myself directly to the donor of this interesting lot. But Art 
has its pride as well as its little presents, and Damala’s dignity would never 
have survived it. 

My Gold Comb, representing a trophy of Comedy and Tragedy, and bearing 
my own proud device— Quand Meme — which 1 shall now write : Quand m'aimes, 
des cadeaux. This lot really represents for anybody with a soul under 
his waistcoat sxl allegorical souvenir of Art and Literature united more or less 
fraternally, given to me by Emile de GotABDiN in return for my bust of him— 
there *s a historical memento for you ! With a decent auctioneer possessing the 
slightest sense of the picturesque it ought to go like Fedora, Picture the great 
Emile, who sat upon everybody else, sitting to the sublime Sabah ! Why, there ’s 
not a playgoer or newspaper-reader worth a wretched million who would not be 
proud to spend half-a-million of it on a relic of such extraordinary interest. I 
will throw in, if they like, a few recollections of how Emile would say — but I 

mustn’t put them iu the Catalogue, because they wouldn’t fetch, anything if grace me looai onow. 

already published. By Jove ! throw iu the collar too — 

My set of Mormou Spoons and Porks. This ought to be regarded as a kind of Tou ’ll make the local Show ! 

half-humorons. half-seric-theological memory of Me. I remember the dis- 
^putable old Elder who gave them Me after that f ^ous performance at BmoHAM 

Youngs theatre of the evergreen (p^tieularly in the dying scene) Dame auoe “Another Little Holiday.” — The continuation, of 

for the clouds “ Bather Abroad,” commenced last week, is unavoidably 
weepmg over onr wicked Parisian crowded out of this Number. It will, to use an entirely 

l|a- TO COBBISPOHMNTS^In no ewe can Contributions, wlietlier MS., Printed Matter, or DratrinM bo returned, unless aocompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed t nvaope or Cover. Copies of MS. shculd be kept by the Senders 


Mr, Gladstone has presented the tall hat and high collars 
which he woro at the Carnival (Feb. 6) to the Museum of 
Curiosities at Nice. The Treasures, slightly damaged, will 
be placed under a glass ease for the veneration of the Public. 

Thotj Grand Old Man from England, 

Enjoying mirthful ease, 

Whose hat has braved a thousand jeers — 

And endless pints of peas : 

Above those ample linen gills 
Thy classic features show, 

And meet the shower of sugar’d fiour 
That greets thee from below ; 

The drenching dust of sweetmeat hail 
That fioors thee from below ! 

Thy meteor hat— thy topper, 

It like a beacon bums ; 

And cartloads of confetti 
For thee, its owner, earns ! 

’Tie riddled through to wear it now 
Would not be comme ilfaut. 

Let it, in peace, rest here at Nice, 

And grace the local Show. 

By Jove ! throw in the collar too — 

You ’ll make the local Show ! 
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WANTED A WATEE-LEAGUE. 

{A Colloquy worth Corisideraition.) 

Interlocutors-’ Jjj:biter Pluvius, John Bull, and Sir Wilerid Lawson. 

John Bull {platntwely), Eeally, great Jupiteb. Plutius, this is becoming most 
serious ! 

Jumter Pluvius {impassively)* What ? 

John Bull* Your perpetual downpour, Sir ! Anything more deleterious, 

Dismal, demessing, detestable, cannot, I ’m sure, be coucelyable. 

Beastly ! Besides, there ’s the loss, which will very soon be irretrievable. 
Jupiter Pluvim. Yes— if you do not look out. 

John Bull, You speak drily, and that is the sole thing 

That is dry about you. Perhaps you 'U explain ; I am sick of the whole 
thing. 

Jupiter Pluvius, Pooh ! I provide you with rain. 

John Bull {hotly). Oh, you do ! There is no one disputes it. 

Just look at the state of the country ! Why, whether for grain, grass, or 
roots, it 

Is awful. Can’t sow in a pool, or grow grain in a swamp, and, by Jingo, 
To live we must soon be like frogs, or stilt-legged like a stork or namingo. 
Jumter Pluvius, Have you done your best ? 

John Bull, In what way P 

Jupit&r Pluvius, Why, “ Self-Help ” and Mechanical Science, 

For those are the things— you ask Smiles— in which gumption will place 
chief reliance. 

Look after your rivers. What’s that that I see sticking under your 
arm there ! 

John Bull, A Bill for Prevention of Floods. 

Jupiter Pluvius, Why, then, pass it. There may be no charm there 

To give you fine weather, but Science and Capital banded together, 

W^ worked, may do wonderful things towards maldng you oarmess of 
weather. 

I You try it, and don’t bother me. It ’s no end of a question, is Water. 


Sir Wilfrid Lawson {eagerly). It is; oh, it^s/ Local 
Option 

Jupiter Pluvius {to John Bull), You won’t get much 
help in that quarter. 

He’d turn on the main at full flood; like your 
pestilent Parliament spouters, 

Who talk out good practical measures. You shut 
up the hobby-borne spouters. 

And— what do you think of a WateT’-League f Land ’s 
had it ’s turn, and I warrant 
There ’s more in this question of Water than dreamt 
by the nincompoops arrant 
Who see but one tree in a forest. You set your best 
brains on the question, 

And next time you ’ll not worry me, but give thanks 
for my friendly suggestion. IJSxit, 


LEGAL DELIGHTS. 

The man who has never heen a Defendant in an action- 
at-law has never tasted one of the chief pleasures of 
existence. He is probably served with a writ, and his 
servants, and perhaps his wife, begin to suspect that he 
is connected in some mysterious way with the Dynamite 
Brotherhood. He goes to a Solicitor, and, after several 
days of patient teaching, he will have taught that 
Solicitor something about his case. In due time the 
Solicitor will take the same trouble, second-hand, to 
teach a Barrister ; after which the Barrister— if the ease 
goes into Court— will take the trouble, third-hand, if he 
is not called into another Court, to teach the Judge ; 
and the Judge, fourth-hand, will take the trouble to 
teach the Jury. 

The man, now called a Client, will be asked, in 
writing, the most insulting questions called interroga- 
tories,” and these he will be expected to answer, without 
losing his temper. Various legal messengers will now 
wait upon him at various hours of the day to swear 
various affidavits. He will be asked to step out and find 
a Commissioner empowered to take Oaths, and after 
trying two gronnd-floors and three first-floors, will dis- 
cover one of these privileged persons in an airy garret. 
He will now learn the meaning and beauty of the word 
venue. 

He may be sued in Yokelshire, or he may be sued in 
Clogshire. lu the latter case he wUl be marched down 
I to Mudchester with his Solicitor and a small party of 
witnesses— the majority of whom will never be wanted. 
He will be fed with reports that he is Number Four on 
the list, and may come on at any moment. After waiting 
a week, he will find that Mudchester has more cases than 
it can try, and he is marched ofi with his party to the 
neighbouring town of Livelypool. Here he is comforted 
with the assurance that he will “ come on” at the open- 
ing of the Assizes, and, in consequence, he has only to 
wait four days for his long-expected trial. i 

His case is sure to be one that can only be properly 
judged without favour or prejudice by a London Jury, 
but, if the venue is laid in Clogshire, he must he tried by 
the natives. He finds his Solicitor and Barristers sitting 
in cramped pews, with huge bundles of papers before 
them the size of hotel-pillows. These papers seem to 
make them very unhappy, but still they cling to them. 
Being about the longest documents in existence they are 
called “briefs,” and do not appear necessary to any 
person who can write the history of England on a shirt- 
cufE. The Barristers get tired of these unwieldy docu- 
ments before the trial is half over, and are thankful to 
anyone— even to the “Client”— who will give them 
information that can be put upon a railway-ticket. 

The case will probably be ably argued on both sides, 
without temper or bad taste— for the Northern Circuit is 
served by leading lawyers and Judges— bnt the Jury will 
doubtless take their own view in spite of evidence and 
ruling. The Client will have the ]^easure of obtaining 
a new trial in London, if he likes to apply for it, and 2 
not, he will have learnt something for his money. 

“ The best thing for breakfast,” says Mrs. Eams- 
BOTHAM, “is a nice Fenian Hammock ora Skipper on 
Toast.” 

New Son a {Dedicated to Mr. Big&ae, M.P.), — “ Oh 
where, and oh where is my Hyland Lassie cofne f ” 
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“BUMBLEDO:VI AGAIN” 

ONCE HOBE. 

Last week under this head we 
remarked that “the Shoreditch 
Guardians had suddenly dis- 
coyered that all children unfor- 
tunate enough to he what is 
called * illegitimate ’ are not en- 
titled to witness an exhibition of 
Dissolyin^ Views,” and, we added, 
“the decision, we believe, was 
approved of and acted upon.” 
We have since been ofdcially 
informed by Mr. Clay— we do 
not mention his name for the 
sake of “ puffing: our clay the 
Clerk to the Guardians in ques- 
tion, that our belief as to the 
decision was erroneous, and that 
the decision itself was that “ the 
able-bodied male inmates and 
the mothers of illegitimate chil- 
dren were to be excluded” from 
the entertainment of Dissolving 
Views, and so concerning the 
whole matter we are glad to say 
that our own views have been 
entirely dissolved. It only re- 
mains to suggest that the next 
time the Shoreditch Guardians 
give an entertainment it should 
be a good play belonging to the 
Legitimate Drama. 


Hew Sort of Fetjit — Cur- 
rents of Air in the Law Courts. 
J. proves of this subject, the 
Last 01 the Barons observed that 
“ The Architects of the new 
buildings, having distributed the 
cold air pretty fairly all round, 
would be remembered hereafter 
as Equity Draughtsmen.” The 
Lord Chief Justice said he’d 
never laughed so much in all bis 
life. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS,-NO. 124 


HOTEL ME WHEN, HOTEL 
ME WHERE? 



The Proprietor of an Hotel 
advertises in the Times that — 

“With the opening of the New 
Law CoTiris this old-established hotel 
will take a new departure, it is so 
admirably placed for witnesses, &c.” 

If this establishment is “so 
admirably placed for witnesses, 
&c.,” why does it not remain 
where it is P If a witness went to 
sleep there under the impression 
that it was close to the New 
Law Courts, and woke up the 
next morning and found hunself 
at Bays water, it would be a “ new 
departure ” that he would hy no 
means relish. 


Song: of the P'ourth Party. 

Thebe ’s nae fun about the 
House, 

There ’s nae fun at a’ ; 

There’s no one to rate, and to 
Jii-^ bait, and to slate, 

When our Grand Old Man’s 
awa’ ! 


Phiz-icab Eobcb.— The Exhi- 
bition of the Works of the late 
Hablot Ehight Bbowhe at the 
Liverpool Art Club. 


THE two TEBBOBS. 

Alas, poor France, thy spectres 
now are twain ! 

A Beign of Terror, and a Terror 
of Rain. 


DR, RICHARDSON RETORTING. 


Hahlet at the Money- 
T.enuees.— “ To what base I. 0. 
Uses may we come at last ! ” 


“THE PLAY’S THE THING.” 

The excellent suggestion thrown out the other day hy the French 
Minister of Public Instruction, that deserving scholars should be 
rewarded by free admission to the Paris Theatres, wiU, no doubt, he 
rapidly adopted by refLeotive Head Masters on this side of the 
Clmunel. 

As the various Metropolitan entertainments will, of course, be 
appropriately apportioned, tbe following scheme will probably be the 
£rst put in hand ; and it will be highly interesting to watch how it 
works. 

For Proficiency in — 

Theology, — Lyceum. Church Scene in Mwh Ado About Nothing, 
Dynamics,^&t. James’s. Impulse, 

ConsUtuUonal Drury Lane. Procession of Rings and 

Clueens. 

Zool^y, — Comedy. JRip Van Winkle, 

Latin Prose, — Strand. Comedy of JSrrors, 

Metallurgy, a. The Silver King, 

Look-keeping,— Ba,YOj, I, O, TJktnthe, 

Jlfedicihe.— Toole’s. Bearer than Life, 

DriWwiflr,-— Haymarket. The Little Sentinel, 

Lotany,—Bt, George’s Hall. Mr. Cobney Gbatn’s On root. 

The use of the Globe would also be elegantly explained at tbe 
house at present under Mrs. Bebnabp Beebe’s management ; while 
Pneumatics would receive ample and interesting iUuskation in the 
final exhaustion of Jane Eyre, Altogether, the Metropolitan and 
other Schools ought to have a very agreeable and instructive time 
of it. 


Why is tightly tying up a sluggish horse, sure to be a cure for his 
pane f—Because^ you make him feat. (N.B.— So you do if you don’t 
give hm anything to eat. ^ There are more remedies than one for 
a slug.) 


A WAIL FROM THE CITY. 

Faebwell to big dinners and soup of the turtle, 

Which shows how we feed in Britannia’s clime ; 

The enemy’s arrows around us now hurtle. 

Then why not reform when perchance there is time. 

We’ve revelled too long upon port and madeira, 

Too often have sipped the insidipus punch ; 

But now comes the dawn of a terrible era, 

When we mayn’t get even gratuitous lunch. 

How nobly we ’ve struggled through excellent dinners, 
Involving, perchance, the persuasive blue pill ; 

Why single us out then as specially sinners, 

When crowned heads have dined with uSj eating their fill P 

But certain it is that the whole British nation 
Must fall— if we fall— that the City will swear ; 

Pull down if you like then the great Corporation, 

And England wiU voniidi Uke bubbles in air I 


A Stationer’s Clerk had doubts about a filver proffered by a 
Chance Customer, who thereupon became very abusive. Says the 
Clerk, “ I won’t he huUied, Sir, and I tell you that if you take it to 
the Bank of England you ’U find the fiver ’s a bad ’un, and then 
you’U alter your tone.” 

“I shall only alter my tone,” was the reply, “if I change my 
note.” {Exit Chance Customer delighted at having “ kd up to it “ so mil. 


“Spring Handicaps.”— M rs. Ramsbothah, on hearing these 
mentioned, immediately asked where they could be puroh^ed, as 
they sounded like a most nsefnl invention. 


Singing Birds’ Show.— Go to Bond Street, and see the Whistler’s 
Exhibition. 









PARLUMENTAEY OEESS TOUMAMEjSTT WITH LIYIEQ 
FIQ-URES, 

Ghreat mectanical genius, Holueit, Invented tEe stocking-loom, or 
the sewing-machine, or sometliing of the kind. 

“ Why not,” says he, “ have Marionettes done up like Lords Com- 
missioners ? Could easily work in the Clerks at the Table ; have a I 
House of Commons, Thursday, February 15 . — “If there’s one barrel-organ to play ‘Should auld acquaintance be forgot,’ and 
thing in this world that ’s worse man Beai)1a.tjgh it ’s mock-turtle.” there you are. Nothing like machinery for saving time and labotir.” 

It was the voice of the Alderman whom I heard thus complain. Seems good idea ; worth thinking of when House of Lords come to 
He WM standing near me at Bar in House of Lords : temper a Uttle reform their procedure. 

soured, having been elbowed out of the front row by some Radical House looked a little better at four o’clock when Peers came down, 
Menders who have no respect for Corporations, whether they be of and the battle of the Address commenced. Princess of Wales in 
the Ci^ of London or mermy of Aldermen. the Grallery looking a little pale in her mourning. Prince of Wales 

* Turtle ’s something like,” the^ Alderman continued, and the on the Cross Benches, looking jollier than ever. Brought back some 
expression of his face softened, his eye lost its glamour, and his good stories about the Grand Old Man at the Carnival, and other 
tonrae gently caressed his lips. “But, if we can’t have it, let’s do dissipations of the Riviera. Told a few to Gbaisttillb and 
without soup.” ^ mysflf in the Robing Room. Lord Wolselet took the Oath 

Found out presenily that this Aldermanic parable VTas intended to and his seat for Cairo. Afterwards sat on Cross Benches between 
express ^satisfaction with the performance of opening Parliament Prince of Wales and the great soldier who planned Egyptian 
by Roym Commission. Rather Radical sentiments for the'Alderman. Campaign. Looked critically on first Parliamentary encounter. 
Otherwise seems to be right. Funny to see for the first time the “ Not much to you after Tel-el-Kebir,” H.R.H. said, pleasantly, 

five Royd Commissioners in their butterwoman’s cloaks, with cocked “ No, Sir,” replied our only General. “I’m getting tired of sham 

hats which, at a signal from another Gentleman in black vrig fights.” 

j Mid gown who bobs up and down before them, they lift and replace. In House of Commons at four o’clock great crowd, and sup- 
But not the sort of thing you care to see often. Wouldn’t get fifty pressed excitement. Outside, people risen in their thousands, and 


new idea as to how it might be done. < roadway, and policeman on curvetting white steed backs into them. 
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Space cleared here filled up in another place ten yards higher up. | 
Another policeman on bounding bay backs into them. They return | 
to old stand, and curvetting white steed has another walk round, i 
This is what the police call “passing away.” It passes away the 
time pleasantly enough, till Mr. BitanLAxron appears in Hansom 
cab. Murmurs of disappointment among the throng. B. had intro- , 
duced himself as “ your General for the day.” Thought he would | 
appear in a chariot, in scarlet coat, sash, and plumed hat, like the 
City Marshal. Hansom cab, chimney-pot hat, black coat, and no 
other weapon about him than probably a stylographic pen concealed 
in breast pocket, naturally lowered enthusiasm of mob. Fortunately | 
white steed and bounding bay began again, and arrested deep i 
depression stealing o'er them. I 

Inside, much same sort of thing. Sergeant-at-arms drawn onj 
pair of white kid gloves (two buttons), also new pumps. Floor ! 
waxed, and everything ready for the giddy dance. But after Lord I 
Haetington, in reply to q[uestion, said Parliamentary Oaths Bill j 
would be brought in, Mr. Beolaugh went out. I 

After this Irish Members fell quite fiat. “ Never knew anything ! 
like the luck of those fellows,” Mr. Cheistopheb Sykes drawled, 
surveying them through his eye-glass, as if they were occupants of 
a monkey-house. “ Always got one of their number in prison. 
Believe they draw lots who ’s to he put in gaol, so that the others 
may come down here and make a row.” 

It 's Heait happens to be out of luck this time. Yet should have 
thought there needn't have been all this bother. Hemember when 
Healy declared he “didn't care two rows of pins whether he was 
in prison or the House of Commons.” House has a preference on the 
subject. If it can be gratified without individual suffering, why 
noti*^ Put it this way to Paenell, who says that may he all very 
well in social life, but in politics things are difierent. 

“Bat yon nsedn’t to he so desperately fond of Tnst when he was 
here,” I urge. 

“STo,” says Paksteli, in his soft sad voice; “hnt yon know 
absence makes the heart grow fonder.” 

A. inilitary tread, the clank of a sword, the smell of gunpowder. 

Adown the glen march armed men.” Look xonnd and behold a 
terrible figure at the end of the corridor near the ante-room where 
peaceful Members enter to secure places for mothers and wives in 
the Ladies’ Gallery. Thought at &stit was the Luke of Weiling- 
T 02 T coming to enter protest agaiast his disestablishment. Like 
him about the plumed cap, but figure not quite so tail. As it came 
nearer by forced marches, discovered it was only Dyke Aclaed. 

“What, in Heaven's name, 's the matter ? ” I asked, when breath 
came hack. .“.Are the Reserves called out? Have the French 
landed P Or is it the mob that 'a broken through Palace Yard P ” 

“ No,” said the Colonel. “ Don’t you know I 'm going to move 
the Address ? ” 

“ Now, General, look here ! ” I said, my blood boiling. “ I 'm a 


mon. Outside you make the British Public ‘ pass away ’ at the horses’ 
hoof, and inside yon move the Address at the point of the sword. 
I u join W uE Eiu Lawsok, Labotjcheee, ana Heney Eiohajeo), 
and you see if the Fifth Party won't he worse than the Fourth.” 

“ Nonsense,” said the Commander-in-Chief ; “yon don't under- 
stand. It 's merely a matter of form ; horribly uncomf ortahle for ns ; 
hnt if Address not moved by Gentleman in Military Uniform what 
would become of British Constitution ? ” 

‘ ‘ That 's all right, Corporal. Perhaps I don^t understand. There 's 
many tiungs I don't understand in this House. But what do you 
mean by marching and counter-marching in remote corridors, start- 
ling Hon. Members ? ” 

“Fact is, Toby,” said the Quartermaster-General, lowering his 
voice, s a little hard to walk in these things, when you’re not 
used to them. If this leather reticule at the end of the strap doesn’t 
get between your l^s, the sword will. Between the two my life 's a 
burden. General Bubitaby was good enough to give me half-an- 
hour s drill. But you cau't learn to walk like a turkey-cock in half- 
^-Imur. Quite sure I’ll come to grief with the sword going into 
the House, and with the reticule going out, or the other way about. 
1 'm sure I don t ewe which it is.” 

The gallant Mjjor, however, managed very well when the time 
came. Wa^ a little stiff, and face a little pale. But got safely to 
his seat, and back agam. 

^together, sitting very dull. Same thing here as Wolsbley's 
eagle eye discovered^ in another place. Only sham fight, and not 
very hnlliantly cMied on . H ouse further depressed by dejected 
appearance ot Mr. Biggae. Whatever may have been weighing on his 


“No,” Joey B. answered in husky voice, and with manner no 
longer sly, “ I saw what could be done as soon as Caine gave notice 
of his Bill. Went on my knees to Paeneli. Says he can’t inter- 
fere. Dick Powee told me, confi.dentially, Waeton means to block 
the Bin. Too late, Toby, too late!” And Joseph wiped away a 
tear with the cuff of his coat-sleeve. Business done. — Address moved. 

Saturday Petbe burned his boats and crossed the 

Rubicon, as Paenell once said the Government had done. More 
convenient to cross first, and burn boats afterwards. But that 's a 
trifie. Childers has come hack, looking quite ruddy; evidently 
good for the Chancellorship of the Exchequer as long as this Parlia- 
ment lasts. But if the Ministry won’t have Peter one way, they 
shall another. ^ So last night gave notice that on early occasion 
will call attention to the present state of the National Expenditure, 
and move a Resolution.” Uproarious cheering from Conservative 
benches. Odds rapidly falling against Peter some day joining 
Fourth Party. 

TMa morning Bradlangh confiagration unexpectedly broke out on 
Motion to bring in Bill. Struggle lasted two Rouxs — a “ small and 
early.” No dancing. Bimness done. — Address moved. 

KNOW YE THE LAND ? 

{A Oity Song.) 

“From facts just published, it appears that New York furnishes the chief 
market for that Aldermanic luxury, the turtle. The City receives every year 
from 160,000 to 180,001b. Turtles are most plentiful during the summer, and 
when the supply is larger than the demaod, the turtles are kept afloat, and 
given cabbages, lettuce, celery tops, and water-melon rinds, the last-named 
article of diet being the most highly prized.” 

Know ye the land where Hie high price of turtle 
Tacks on to yoiu dinner as much as the wine ; 

Where you big Civic swells would with Cyprus and myrtle 
Sit crowned in despair— asked without it to dine ? 

The land, where to-day simple oysters and porter 
Are counted fit lunch for a millionnaire ; 

Where, stock of the real run shorter and shorter, 

The mock takes its place with a confident air P 

Ah, know ye the land where, when “ green fat ” abounded. 
Three helpings you held nothing out of the way ; 

Where now, by the calf that deceives quite dumbfounded, 
Untested yon send your one portion away P 

Ah, well ! if ye toow such a land, and. are frantic 
To think that it boasts scarce an honest tureen ; 

Take courage : there 's hope yet beyond the Atlantic 
On shores where the fat that you love is still green I 

WTiere the cook whom ye trust doesn’t prove but a traitor. 
And the turtle is kept in condition Ikat ’s ; 

Supply than demand being delightfully greater, 

And all but the spirit of man is divine ! 

So pluck up your courage ; your turtle awaits you, 

On cabbage and lettuce enjoying his ease ; 

And if fierce Reform with economy baits yon. 

Pack up : seek three helpings beyond the green seas ! 

“Hang it!” exclaimed Mr. Jeremy Diddlbr, on reading the 
provisions of Mr. Chamebelain’s Banbenptoy Bill. “They’re 
going to make Bankruptcy easy— to creditors 1 ” 

^ Wanted : a Site eoe the Duke's Statue. — N o : keep it out of 
sight,— say in Hide Park. 


rnngsdoRtmendbyknocking^Sde^: Beskes, they may^tV^ 
bod. C^NE tells me he means to push forward his Bill. If your 
feUows don't obstruct, it might easily he got through by Easter. 
Couldn’t you manage it with them ? ” 


Mashionable Intelligence. 

Ween a young man joins the 
Mashers, he is 

f said to become 
emashiated. 

The Mashers 
are about to 
I start ajoumal 
I, of their own, 
y to defend 
; themselves 
against the 
violent at- 
tacks to which 
theyhavebeen 
subjected in 
other 

will he called the Jjdornmg Mash- 
tub and Cha^ies^ Chronicle. 


CHEZ NOEL.EETEES. 

^ important question for 
visitors to Paris who are fre- 
quenters of the above-mentioned 
Restaurant is, how will the 
Expulsion Bill affect the Bassage 
des Brinces f 

Me. Shield has been deputed 
to take charge of the Cambridge 
Corporation Bill in the House of 
Commons. This is as it should 
be, “ Defence— not Defiance.” 

What is the distinction be- 
tween Mr. Paenell and Sir 
WnEBiD Lawson P 

One’s a Land Leaguer, the 
other ’s a Water Leaguer. 
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PLON-PLON IN ENGLAND. 

{A Fragment from an ArMiograjphy.) 

9 A.M.— Readied Charing Cross more dead than alive. Gave Louis 
his breakfast, who has consented to accompany me on condition of 
receiving a week’s holiday, a youth’s chemical chest, and a popgon. 
He insisted upon having breakfast. The passage seems to have 
agreed with him. He apparently spent his time on board in attempt- 
ing to drop my luggage into the engines. Was too ill to look alter 
him. Made for Leicester Square. 

10 A.K.'-Have finished my dijedner at the HStel de Paris et les 
deux Mondes. Absinthe wretched ! Took a sardine with my rosbif^ 
hiftek^ and cotelettee in honour of Lent. Shall mention this to 
EugI:nie when I see her later. Louis finished the cognac when I 
was not looking, and consequently is as incapable as his brother 
Yictor to oust me, or to do anything else. 

11 A.M.— Having dropped Louis into the Leicester Square foun- 
tains, he has revived. Visited Madame Tussaud’s "Wax-Works. 
Much annoyed at finding no “ Portrait Model” of myself. Pointed 
out^that as my TJncle was represented as reclining on a tent bed- 
stead, his duplicate effigy in the centre of the Imperial group might 
do for me — with a fair amount of stuffing. Louis suggested that 1 
might be put in the Chamber of Horrors. Very much annoyed, and 
would have publicly thrashed him had he not threatened me with 
his Uncle Huicbebt in Rome. The boys (ungrateful little mites I) 
are always trying to get up a family quarrel. Half a mind to send 
them back to CIiOULDE. They are not a bit of use to me<— rather 
the reverse. 

12 Hooir.— Called at Marlborough House. The family out of town. 
Gkiye my name at the gate, and was informed that the Prince had 
left word if I called that “he was indisposed.” “To see you!” 
shouted Louis, who is a vulgar little fellow for a king’s grandson. 
Much annoyed. Took an omnibus to the Waterloo Station, and 
quarrelled about the fare. Having to wait for a train, looked up a 
local bUl-poster, and find that I can get a Manifesto issued much 
cheaper in London than in Paris. Made a note of this. Advertise- 
ment Agent very intelligent. On learning my name and purpose, 
suggested that I should use some old posters of the “ Battle of 
Waterloo ” he had in stock. He said 1 could have the block altered 

I BO as to appear myself as the Hoke, whose nose had disappeared in 
the course of wear and tear. Thought that if I could secure the 
services of a dozen regiments just to back him up, he might “ make 
a good job of it.” Was obliged to refuse, as his terms are “fixed 
prices— payment in advance.’^ 

1 P.3C.— Took a train to Pamborough. Ver^ pleased with the military 
display. Cluite reminded me of my old Crimean days. Much nicer, 
too— -no danger. Sentry saluted me. Delighted. Louis roared with 
laughter, and told, the man that he had made a mistake — “ That 1 
was not a soldier.” Chased the young rascal with my umbrella 
until 1 was forced to desist from want of breath. 1 am not so slim 


as I used to be. Never mind I When I get back to the throne and 
my relatives, Master Louis shall have a couple of years or so in the 
Conciergerie I I will teach him to be rude to his father I 

2 p.3£.— EualiNiE has very civilly sent a carriage for me. Hurried 
to see her. She says she does not know why I have come. Explain 
it ’s a return visit. “ So kind of her to have looked me up in Paris.” 
She says that she did nothing of the sort— she came to see Mathilde, 
not me I She is generally nasty, and says she won’t have her name 
“ dragged into my ridiculous fiascos,^' Grieved, as I hoped to have 
induced her to pay at least a part of the Manifesto printing-bill. 

3 Found that the carriage in which I came had returned to 
the stables. Suppose the coachman wouldn’t wait because 1 hadn’t 
tipped him. Very well 1 I will pay off old scores when I get back I 
Had to carry Louis all the way back to the station, as the xm^ateful 
little wretch threatened to give me into custody if I didn’t. He says 
that two of the umbrellas 1 have now in my possession came from 
the house 1 have just visited I Told him that he was too young to 
: understand these matters, and that 1 had a perfect right to “ requi- 
sition ” anylMng I liked. 

4p.m:. — ^B ack in London. Called at the Zoological Gardens, and 
visited the Eagles. Asked the price of one of the smallest, with a 
view to making a descent upon Boulogne. Found them much too 
dear. Said they would let me have a i^ture cheap, which would do 
just as well if 1 concealed i^e bird’s neck with a large tricolor rosette. 
Said I would think it over. If 1 came at night, an old fowl with a 
Roman-nosed beak would answer all my purposes. Obliged to be 
economical. Borrowed, privately, a Napolen Louis had received 
from his mother. He was very much annoyed 9 n discovering his 
loss. Mus^ however, be businesslike and economical. 

5. p.ii.— Louis, having discovered that 1 had annexed his money, 
set up a yeU. To quiet Kim, promised to show him all * ‘ the monu- 
ments” of London. Visited consequently the South Kensington 
Museum, the National Gallery, and the Albert Memorial. Really 
very interesting, and not e^ensive. Mislaid my son in Kensington 
Gardens, and (uned at the Hbiborn Restaurant admirably. 

6 p.M:.-~Feel very much better. Saw my name in large letters in 
the contents bills of the Jevening papers. Nerved myself for to- 
morrow’s Channel martyrdom with unlimited absinthe* Everything 
couleur de rose I 

7 p.M.— Can’t find Louis anywhere I Made acquaintance with a 
lamp-post I Don’t care 1 Beast of a boy 1 Can’t say French Con- 
stitution! Never could! 

8 p.ic.— Just assured a couple of policemen that “ it’s all right I ’’ 

9 P.M.— Have been accommodated with a cell. Going to bed— in 
my Uncle’s boots ! 

Ajsq) ftuiTB Bieura Too 1— After all, the Municipality of Geneva 
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PLEASANT I 

Lord Bcginald Sansdcnicr (ia answer to confidential remarh qf Ms East). ••Twenty thousakd potjnds’ worth of Plate on the 
Table, Sir Goaomsl I wonder you ain’t afraid of being Robbed 1” 

Sir Oorgius Midas, Robbed, my Lord ! Gjod 'Eybns ! 1 *M sure ter Lordship *s too honnerablb hevest to thins of sigh 

A THING ! " 


ON THE TRAIL. 

At last I ^Tis hard to check the glow 
Of gladness, or to still the bound 
Of burdened spirits, which have found 
The patient steps of Justice slow 
Upon the track of Crime, whose stain 
Borns heavily on heart and brain. 

IS^ot hate’s exnltant thrill, and not 
The savage thirst of vengeance. Nay. 

But he who Law’s stern step would stay 
On ruthless Murder’s tiger-slot, 

Plays pander, in the name of good, 

To Violence’s vampire hxood. 

Pace forward, therefore, figure stem, 

Yet eveu-pulsed and steadfast-poised ! 
Whatever warring cries are noised 
About her waj, she will not turn 
One step aside, nor faint nor fail, 

When once the sleuth-hound strikes the trail. 

And Erin, following in the wake 
Of that unsheathed but stainless steel, 

For all her woes and fears, may feel 
A fire and force to burn and break 
The hideous toils of murderous lust. 

Typed by that red track in the dust. 


ENCROACHMENT OP THE COCKROACH. 


THE BEAUTIFUL DANUBE! 

Scene — Interior of the Conference Chamber^ 

Present— M r. Punch, and the Delegates of the Great lowers, 
under the Presidency of the British Minister of State for 
Foreign Affairs. 

Lord Granville {rising gracefully). Messieurs—— 

J!fr. Punch {interrupting). Pardon me, my Lord. Before we 
commence business in earnest had we not better speak in plain 
English, and discard diplomatic French? The former is easier 
understood, {Turning to Ambassadors.) Are you aware, Gentle- 
men, that the Danube is practically valueless from a commercial 
point of view ? 

Ambassadors, Well 

Punch. That a company without a competitor for through 
traifio, running a fleet of steamers and other vessels on the 
1000 miles nearest the mouth of the largest river in Europe, with a 
limitleBB supply of coal on the very banks, can hardly keep its head 
above water? 

Ambassadors. Yes, that may be, but 

Af. Punch. That any offioiala that may be appointed to look after 
the nver will have absolutely nothing to do ? 

Ambassadors. So we understand, yet— _ 

Mr. Punch. And t^t nny attempt to improve the navigation 
over 450 miles of sb^Iwag river-bed will be utterly absurd and 
fruitless ? 

Ambassadors. It looks like it, still 

^ Afr. Punch. Well, now that you have heard the plain Euglish of 
it, you may return to your diplomatic French. ‘ iAnd they do ! 


by BoakiM fat Mbs. Eahsbotham intends to sabsoribe to the “ Homiletioal 
Lxbriy Ae sees is jnstannomioed. She has lon^ heen.in 


medicme. We may probably live to see the day wl 
Draught will be reckoned among our most popular 


day when a Black-beetle 
>opular cures. 


RtitTii A'g sfiTo ^ n rTb tw u :ii i ■ J tT:^ A iiTI I ■ iT: b J h 1 1 r.b t n <1 


melettes. 
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ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY. 

Introductory Preface, showing how it was done — Digression on 
Johnnies — Inspiration — JSxtract from Pocket^Booh Notes — 
Off, off! 

My Doctor is always telling me to “ Go away I ” .Though, undoubt- 
edly excellent advice, yet when it comes to be written down in, 
literally, the two words, “ Go away,” it loohs like the pettish ex- 
pression of a schoolboy who is being teased, or of a girl who doesn’t 
want to be bothered. Perhaps my Doctor is being teased, and 
doesn’t want to be bothered, and that is why he says, “ 0 go away ! ” 
Curiously enough, I have often noticed that whenever he has told 
me to “ go away ” he has generally “ gone away” himself. “ Gone 
away ” is suggestive of a fox ; but Heaven forbid I should, for one 
moment, insist on such a comparison. All 1 wish to record is that 
my Doctor told me to “go away ; ” that he enforced Ms precept by 
practice, — ^he has an excellent practice, — and that, while in doubt, I 
happened to fall in with young Wtllib ‘Wadd, who was introduced 
to me as one of the set of “ Johnnies ” whose acq.uaintance I had the 
great pleasure of making last autumn in Wales. 

By the way, before continumg the main subject of these Hotes, I 
cannot resist tMs opportunity of remarking on the universally 
growing tendency to speak of everyone by a Christian name,— it may 
or may not be his own Christian name as given him by his god- 
fathers and godmothers, but whether it is or isn’t depends entirely 
upon the fact of the sponsors having selected a good one for conver- 
sational purposes. 

There are, as I remarked on a former occasion, a number of 
“Hughees” about, — quite a run on Hughies,— wMoh starts the 
curious question as to unconscious nomenclature ; that is, was there 
a sort of general inspiration going about some time ago to call every 
boy Hugbie, so that people utterly unknown to one another, living 
hundreds of miles apart at the extreme points of the IFnited King- 
dom, when requested, as sponsors, to “think of a name” — (tMs sounds 
like a game or a puzzle — “ add ten to it— halve it — subtract fifty 
from it all suddenly shouted “ Hughie I ” and positively refused 
to think of any other. By this time, besides the preponderating 


Bomr, May 22, 1813. Died, FEBUUAnY 13, 1883. 

In’ Music-World arch-revolutionist, 

Titan-assailant of its elder gods, 

For Mm the menace of the J ovian nods. 

The thunders and the rock-storm. Yet he kist 
With climbing crest the empyrean’s crown, 
Out-nodding old Olympus in his mood 
Of most aggressive mastery. Of the brood 
Of Demiurgus militant, whose frown. 

Like that of mailed Mars amidst the boys. 

Frightens away Convention’s cMrrupers^ 

And to wBd cackle as of goose-fiights stirs '! 

Pale Peace’s pretty fluters of small joys 
And fine factitious sorrows. Then what wonder 
He brought the sword into mild Music’s sphere, 
And in tne clangour of the hurtUng spear, 

The clashing mail, and the loud battle-thunder, 
Missed, sometime, of the finer harmony 
The stiU small voice, known of the subtler ear, 
Which outlives all War’s clarions ? Tear on year ] 
May pass ere he is measured. Yet we see 
The work of a strong shaper, one whose part 
Was with new light to show a newer way. 

He stripped the gewgaw’d shams of Opera, 

Lord of two spheres, he wedded Art with Art, 

And MusiO; sunned in brighter, larger fame, 

May date its nobler dawn from Wagner’s mighty 
name. 

Purse-onal Attractions. 

We cull the following from the Sussex Daily News : — 

A DVERTISEK (Widower) seeks a Cheistian Paetner 
JA. (domesticated) willing to invest capital in profitable business, 
and property under her own control, with a vie w to matrimony. 
— ^Address, by letter only. 

The Advertiser evidently wishes to, to quote the Era, 
“ combine leading business with general utility.” He 
wants a Christian, a commercial, and a matrimonial 
partner all iu one. “Domesticated,” however, sounds 
tike the attribute of a cat. 


“Hughie,” a fair crop of Archies, Johnnies, Wilmbs, Regies, 
Aegibs, and Charlies has sprung np, showing either that there 
were several inspiratioiis within a few months of one another, or 
that a universal conspiracy to name every one “ Hughie ” has been 
broken np through the insubordination of some of its members, who 
had rebelled against the arbitrary decree, and had gone in for other 
names on their own individual responsibility. OccasionaUy.we come 
across a Bob, now and then a Harry, sometimes a Tommy, and very 
rarely a Neddy. They all come under the heading of “ Johnnies,” 
nnd are particularised, to save trouble, as “this Jobu^ht, that 


Again, stopping on my road, — I’ve not “gone away” yet — I 
notice tne sudden familiarity characteristic of the most modem | 
manners. TMs tendency to oaU everyone by a Christian name, to 
wMoh I have just alluded, has reached such a pitch, that no one, 
no matter to what respect his age, character, or social position may 
entitle kiTn, is safe, nowadays, from being addressed by Ms Christian 
name by the most recent and casually introduced acquaintance, who 
establishes himself, within five minutes, on the footing of an intimacy 
of a lifetime, dating from yonr earliest schooldays, though 
ten mnutes ago you were utterly unconscious of your new acqnaint- 

^The a^of universal brotherhood may be approaching, that happy 
time when everybody shall call everybody else by any Christian 
name, or petit nom that may occur to Mm, when everybody shall 
dinft with everybody else at anybody’s expense, and all shall be 
Johnnies. There may be just the faintest dimmest prospect of some 
such Paradise of Johnnies looming in the future; but, at present, 
it is a very long way off, and just now we are in a state of general 
familiarity wMch is as Mcely as not— in fact, more likely than not— 
to lead to a row all round. mi. » 4. n 

There are, of course, Johnnies and Johnnies. They 're not all 
friendly, though they are familiar ; they don’t all love one another, or 
tMnk highly of each other, and are, in fact, generally very wide 
awake when they meet; and, wMle adopting an air of reckless 
candour, have still “ got a little bit up their ideeve,” and are 
uncommonly suspicions of even their dearest and most intimate 
friends ; though, of course, it immediately occurs to any logical 
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mind that if you are not suspicious of your most intimate friends, 
of whose yery smallest ways you know most, of whom would you he 
suspicious? As a mle, when two or more Johnnies meet, no 
matter how friendly they may be, they are, for the first five minutes, 
mutually distrustrol. Far instance, when HueHiE Beechah is in 
a r oom wit h Wileie "WAnD, Aucheb DrEtSTEBSHAir and a few other 
“ Johnnies/' the first assertion, or piece of information tendered by 
any one of the party is met in a spirit of determined incredulity by 
the others, who immediately throw out feelers, so to speak, ana 
cautiously inquire whether “ there is a sell on ” or not ; and, if not, 
does he really mean it, and so forth. The next anxiety on the part 
of everybody,^ individually, is to be jtnite sure that he personally 
has not been singled out to be the victim of a practical joke played 
on him by a combination company of all the others, and for the 
first quarter of an hour or so each mau keeps his eye ou the looking- 
g^s, so as to command the general situation, and furtively puts 
m hand behind his back, to feel if there 's a piece of paper, or a 
Dit of strmg, or a long straw stuck under his coat-colfix. After 
asoe^ming, each one to his own satisfaction,^ that none of these 
contingencies have occurred, mutual confidence is gradually restored 


until the time of departure arrives, when it becomes the one object 
of each man to get out of the room as quickly, and as safely, as 
possible. 

As a rule, in spite of all this brotherly affection and calling of 
Christian names, the Johnnie kee;M his hat on when in a room with 
other Johnnies, as, were it once off his head, it would be safe to be 
tampered with. For this reason among others, the Johnnie seldom 
carries an umbrella, usually preferring a hansom hired by the day 
folloT^g at his heels, in which he can take refuge at the first sign 
of rain. But he cliugs to his stick as to a talisman, and any 
‘ ‘ nonsense ” with this he deeply resents. No, the J ohnnib’s stick is 
sacred, — at least, so long as he keeps it in his own hands : once out 
of them, and the other Johnnies will hide it and forget where they 
put it, or present it as atestimouial of regard and attachment to some 
unsuspeowg person, who accepts it in the most perfect good faith. 

This digression has arisen from the mention of Willie Wade, 
whose conversation chiefly oonsists of the catchy titles of the latest 
musiojhalL sauM, who suspects everybody of sdBng him, who meets 
any piece of information with a sly wink, a shake of the head, and a 
thrust in the ribs or a hit on the shoulder, and the observation, ** Oh, 
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go along I ’’—meaning thereby that he is not 
to be taken in^ and thatxmless yon take yonr 
oath of it (he is evidently a man of religions 
convictions), he wiU not believe yon. 

I happened to remark to Wilue WAnn 
that 1 was afraid I had a tonoh of gont^ and 
was not, in a general way, “ qnite the thing,” 
when he at once hit me on the shoulder (a 
dangerous place for an invalid to be struck), 
said, “ You got the gout ! Oh, go along I 
and insisted that 1 was “ selling him.” 

“ Oh, yes,” he says, slily, “there’s some 
sell on,— it won’t do, yon know.” 

In vain I try to argue reasonably with 
him. What possible object, I put it to him 
earnestly, could I have in pretending that 1 
had ^e gout when I hadn^t ? How could 1 
sell him r Where was the sell ? 

“Oh yes,” he replies, shaking his head 
knowingly; “ it won’t do— go along 1” And 
then he sings the refrain of a popular song, 
of which the burden is, “ I couldn’t teU a lie 
If I were to try. For I ’m always gay and 
hearty ’’—which, being a decided reflection 
on me, both in my character of a strictly 
truthful man and an invahd, I cannot help 
resenting. I speak more in sorrow than in 
anger, like Samlet's father’s ghost, and beg 
him to be serious for one moment, and to 
oblige me by believing what 1 say. Hot that, 
as it occurred to me on after-consideration 
when alone, it could possibly matter to me 
whether Wilue Wadd disbelieved me or 
not. And yet, on second thoughts, it might : 
for might he not tell his friends that 1 had 
been trying to sell him, and add, “ Oh, he ’s 
always doing it ; ” so that henceforth— for 
such a report would spread— any assertion^of 
mine, no matter in what company it might 
be made, would be immediately met with 
winks of incredulity, would be treated as a 
stupid joke, and I should be told by everybody 
to “ Go along 1 ” Ho— I feel I was quite right 
in assuming an earnest and serious tone, and 
thus impressing the flighty Willie Wald, 
who, but for this, might have seriously 
damaged my character. 

When he found 1 meant what I said, and 
that 1 really had a touch of the gout, and 
was not altogether well, he evinced a deep 
sympathy, which, in my turn, 1 began to 
distrust ; and when he put his hand on my 
shoulder compassionately, 1 was obliged to 
stop the conversation, and ask him if he had 
stuck a bit of paper on to my back, or under 
my coat-collar, or hung anything on my 
coat-tail buttons. He seemed hurt by my 
suspicions, and assured me he had done 
nothing^ oi the sort. When, with a view 
of making a deeper impression on him, I 
repeat my Doctor’s advice to go away, 
Willie, who I do not think had been giving 
me his undivided attention up to this part, 
suddenly broke out with another comic 
song which seemed to him appropriate to 
the occasion. It was : “ She told me to go 
To Jerioho: I said that I would do it'' 
—when, by one of those inexplicable inspi- 
rations which occur when least exacted, 
and which can only be called a “Happy 
Thought,” the words seemed to take this 
form 

He told me to go 

To Monaco ! 

I said that I would do it. 

And starting up, like WHiniNGTOir when 
he heard the bells calling him back again to 
London (another Happy Thought this), 1 
said to Willie, “Yes, thanks; I will— 
much obliged for the suggestion and then 
1 left him, staggered, and still, I am con- 
vinced. under the impression that I had 
been “selling him”— though how he had 
been sold, or “ where the sell was,” it would 
be extremdy difficult to say. But the 



''MOPS AND BR — » 

{She left him to wait outside while she went into her Silk-M^cer's in Oxford Streets Bat she didTnot 
see him again till he was brought home in a cab^ in this diegraceful conditn^y at 1 a.m,) 

Wife [indignant), “ You had better not have comb Home at all, George, than 

ARRIVE AFTER MIDNIGHT, AND IN THIS STATE I ” 

Ewsband, ** Honsh’nsh, Maria- my dear Gal, how wash’t we Missh’d b’shother? 

I WAITED F’YOIT TILL ShIXSH — AT BAR SwISH-FaM*L ’Eob'SH — I MEAN Pe’ Eob’NSH’N 

Cruseo — ^’don’t b’lieve mb, ASHE O’mmish'nark-Man Friday — standee at Door— if I ■ — ” 
Wife [loftily). “I shall GO TO Bed. When you see the Bill, Sir, you'll know 

WHERE YOU LEFT ME 1 ” ' 

quotation settled me — ** He told me to go to Monaco,” — and as I had for years been longing 
to go there- “ I said that I would do it.” . , t 

Note for Pocket-Book Diarp.-CoRed. on Doctor. He said, 3Spt gone away; eh r I 
asked him what he thought of Monaco ? By all means. Go to Hice and Monaco. Tha^uite 
determines me. Off to Monaco, via Hice. Odd that the suggestion should have come from a 


trustor years. What is it iromr' iN.rs.— uo 
and “ G. A.S.” in the Illustrated London News, 
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PICTTTEES POa POSTEHITT. 



Policeman of the Period, equipped for encounter with 
Armed Burglar. 


LAKES AND LOCOMOTIVES. 

Our Own Philistine ) 

[Proposals are under consideration to run railways round the head of Der- 
wentwater and round the shores of Loch Lomond.] 

What ho ! my merry Philistines, here ’s news and no mistake ; 
They ’re going to run a railway round and spoil each pretty lake ; 
And near the famous cataract that Southey sang of yore, 

The locomotiye’s noise shall drown the murmur of Lodore. 

Loch Lomond, too, shall have her train, and I would ask, why not— 
There ’s “ naething like gude dividends,” is there, my canny Soot ? 
It *s very well in poetry to talk of “ banks and braes,” 

But we prefer another bank that punctually pays. 

Don’t rave about your scenery, what ’s all such trash to me ? 

I only care for any view that brings in £ s. d, : 

And if you’d know the kind of scene that 1 regard with pride, 

A good coal-pit’s the fairest thing upon the country-side. 

A lake ’s a very useless thing, and only serves to drown 
The Innatics wno boat thereon ; hut ta’en in pipes to town, 

As reservoir for waterworks, some little good it yields ; 

If not, it should he drained and made remunerative fields. 

Then may the merry trains run on until each echo wakes, 

And let the locomotives scream by Scotch and English lakes ; 
j And as commercial travellers are whirled by streams and hills. 
They ’U sigh to think the scenery is charged for in the bills ! 


THAT KIRBY GREEN! 

{As frequently sung at F, 0.) 

<( receipt of the disQuieting rumour, Mr. Kirby Green instantly 
started for Cettinje .” — Daily Paper, 

Oh, an active chap is that Kiebt Green, 

And we ’ve heard his name of old ! 

All over the place he ’s sure to be seen, 

If a Bosnian gets too hold. 

Bless you, of a row he ’« not afraid ; — 

Why, a fight all round ’s his whim : 

And though at the news we ’re all dismayed. 

It ’s the wildest fun for him. 

In a row down East he ’s sure to be seen : 

Oh, an active chap is that Kirby Green ! 


A JEROMIAD. 

{Supplementary,) 

The ofioial “ confidential communication ” as to his future policy 
and proceedings, that somehow or other a distinguished Pretender 
managed to slip, the other day, into the leading columns of a con- 
temporary, though encouraging and explicit, omitted to make the 
following gratifymg announcements ; — 

(1) Hir relations with his tradesmen and the other Great Powers 

of Europe are satisfactory. . . « * mi 

(2) BSs attitude towards the nation in face of recent events, will 

still he one of comic fatherly interest. « , - 

(3) It is his intention, pending the development^ of further great 

political problems, to fit himself for the responsibilities of a national 
crisis, by accepting a temporary engagement as Clown in a travelling 
Circus. And , 

(4) He will not, therefore, after mature deliberation, demand a 
plebiscite of the nation— just at present. 


A EORLORN HOPE. 

At a meeting of the London Diocesan Con- 
ference, Beresford Hope, speaking very 
much against the Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill, 
is reported hy the Morning Post to have said, 

“Change the law, and could the sister-in-law 
enter the house ? (“ iVb .' ”) Yes ; if there were a 
little private arrangement between them, she 
could— but if she were a pure and 
holy woman, who meant to continue a sister-in- 
law, she could not.” 

Mister Beresford Hope 
Took plenty of rope 

When lie spoke with misplaced hilarity 
Upon the Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill, 

But of women and men he tkinks so ill, 

That he *s Hope without any charity. 

For ourselves, with faith in the ultimate 
triumph of common sense, we venture to hope against Hope 
that this act of justice may speedily become law. 



Who’she? 

Nobody. 


E ARE ARTISTIC OPPORTUNITY.— Public Statue for Dis- 
posal.— Messrs. Mitfobd, Boehm, Leighton, Fergusson & Co., 
having received instructions from the trustees of that peculiar and 
valuable artistic property, commonly known as the “ Duke of Wel- 
lington’s Statue,’’ and sometime prominently situate at Hy de-Park 
Comer, to dispose of the same as soou as possible to the greatest 
advantage, are prepared to receive tenders for the immediate recep- 
tion either of the whole as it stands, or of various selected portions 
by private arrangement. The attention of intending purchasers in 
the travelling-circus line is specially directed to the unique features 
possessed hy this grotesque lot for me purposes of proviucial adver- 
tisement. Horse could be had separately. Duke no object. N.B. — 
The latter would make a bold and graceful figure-head to a steam- 
launch requiring a little weighting in the hows, or could, covered 
with luminous paiut, and seated on a garden wall, he utilised as a 
handsome and effective scare to bur^rs. Might, in combination 
with quinine, form the basis of a popular patent medicine. No 
reasonable offer refused. Would be ^ad to hear from a County 
Lunatic Asylum" in. want of a new sensation. For further particulars 
apply at the Committee Rooms as above. 


“Ready, aye Ready ’’-Money for the National Life-Boat 
Fund. — Mr, Punch begs to acknowledge one guinea from Miss 
E. Elus, and ten pounds from “Aye Ready,” Glasgow. 


AVIS IN TERRIS. 

{A Long Way after Vincent Bourne,) 

There is a new— political — ^bird. 

With the creakiest croak that ever was heard, 
In a state of alarm that is most absurd, 

With fright every feather on end is stirred. 
And into despair he ’d talk us. 

He views the State’s great roundabout, 

With the Liberals in and the Tories out, 

And he hasn’t the tiniest bit of a doubt 
That we ’re going wrong, and shall end in rout; 
And he knows the reason, and croaks it about, 
And whenever he goes on the stump to spout, ' 
He cries— cries he ?— Caucus ! ! T 


“ Speak gently to the ^Meerschaum ! ” 

According to a local paper, the Mayor of Hastings and his brother 
Magistrates, the other day, fined a young man five shillings for swear- 
ing at his pipe, when he dropped it, on a Sunday. The Mayor pro- 
hahly had never had the misfortune to drop a beautifully-coloured 
meerschaum in the street. However, tlxis decision will be a warning 
to visitors. A great many are now compelled to remain indoors. 


49" TO COBBESFONBENTTS.-— In no case can Contributions, whether HS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aeeompaiiiid 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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DICKEITS— POPE— GOLDSMITH. 

[lldhiA of using this : — The UoUo tofacegiage wUh dates v-Twre your Friends will inscribe their names. The Motto not to he sihovrn till the 

signature is complete.'^ 


Makch 31. 




A prowlingr prying hound j a 
hypocrite ; a double-faced, white- 
livered, sneaking spy i a crouch- 
ing cur to those that feed and 
coax him, and a harking yelping 
dog to all besides. 






ifli” 





A fat-faced puss she is, as ever and more 
I came across. rhinoceros. 


He furthermore took occasion 
Ton ’re as slow as. a tortoise, Jg apolo^e for any negligeaoe 
id more thick-headed than a 


dress, on the ground that la&t 
night he had had “the sun very 
strong in his eyes.” 









t-^1 




Slit#® 




IMaxIO. 


iilP 




mmm 


In wild excess ihe vulgar 

Hence ostentation here, 

with tawdry art, TiU buried m debauch the 

Pants for the vulgar praise expire, 

which fools impart. 



Mat 16. 


M. 




Plague take the'blqck 




iT:MV-^riT«W 
«T*W g;T:T ^ i^CO.M^iTtT»r 4 il< 


BS 




mm^w 


itaiTti^ey 

1 1 iTs? «TO «tO l*\'i 


tW^.‘ 








I *11 give thee 7- ah ! too 
charming maid, 

I *U give thee — to the 
d [Ahem !) 


CORPORATIONS AND QUITTANCES. 

OiTLT think of the privilege a parchment expresses, 
As pertaining to Queensborough's loyal burgesses. 
There is no Corporation old English more thorough 
Thau the joRy burgesses of this ancient borough. 
They are quit, in the whole 
Of this kingdom, of toll ; 

Of pannage and murage and hagage and piokage ; 

Of groundage and lastage they likewise are free ; 

Of stallage and tidage in this sharp and quick age : 
Moreover of rivage and wreck of the sea. 

Then Okehampton e’en yet (’tis a fact and no fiction), 
By a Charter that Obajblxx Secukdits conferred. 
Enjoys, only fancy, its own jurisdiction 
Concerning aR manner — don’t deem it absurd — 

Of felonies, witchcrafts, withal incantations 
And sorceries, magic arts also, the same, 
EorestaUings, regratings, extortions— vexations 
Of that sort whatsoever a lawyer may name. 


VENTILATINO QUESTIONS; 

os, THE STKAE'&BE OK THE EMBAKKMEKT. 

1. CA2f this dirty-looking place where the boards and bricks are 
scattered about, and where workmen are trampling^ on fiower-beds, 
and wheeling barrows of rubbish to and from an immense pit, be 
reaRy what the G-nide-book describes as “ the lovely Public Gardens 
by the side of the Thames,** or is it a private brick-field ? 

2. I had always heard that the Embankment was ‘Hhe j^est 

Boulevard iu Europe.** Is it possible that the selfishness of private 
enterprise, or the supineness of public authority, should aUow the 
only unequalled and unrivalled thoroughf are which London possesses 
to be utterly ruined ? , . , , 

3. This third-rate shed, seventy feet long, and twenty high, and 
built in the plainest style of Neo-Gothie red-brick-and-mate archi- 
tecture, must be either an experimental design for a cheaper kind of 
workhouse, or one of the ventRators of the Underground Railway. 

4. I wonder if it is reaRy true that the Underground Railway 
Company are about to obtain powers to open a ventilating shaft in 
the nave of Westminster Abbey ? 


TO . LXXXITi 
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AN ENCORE VERSE. 


(Fsom the Sochdale Song-Book.) 

“ It is quite impossible, therefore, for me to accept your invitation for the coming month, and I cannot 
hope to take part in the interesting proceedings to which you have invited me. . . . But I may say some- 
thing more. I never liked the sea .”— of Kx, Bright to the New York Union Leagm Club* 







JOLLY JOHN BRIGHT IN HIS FAMOUS SONG, NEVER WAS MEANT FOR 

THE SEA.’* 


^ 7? an Opposition gale, I but reply, “ You plead in vain, 

I trust, in perfect form : _ Because, to tell the truth, 

1 ye never k^wn my courage fail There ’s a queer up-and-down on the ocean, 

in any Hww storm. An un-paxuamentaTy motion, 

?57> V Which suggests, unlike CHriDJEEsandGoscrasN, 

Fulfil the dreams of youth ? J never was meant for the Sea ! ” 


Coipmc!rAJi;i Pathos.— A onginal advertising attraction in the window of a 

mercer s shop, heside the mam street of a Western suburb, appeals to the desiderated pur- 
cnaser m the form ox a ticket posted on a peciiliar atvlA of ladv*** -Ftit hrmTiAf. VkAavinm 


— — <uo uuiuuxueu iu BO greaT> a measure witn sucn extreme 
economy as to constitute au instance of commercial enterprise courageous even to the 
of desperation. The single word thns significant has poetry as well as pith in it. 


BANK NOTES. 

Extract prom the Diary of a Flooded 

Kifarian. 

Sunday * — “ Riverside.” Charming name 
I thought this when I took the place last 
summer. Never thought the river would 
put on so much side as it does now, though. 
All over the lawn, and still rising. Had 
to go to church in a punt. Great fun. 
Children delighted. Rector and Curate came 
in a pair oar, steered by Organist. Organist 
fell mto the water on landing ; had to be 
dried instead of playing the organ. On 
return, butler reports water very high in 
cellar. Fear the bin of Thirty-four port 
may get diluted. Youngest hahy carried 
away in perambulator by stream. Had 
to pay five shUlings for rescue. 

JTontfay.— Water nearly up to front door. 
Distressed swans tap with their beaks at the 
drawing-room windows. Wonder how the 
foundations of the house are. Fancy the 
tall chimney over the billiard-room looks 
out of the upright. Water in cellar rising. 
Butler says wine must he moved at once. 

I Tuesday.— k. dying cow landed in front 
of the drawing-room window; groans 
awful! Why couldn’t it die in the stream 
instead of coming here? Bellows! Expires! 
What am I to do with it ? Shove it off I 
I see it go whirling down the stream, and 
it wBl probably block up the look. Hope 
it will. Water trickling through the hall. 
Butler nearly drowned m gallant eRorts to 
rescue Thirty-four port. 

Arrival of butcher in punt 
with a lot of nice joints he is anxious to 
sell cheap. Think of my old friend the 
cow. Won’t have anything. Butcher 
comes hack and wants to know if 1 have 
noticed the tall chimney over the billiard- 
room. Says he fancies it ’s “ settling a bit.” 
Wonder ^ whether he is in earnest, or 
whether it is only because I would not have 
anything to say to the joints. Wonder 
whether it w “settling a bit.” ^ If it does, 
it will settle us all a bit, I imagine. Butler 
with acute rheumatism in both Liees, in con- 


Water still rising. Slime 
three inches deep over the drawing-room 
carpet. Postman dropped letters out of 
his boat in delivery. All of great im- 
po:^nce. They are probably at London 
Bridge by ^is time. The Governess’s ankle 
severely bitten by a large ferocious and 
hungry pike which swam into the school- 
room. Governess has to go to bed. Great 
joy of girls. Boy reports water three feet 
in the knife-honse. Sixteen pairs of boots 
washed away altogether. Four ducks swim 
in at the front-door, and round the dining- 
room. Cook washed out of the kitchen 
along with a milky rice-pudding for the 
nursery dinner. Only cold meat for dinner, 
and xnost of it very damp. 

Friday* — Fowl -house carried away by 
flood, all the fowls drowned. No letters. 
No newspapers. No milk. Gardener says 
he Ihinks he saw long chimney over the 
billiard-room rook. Fancy I observe two 
large cracks in dining-room ceiling. A 
shoal of eels caught inside the grand piano. 
Paper beginning to peel ofE the walls. The 
whole place smells like the pound of a lock 
when the water is drawn down. Governess 
still laid up. Girls uproarious. Mamma 
sends them all to bed. Bread-and-cheese 
and bottled-stont strongly flavoured with 
mud, for dinner. 

Saturday . — ^Water much higher. Furni- 
ture floating about gener ally on the ground- 
floor, and proof-engravings falling out of 
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their frames. A big uprooted elm-tree and 
a dead pig are jammed in the porch, and 
the flower-beds on the lawn have all been 
carried into the shrubbery. I see my wife’s 
new brongham float ^ast the window when 
I am dressing. Nothing for breakfast bnt 
wet captain’s bisonits and a bottle of Thirty- 
I four the faithful butler has rescued from 
the general smash. Windows won]t open, 
doors won’t shut. I do really believe the 
house is ‘ ‘ settling.” W ater rtmning throngh 
the hall like a mill-stream, breakers on tbe 
door-step, weeds on the umbrella-stand. 
The babies are crying, the girls are getting 
frightened, and their Mamma alarmed. 
There is a boat at the front-door, and an 
official tells me the Thames Conservancy 
steamer is lying off the lawn, and I’d 
better put all my people aboard without 
delay, as he thinks the house may be washed 
away altogether. 

TO AaTJARIUS. 

Look here, you old hydropot, can’t you just 

vary us 

Weather a little f This is not hilarious I 
Slop has its limits. Come, don’t be con- 
trarious ! ^ . 

Man’s occupations are most multifariotw, 
Can’t all be played in a pool, and vicarious 
Ducks, frogs, or fishes can’t help, ah ! no | 
“nary” us, i 

So that you place in a precious quandary us. | 
We are worse off than contemplative Marius. 
His were dry ruins, his seat was calcareous. 
We should just squat in a swamp like gre- 
garious 

Frogs. Once our weather was-— well, at 
least various, 

Now it would liquify Saint Januanus 
Self, in the body. Give old Sagittarius 
Sol and his arrows, dear Aquarius ! 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 1 

Dear Me. PtrarcF, 

I WISH to put my case before you. i 
am twenty-two years of age, strong, actw, 
and willing to work, but I cannot stand the 
drudgery of an office. Would the Colonies 
suit me? I incline myself to Manitoba. 
What is the climate like there ? Is there 
any shooting there? Can you tell me 
about the fishing ? What sort of work is a 
gentleman expected to do ? Is there a good 
opening for a young fellow who would ride 
about on a horse all day? If you will 
answer these questions b^ return of post, 
and also use your great ^ influence to get 
me a free passage, you will greatly oblige 
Yours sincerely, 

Timotht Cotjeteb. 

Messrs. Baggs Bunns^ 

13, Brandy Lane^ JS. C. 


Nfew Beading. 

{Commended to the attention of Supporters of 
the Scdoation and Skeleton Armies,) 

Whatever bawls fill gospel-halls, 

Peace should possess the street. 

Where business drives and Fashion crawls, 
Armies ” should never meet I 



GENEALOGICAL. 


The Bed(yr, A. vert sriC!E-LOOKiN& Yottn© Womast, Gilsor. Did I hbar rightly ihat 

SEE WAS YOUR DAUGHTER?” Bustic , ‘*YeS, SiE, SHE WAR SUST WAR. 

The Sector, “ How do you mear— was ? " 

Bustic, ‘‘Well, you see, Sir, Faithbr, he mabbied aqaisj^ ard ir 
HIS Missus ‘Mother,’ and when he died she married Bill ® /f^shish 

KINS, AND I ’M blessed IF MY SuSY DIDR T SET UP ARD MARRY JACK, WHO WAR A FRESH 
OLD Chap. Now, what I wart to know is, ain’t Susy my Grandmother ? 


“ Armies ” should never meet I “Dancer’s Lard Scandal.” — (Vide poily Telegraph la^ Saturday a-PPio 

priately, “ Dancer’s Land ” is associated with the doings of Yestnes. 

eic£S Ido hite Thebb ’s going to be a TramTOrnp to the high^ 

amphibious phrases ” atead-Heathwns say that " this Tnil be a great ptOL” Diay-herses wiU be m oemana. 

“ Caoss PuBPOSES To oppose the Affir- ^ ‘‘IsDBPBmKraT of hk titte, he is a great good mm/’ ^4 

mation Bill. 1 the Poet says, ‘ The rank is but a penny stamp, the man ’s the gold for a mat. 
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Fearful Scene between Sulky Sam and Polly in the 
Borough Road. “ 'Who gave you those lings P ” 



A ‘ CASTE IN OUR EYE. 

Undoubtedlt the hest of Robertson’s comedies. From first to 
last it is amxLsinjp:, and always more or less iaterestmg, according to 
the capability of the performers. The parts are aU. true to Nature, 
— allowixLg here and there for a certain exaggeration necessary to 

Drama, —and the Actors 
have only to he true to art. 
How wefl. this is done may 
be seen in Mrs. Bancbobx’s 
admirableimpersonationof 
Polly JSccles, ^ Mr. Ban- 
cbofi’s Captain JETawtree, 
and Mr. Dato) Jahes’s 
^ccZe«,— though, in the 
last instance, this clever 
artist is too much in- 
clined to be gentle to the 
old villain’s vices, and to 
tone down the character 
into a weak, besotted old 
fool,— to “ draw it mil^” 
in fact, — instead of in- 
^ J sisting on the more re- 
pulsive features of the 
y character. 

A Hit. An unrehearsed effect. “Don't JEccfea has grown old in 
make a noise, or else jou'U wake the Baby ! wickedness : he is a de- 

, , , , , , praved Captain Costigan; 

a brute whose cruelty killed his wife, who made his weaker daughter 
his drudge, who beat and bullied her (we know all this from her 
own account), who would have sold his girls to the highest bidder, 


or committed any crime, had the opportunity offered and the reward 
sufBlcient. It is a mistake, though probably not so from a Low 
Comedian’s point of view, to give undue prominence to the temporary 
maudlin or convivial aspect of this irreclaimable old scoundrel. 

Robertson was inspired by Thackeray in many of his pieces : 
in Caste^ JScclea is founded, as we have said, on Costigan ; Hawtree 
is a fashionable Dolhin ; Polly Peeks is a very superior Fanny 
Bolton : and Sam Qerridge is founded on Sam Huxter^ who dislikes 
Pendennis as cordially as Qerridge does Jffawtree^ and who marries 
Fanny Bolton, 

The dialogue is not brilliant,— that is, if by “ brilliant” is meant 
a lot of sharp epigrammatic sentences dealt out at hap-hazard to the 
dramatis personae all round, without any reference to their individu- 
ality, and worked up into dialogue,— but it is thoroughly natural. 
Polly talks as such a Polly would talk, and her mild joke about 
Hawtree looking as if he were “ superior to ham and up to tong^ne, 
glazed.” is thoroughly enjoyed by the audience as being capital 
“ for her ’’—due credit being given, of course, for the inimitable 
way in which it is given by Mrs. Banceort. 

Mr. Brookpield makes Sam Qerridge too brutal. He looks like 
a rufdanly costermonger, lurching and sulking about, as if he ’d got 
a knife in bis 

pocket to stick y 

to be linked for 

life to this ruf- Fearful Scene between Sulky Sam and Polly in the 
fian,and whowill Borough Road. “ 'Who gave you those liugs P ” 

come out of her 

honeymoon with a black eye, aching hones, and a broken heart. So 
** nasty ” appears to be his temper, that nis worst suspicions must 
have been aroused by the glitter of the ntuuerouB gold rings which 
ornament Polly Peeks* fingers. Poll^ is only a ballet-girl, 
reoeiving a pound a week, and, of course, it must speak very highly 
for her thrift if, after subscribing to the household expenses and 
giving father his sixpence on Saturday, she can have saved up 
enough to buy rings representing, we should say, a matter of about 
a few hundred pounds or so. Sam has an eye to those ornaments, 
and from his manner, we should surmise that he intends to marry 
her first, heat her next, rob her after- 
wards, and realise as much as he can 
on the jewellery. We don’t think 
Robertson ever meant Polly Pecks 
to wear these rings,— at all events, not 
without some explanation as to their 
being honestly come by. Sam is 
instinotively jealous of Hawtree^ and 
we fancy that if he had caught them 
in that back kitchen, to which they 

retire for a considerable time, in the ,j| 

: First Act, there would either have mijl 1 I lij 

been a big row, or Nam would have ■[ jiiiW;!! jM||n lU 

accepted the situation, and looked , I !,>; jlii'lil' 

i forward to a further instalment of ||■j;V!'l|lp,!J^y9''! '.''i.'i-l'.l 

I diamond rings. i 1 1 ! , • \\'.\ | > , I 

The Sonourdble Qeorge D*Alroyia *'li'j||N 

made rather too hard by Mr. Conway; 1 M B ‘ '■ 

I he does not impress us as being really m g 

I in love with his wife, or caring a scrap m fS/zA^y 

‘ for his mother. M 

Whether Miss (jIebarr, as Pstker^ 0" 

' is too theatrical when she ought to be 

• natural, as in her grief in the Second ^ ^ 

■ Act, and in her burst of passion in the A Man who strikes us with 

I Third, and too natural when she might “ Aw ! ” 

well be theatrical— that is, when at 
. home, in the First Act, where, we may say, the “ scent of the foot- 

■ Hghts is over them all”— is dilfioult to decide; but in neither 
‘ instance did she appear to win sympathy. 

• Mrs. Sterling-, as the Marguise^ is simply perfect. Had the 

• Author been living now, we fancy he would not have brought on 
Pecks and Sam in the Second Act, and would have cut out all the 


A Man who strikes us with 
“Aw!” 
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lines which from time to time are lugged in to attract the 
attention of the audience to the word “ Caste,” as if he 
himself was doubtful as to the congmity of the title with 
the story, and was anxious to lose no occasion of connecting 
it with the action, as if the whole thing were a charade. 

Perhaps we m^ 

^ so, it must be 
set down to obli- 
quity of -vision 
from the fact of 
having a “Caste” 
in OUT eye when 
we went to the 
Haymarket. But, 
be this as it may, 
the performance 
is well worth 
seeing, the play 
is charming, and 
the evening 


alternate, and in 
view of its being 
shelved .for 
Fedora^ we ad- 
The Ma-quizzy-ing them. vise everyone to 

see it while they 
can, or hereafter those who have missed the chance will 
regretfully own that “they have lost Caste.” 

As we were leaving the theatre, a friend, deeply 
interested in the play, observed thoughtfully to us~“I 
wonder what the future of all these people would be in a 
Fourth Act.” He has since thought it out, and the 
following is the result : — 

ACT IV. 

The Scene represents the drawing-room of a nine-roomed 
Villa at Brixton^ Rise» Esther discovered sewing 
together little diagonal pieces of hrightly-colourea ^ 
satin^ and embroidering them with spangles, Fnter 
Polly, quietly hut handsomely dressed, 

Polly {announcing herself), “Mrs. Samuel Gee- 
BIDGE.” Where *s your butler ? 

Esther, Ah, Polly, it isn’t always a butler that 
makes the true happiness of married li£e. 

Polly, Ho; it’s his livery. Happy? Why, you 
haven’t even got your title on the door-plate ! 

Esther, Ho, indeed not. For my brave and reflective 
Geokoe is so good. He says that as he has discovered 
it is quite im]^pssible that 1 can ever live up to his rank, 
he -will do his beat and try and live down to mine. 
He is going on the Sta^e. ’{holding up her work ) — 
1 am making him his nrst Harlequin’s dress ! 

Polly, I hope it ’s loose. 

Esther, It is, dear. But now tell me about Sah. 

Polly, Samuel, if you please. Don’t cut him in half 
like an over-sized orange. You forget that I’m in 
Society, and that he ’s up for the Junior Carlton. 


passes only too 
quickly: laugh- 
ter and tears 



Enter D’ Aleoy. He is carrying a hahy in his arms, and 
is followed hy five other children, ranging respectively 
in ajge from six downwards, and all more or less 
bruised, and covered with mud, I 

D'Alrqy, Ah, my darling ; we ’ve had such a glorious 
morning in Kennington Park ! I’ve been lying on my 
back and kicking aU the children into the air. Look 
at them I I should have balanced the baby, only the 
Police Interfered. 

Esther, My brave, dear, clumsy, but daring G-EOBfrE ! 
My husband I Who would have thought that when I 
married you 1 ifliould ever have lived to be the mother 
of the talented p\Alroy Troupe I 
HAhoy {Jcissing her). My own dear, true, little 
vulgar-minded wife {taking down his regimental sword). 
By the bye, this may as well find its way to Atten- 
borough’s— eh? 

Esther, Ho, darling. Heep it, .and swallow it— for 
my sake I [They embrace. 


Enter Hawtbee. He has on a mechanics brown-paper 
cap and soiled brown holland apron, 

Polltf, Good gracious ! What is the matter -with the 
M^orr” 


Hawtree, Gas. Fact. Gone in for trade, you know. Couldn’t puU along 
with that good fellow, Gebeidge, in any other way. Aw — no ! 

E'Alroy, But I thought you had been trying to do the Park with him ? 
Hawtree, Aw— yaas. 

H Air oy. And got cut by every fellow you met ? 

Hawtree, Aw — ^yaas. 

E'Alroy, And so then you put him up at the Club ? Eh ? 

Hawtree, Aw— yaas. 

H'Alroy, And he has been thunderingly pilled ? 

Hawtree, Aw— yaas. 

Polly, Well, then, the firm is henceforth GEBSinaE, Hawteee & Co. ? I 
rather like the sound of it. How odd, that you should finish up with gas ! 
D’you know now you always did look to me something like a lamp-post. 
Hawtree, Aw — ^firm-footed- 1 suppose ? 

Polly, Ho. Light-headed. [They go up the stage. 

Enter Geesxdge with the Marquise UE St. Maue on his arm. 

Marquise {releasing him). Thanks 1 Ah, Geoege, my dear boy, you know 
t^t 1 have long been endeavonring to accommodate myself to the unique 
circumstances and snrroundings of your new connections, with all the hereditary 
tact and determination of our race. Hitherto 1 have only partially succeeded. 
To-day, it is true, on my way here, at the earnest solicitation of this 
charmingly original young man, I stopped and ]^rtook of a recherchk little 
dijeuner sans fourchette of whelks at a stall in the^orough Hoad. 

Gerridge, 1 stood ’em. 

Marquise {smiling). And no Bayard eonld have done more. But I am now 

B to crown my efforts hy a supreme act the like of which even my old 
Froissart has not yet had to chronicle. 1 owe you all restitution and 
apology for feelings cruelly wounded in the past. I can think of no reparation 
80 fitting and complete as this. [She opens door, and leads in Eccles. He is 
perfectly sober, respectably dressed, and decorated with the badge of the Blue 
Mihbon Army,) Once, in a fit of loolish pride, I said there was “ no Eccles.” 
I know there is an Eccles now. George, behold your future stepfather ! 

George, This is indeed, dear mother, a pleasure and a surprise! Can it 
really be true ? 

i Eccles, Yes, my boy ! {Sings) “ They have married me to a Marquizzy.” 

Marquise. And you see he is already voui au Euban bleu ! 

I Eccles, Just so. And as I don’t happen to have a friend awaiting round the 
corner, 1 shouldn’t mind a gallon or fr^o of tea, if there ’a any going. 

Polly, Of course. Come along all of you. This is my day. Five o’clock- 
shrimps. 

All, With pleasure. [They prepare to adjourn, 

Hawtree, By Jove ! And after this people talk oi— Caste 1 

Curtain, 


Soldiers ok “ French Leave.”— The Orleans Dukes have scored a victory. 
Although “ in retreat,” they have gained ground. 


Hew Edition oe an Old Legal Puzzle.— S ir Percy “ Shelley’s Case.” 
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HEAPING ON THE HORRORS! 


Lttdy Midoi, ‘*And we WEEK bxtstled into the Teaik autybow^ my DBA.E Mrs, de Tompktns ; and only imagine ottr 

nORBOR, WUBN THE TRAIN HAD STARTED, AT DlfCOYBRING THAT WE WEBB ACTUALLY IN A SsCOXfJD-CLASS CaBBIAGB / / / '* 

Origshj {innocently), “Dear mb] Yes! Very awkward indeed! Yov*d taken Third-class Tickets, I suppose ?*’ 
[ffOJRROR of Lady md Miss Midas, who gmerally take a Saloon Carriage all to themselves f 


^'THE HIDDEN HAND,^^ 

As Ihe coiled snake strikes from the jangle’s shade, 
In the wood’s dim shimmering nnbetrayed ; 

As the lightning £ames from the sable cloud, 

And leaTes no track on the night’s black shroud, 

So comes— the curse of a troubled laud — 

The Hidden Hand. 

Out from the dark ! Must the sleuth-hound fail 
Of scent at foot of the dusky veil ? 

Follow close the ensanguined track 
Of skulking Murder^^d then fall back 
Bafl9.ed, missing the Hand, that slays. 

That prompts, and pays ? 

Hired assassins, who slay for hire, 

May fill the toils till the trackers tire ; 

Vue are their venal hands, yet worse 
The hidden fingers that clutch the purse ; 

Curst gold that sharpens and points the knife 
At Eriir 8 life. 

Secret, sinister, unrevealed, 

Huthless ever ; though concealed* 

Q,uivers it not with a late-bom fear ? 

Shivers it not as the hour draws near : 

The hour that shall yet drag forth and brand 
That Hidden Hand P 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


depressed state. Certainly depression is admirably refiected in the ' 
debate. Think I ’ll go and spend the evening with my friend | 
Granville,”^ Happy man, Barran, to be so fertile in acquaintance 
and opportunity ! I stop here all night ; feel a strong tendency to i 
howl. Agriculture certainly not more depressed than my spirits. 


AaHAwe^BTOT CoOTiKrarTs.--Exide peo^e oaUMr.-WHira- 
VS& s new eallerr ttie “ Mustard Pot.” If they look on the wall, 
plenty of the real Salt of Ait, in many of 


I am not one ot tnose." In the first quarter of an honr of speech 
to-night hod said one seven times, and the otiier eight. 

Left him one of those,” but ^eot should have heard 'him 
balance it in the course of next five minutes, if I could have stopped. 
But Ufe is sweet, and if one must die young, let it not be of vertigo 
^suing on attempt to follow a trail of thonght through one of Sir 
W^ter Barttelot’s sentences* Worst of him is, he really seems 
to he wypQg something. ^ So emphatic, so impressive, so self-convinced. 
Emphasis always falls in wrong place ; gets attentive hearer of£ on 
wrong scent as to secret meaning of a preposition, and fiercely indi- 
cates that there’s more in a conjunction than meets the eye* I 
^lieve the Alderman is the only living being who understands him* 
^eers him vigorously, and nods his head profoundly when Sir 
Wa^se says, ‘ I am one of those,” and startles the House with 
terriHO cheer when, little lato, the worthy Baronet, upliftiQg his 
voice, and in^gnantly shaking his forefinger at the quivering 
Ti^asnry Bench, slowly thunders forth, “1 am one o/ those.” 

Unite a relief when, at half -past twelve, the Bra^ugh business 
came on agam* The Burly B. under the Gallery ready for anj- 
toing that might turn up. But nothing did turn up, except Mr, 
Newdkgate. Saokdoth and ashes out of fashion now ; but Good 
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Old Man liad raffled his hair, mangled his shirt collar, polled his Summed np whole duty of Liberal Member under three heads 
scarf awry, rubbed his hat on the wrong side of the nap, and thus (1) Always vote with the Q-overnment ; (2) Always dine in the House 
arrayed (“like Jeeemiah in a dull moment,” as Sir Charles Dilze of Commons ; (3) Never speak unless you are intimately acquainted 
said), announced that he *d made up his mind not to vote against Bill with the subject. This last might well be emblazoned over Speaker’s 
at this stage. Sepulchral tones, mournful inflection, woebegone chair. Would do more to shorten Parliamentary proceedings than 
countenance. Then, holding the ruffl.ed hat well out so that it might any other form of cloture, 

have due effect, he solemnly strode forth shaking off dust of House Wonderful dormant talent for oratory among the Whips ! Sir 
from his feet. A sight to make angels weep : but ribald House only William Dyke now becoming one of chief orators on Front Bench. 


laughed. 

Business done.— Bambled round Address. 


Lord Richard never speaks in the House, but evidently not because 
he can’t. Lord Keksihgtoh a model speaker. Occasionally, in 

Tuesday Still thinking ot forming a Fifth Party. 

Engaged in studying the Fourth. tudes. Does he, by way of introduction, gl^ce at the Heptarchy, 

‘‘Sways attend to details,” as Napoikoit the Fiest said, when touch upon the interruptaon of ^e 

crossing the Alps. ‘‘ Ohrifies are the seed of great accomplishments,” PW® ^7“® ’ 


® SXre m;ist h^ometW iWhe SricalSde oMhe summarise the principal events of the Yiotorfim Era, and thei 

FouffiStrtSrLs"teauoo^^^ 

of standing whilst aMre^sing the House. Sir Henbv Vm Pv, wid of^fl^f^d 







¥ 


Toby on Board, 

arms akimbo, legs slightly astride, chest expanded, and a pleasant “ 
smile lurki^ about his massive countenance, stands well out in his 


Business done , — Afternoon wasted. 

Thursday Night,-— kt exactly seventeen minutes to eight The 
O’Rellt exploded. Saw it coming for some time. Steam up within 
ten minutes of Forster’s rising. At flrst seemed likely that Mr, 
O’ Brisk, the latest messenger of peace from Ireland, would go off 
first. Fortunately, had O’Donnell to look after him, who suc- 
ceeded in keeping him moderately quiet. 

“ Never do anything violent,” Mr. O’Donnell whispered in ear of 
neophyte. “Violence doesn’t do here. Always puts you at dis- 
advantage. Be calm. Carefully select your words, and you will | 
prosper. But never throw your boot at the head of the Speaker, or 
tear up the Bench to obtain an additional argument wherewith to 
convince a Minister.” 

This counsel prevailed with O’Brien, still young to the place. 
Bat the O’Kellv too old a steam-engine to be cooled down by jets of 
that sort. 

“When the O’Kellt begins to simmer, be sure be ’ll bust,” 
Joseph Q-illis said, in that sententious way recently adopted ; and 
“ bust ” he did, throwing off his balance for a moment, Forster, who 
had been sitting on safety-valve. 

“ Dear me I ’’ said Sir Charles Forster, when the fragments of 
The O’Eelly were picked up, and carried out in two baskets. 

“ Place begins to have quite a home-feeling. Been sitting here a 
week now, and this is the first Irish Member expelled.” 

Forster walked home to late dinner in highest spirits. 

“ My dear Toby,” he said, stretching his mighty limbs, and putting 
his coat on upside down for a few minutes to refresh hLmselt. 
(Wouldn’t have noticed the change, only saw him do it.) “ This is 


smile lurkiM about his massive counteuance, stands well out in his coat on upside down for a few minutes to refresh himselt. 
view of the House. If he simply stood there and said nothing, the (Wouldn’t have noticed the change, only saw him do it.) “ This is 
speech would be eloquent. “ Here I am, a buttress of Church and the best night I have had since I made statement in the House on 
State, the censor of diplomatic jobs, a guardian of British Honour, resignation, and gave my old colleagues a dig here and there. I 
custoaian of the Mediterranean from Gibraltar to Alexandria.” have suffered a good deal from Parnell and his friends. Have sat 
Randolph makes all his points with his left toe. If the Speaker night after nignt, and been pelted with mud and stones by them, 
were to rule it out of order that Members addressing the House Had to bear it patiently, and yon know 1 did. But I don’t forget, 
should stand on their right leg, with the left heel downwards, and to-night rather think I paid off old scores. ^ Am a man of peace, 
and the tip of shoe pointing to the ceiling, Randolph would be as befits my Quaker parentage. But I own I like a fight, especiaHy 
dumb. Wish we’d thought of that when Rules of Procedure going when 1 choose my time, get a man in a corner, and can pound him 
through. Fancy could have worked in an Amendment by large at leisure.” 

majority. Business done, — ^Mr. Parnell indicted. 

This pedal movemeut more reniMkable, ^oe Mr. CtoBOT.watcl^ ^Satordoy.-PxBHEii, came up to time to-night, and the great 
of hiB gr^t leader, frequently mutates it, m vanaUon of an earlier ,rrestling-match over. Betting up to last moment fifty to one on 
man^r of balancmg his body from foot to the heavy weight. Seemed to have everything in his favour, espe- 

if it would yield to his guidance and throw out Mr, Gladstone. . \ h 

Sh^ get my party together, and drill them in these various /^L \ 

To-night, full opportunity of studying the Lord Chancellor Gorst, * '■ ^ 

who moves Amendment on Address, and trots out old stories about 
'K'llTnfl.iTibflTn . Rapturous cheering from Mr. Warton, Mr. Alder- 

man Fowler, and Lord Randolph, himself, who has lent his seat to f 

the Lord Chancellor, and hands him np Ms extracts. ^ 1 : . V 

“A six-and-eightpenny sort of young man, Gorst,” said Har- '.Ij 

COURT. “ A great light lost to Police-Court practice. Would have !!1 ^ 

shone in dark recesses of County Courts, or even made a name on Ij V^nH||||[ 0 ^ 

lilarin^ roll of^Gnarter-Sessions fame. A little acid for the A\ gj ' ^ 

But then Mt.^Gorst had just referred to the Home Secretary as U 

Business Strolling through Address. 

Wednesday Night,-NsTg djjiSL aft^noon in House of Commons. “Time!” 




“Time!” 


Sartiug f AmiA. *Mea&ue, hilrs mL be oooupfed, aud lacked.. Instead of gettmg outrf Wyy aSd 

Tariou! apeeobes deliyered. ^ ’ him, gnpp^ bun t^btly, and if one had not been bo keayy md 

At eight o’clock Liberal Party adjourned to Devonsbire Club, other so light, might have too-ro hi^ Homo amazed. liiBOoth, 
Elected^. Caiee Speaker. Tery iutereating proceedings. Mr. 8. regarded as play, very ^etty. Bnt only play. . _ 4 ._. 

Smith took the oath and his seat for Liverpool, and subsequently Business done, — Mr. Gorst s- Amendment rejected by 250 votes 

made short speech. Speech of evening, Lord !&[CHARd Grostekor’s. against 176. 
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AMBIGUOUS 1 

His Own. ** I LIKE TO LEAN AGAINST YOUR HeAD, JoHN. It *S SO SOET ! ” 


TEE MAGNATE AND THE SILVER STREAK. 

Aik — “ The Magnet and the Silver Churn." 

A Magnate sat in a big board-room, 

Bat OIL his brow was a cloud of gloom ; 

And as he sits in the ChairmaiL’s choir, 

He talks to the bold Directors there. 

He rolls his eye aroond and he scans 
The railway mans and the foreEhore plans : 

Says he, “ Now listen, and, while I speak, 

1 ’ll quite demolish the Silver Streak I 

The Silver Streak I The Silver Slreak ! 

“ Don’t think I ’m funning. 

But I ’ve a cunning 
Plan that is quite unique : 

I ’ll sink a funnel, 

And drive a Tunnel 
Beneath the Silver Streak ! ” 

The Army, Navy, and Royal Marines, 

And Dukes, and Bishops, and Rural Deans ; 

The Volunteers and the Coastguard too. 

Said, “ Oh dear me, this will never do ! ” 

And all declared they should be much vext 
If Dover to France were thus annext : 

They howled and yelled at the railway clique, 
Who sought to tunnel the Silver Streak ! 

The Silver Streak ! The Silver Streak ! 

While this emphatic 
And autocratic 
Magnate began so seek, 

As much as ever. 

By bold endeavour — 

To pierce the Silver Streak I 
[^And matters have progressed no further at present. 


The O’Mulligan, who is loyal to the last drop in the 
handiest whiskey-bottle, found great difGiculty alter his 
seventeenth tumbler (he had been on the door ox the House 
several times in the coarse of the argument) in denouncing 
‘‘th’ Ashshoshiashunfor Ashshasmna&hun.” 


A MINISTERIAL STATEMENT. 


to know our policy. Well, Messieurs, our policy is, to begin with, 
to have a Government. 


ScJENE— jTAe Palais JBourlon, if either of the two objectionable terms 
be allowed. Miniiters^ prospective^ departed^ and some even 
present mounting the Tribune in rapid succession. 

President Brisson. Now, then, huissier^ who ’s the next Premier 
inscribed ? And tell that crowd of Prime Ministers in the corridor 
to keep quiet. One can’t hear the simple Depnties for the noise the 
Premiers are making. M. Fekrt, you have the parole. 

Ferry {confidently), I generally have. I am used to it. But, 
huissier^ change the glass of sugar-and-water. It has already been 
used by three Ministers ; and if they weren’t particularly thirsty, 1 
am. I have just been haying three hours with Geevy j and if you 
knew how dry the Elys^e is— /e ne vous dis que ga J I demand the 
first interpellation. 

President Brisson. II rCen manque pa^: we are only at the 
hundred-and-seventh as yet. M. Cassagnac has one which may 
amuse the Chamber a little more than the others, and perhaps he 
will oblige. 

[Cassagnac obliges^ goes through his usual little entertainment of 
insulting a colleague or two^ calling the President a blacks 
guard, being censured three times, and is received into the 
fltrmso/CuNEo d’Obleans as he descends from the Tiibur^e. 
After a little shaking of fists, the President of the Council 
re-ascends. 


[^Ecstatic cheering on Government benches, wher&oer they may 
happen to he, Febbi comes down, and is carried in triumph, 
and remarkably uncomfortable arms, by four Gentlemen who 
^ have been promised bvace.vx. de tabac /or to^-morrow. 

President Brisson. The interpellation of M. Clovis Hugues is 
about due. He can come up. 

Clovis Hugues. I am a Poet and come from Marseilles, therefore 
you can’t expect any oppressive amount of coherence from me, and 
I also beg, as a Socialist — and scentbottles on the Eight ) — 
to repudiate the opprobrious epithet of Monsieur. ( Groans of Centre.) 
As simple Citoyen, I want to know what the Government are going 
to do with the Princes ? I can reconcile duty with mercy ; and I do 
not demand the guillotine. 

[Falls into the arms of enthusiastic Left, and dtoyennes %n caps 
throw ftowers— red— from the galleries. 

Premier Ferry. The Government — I wishthe Government 
would come ; it must have lost the omuibus — {aloud ) — the Government 
hw every intention of treating the Princes with every respect due to 
their rank, together with every respect due to the Republic. 

Chamber {almost united). Bravo ! Something like a Ministerial 
statement, that. 

I Ferry (flattered, hut anxious). Awfully nice, of course ; hut I do 
1 wish that Cabinet would come. I ’ll pay them fiacres next timft — and 
even then, perhaps, they wouldn’t. 


President of Council. Gentlemen, after the esteemed speech of our 
honourable colleague, whom your legitimate— 

[Cfisd Gauche: “ Legitimate I Legitimate I Pas de Ligiti^ 
misme ! Hous sommes vendus / The Government conspires I 
J^nis Eetpubltcai J ” ^ They rise in the attitude of David’s 
Ptcture of the ^ (Erondtns, and unitedly protrude their 
tonyaes at the Ministerial hmch. 

^ Ferry {cUnging hard to Tribune). Luckily, the Ministerial bench 
M enmty,^ Messieurs, otherwise the blood of legislators must have 
flowed this eypiiiig, or, at least, to-morrow morning before breakfast. 
It is always done before breakfast, but I don’t know why,_^though 
I am an Advocate, and have been three times Premier. You want 


Special Meeting op the Blue Ribbon Abmt. — ^Thursday, 
March 15. On the Banks of the Thames, between Putney and 
Mordake. 


^hat the English Public would like to be sure of, is, not that all 
me Assassins will turn informers, but that of the “Murder-in- 
Irish” conspiracy none of the Pamellites are approvers. 


7".^? consequence of extra go-to-press-ure of work. 
Another Little Holiday” is unavoidably postponed. 
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WILL IT ALL END IN 
SMOKE ? 

Ce&taiit Music-Halls wish to 
become Theatres, aud nightly 
break the law, more or less, to 
gratify their wishes. Being 
prosecuted, they intend to apply 
to Parliament for a special Cen- 
sorship and special privileges. 
Certain Theatres, hearing of this, 
will want to become Music-Halls, 
or, in other words, will want 
that liberty, which the Lobd 
C nAKBEKLAnr refuses them, to 
allow smoking in the auditorium. 
The question of drinking hardly 
enters into the discussion, as the 
facilities for drinking in Theatres 
are hardly more restricted than 
they are in Music-Halls. The 
point is really one of tobacco:— 
Shall the Public smoke or not in 
the face of the British Drama ? 
The Public, if consulted, which 
they never have been, would pro- 
bably answer, Yes, leaving the 
Managers to settle what Theatres ] 
should be smoking-Theatres, and 
what Theatres should remain as 
they are. In London, forty years 
ago, smoking-Theatres were per- 
mitted without any visible injury 
to the Public, to Art (with the 
capital A), or to the British 
Drama, and in nearly every other 
European city, at the present day, 
they are a recognised and popular 
institution. 

Whether the two moat Con- 
servative and Protectionist Bodies 
in England— the Theatre Proprie- 
tors and the Music-Hall Pro- 
prietors— will face this free-trade 
difliculty in the only way in which 
it can be faced, remains to be 
seen, but our own impression is 
that they will not have the ne- 
cessary courage. The Public— 
never consulted or thought of— 
may have to wait for the New 
Municipal Government Bill, and 
even this may be mangled and 
worried by Vested Interests. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 125- 



ALFRED AUSTIN, ESQ. 

HOLDIITO HIS NATIONAL KSVIEW. 

“ Limpid no more I rush to court assoil,** 

“ Proud of the stains of decorating toil,” 

‘ * Soul soaring ujivvards far ** above my ‘ leaders,* 

I cry ** No Programme ! ’’—and I get no readers. 

(jpVom ** J/y Saiire arid its Censors'’ — adapted,) 


WHISTLEE IN VENICE. 

A Gavotte in Gamboge. 

Go to the Fine Art Society, 

Truly a marvellous show, 

See, in a wondrous variety, 
Etchings and dry points a-row. 
Here we can note all the genesis 
Of the Whistlerian art ; 

This is what Wkestiek thinks 
Venice is, 

Jimmy is certainly “ smart.’* 

Strangely adorned is the Gallery, 
Done up in gamboge and white. 
Even the flunkey is “ yallery,’* 
Made a most exquisite fright. 
We may be thought supercilious, 
But, if the truth must be told. 
It looks consumedly bilious, 

This new “arrangement in 
gold.” 


Then there *s the Catalogue criti- 
cal, 

In which the versatile James 
Sneers at the pens analytical, 
Calling them all by their names. 
Each annotation is peppery. 

Full of American guL ; 
Whistlee is such a high stepper, 
he 

Prances at will o’er them all. 


It must he said too with gratitude, 
There was the Artist himself, 
Airy aud artful in attitude, 

Ttuly a curious elf. 

Whistles is “Niminy-Piminy,” 
Funny, fantastic, and quaint, ' 
Yet he’s so clever that Jimmy 
nigh 

Makes men believe he can paint. 

What of his works? why, each 
etching is 

Only at present half done, 

And on the copper the sketching is 
Simply a wild piece of fun. 
Vainly the Critics will sit on him, 
Why such a butterfly slay ? 

No one can e’er pnt the bit on 
him— 

Whistles *s the wag of the 
day. 


THE SILVEE WEDDING. 

{By our Bxira Special at Pigglezwhistlezhof, Berlin,) 

Here I am in the capital of Prussia, enj'oying thoroughly the 
festivities inaugurating the second quarter of a century of the 
married life of the Princess Eoyal of ExaLAHi) and the Prince 
Imperial of Germany. All the way to this beautiful city I noticed 
the natives waiting for the floods to subside before commencing the 
sowing of wheat, rye, oats, barley, peas, millet, rape-se^, and the 
other grain mentioned by good old Whuaheb in bis amnsing 
Almanack. I could see by the expression of their faces that they 
were taking a great interest in the celebration, and were, no doubt, 
lamenting that the water kept them locked in the Provinces when 
they would have preferred to be in Town. 

And what is Berlin like ? Well, the qi^stion is not an easy one 
to answer. It resembles Eome and Wandsworth equally, but, 
per^pB, is more like Gravesend than either. The finest building in 
a (dty of fine buildings is a large edifice not unlike St. Paul’s, 
Hampton Court, aud the Crvstal Palace, called Unter den Linden, 
It was in this magnificent edifice that most of the ceremonies took 
place. It was here that the venerable Emperor danced the old 
saraband (dear to every Teutonic heart) with Ainoe Von Bismarck, 
whose faltering steps were superintended by the State Doctor. It 
was here also that the wedding breakfast (eaten aS. silver plate, in 
honour of the day) was held. 

Here, again, a certain noble Englishman (whose name I suppress 
for obvious reasons) won a wager that he would ride a mule forty 
miles, without tnrniug a hair, before breakfast. Here once more 
were held the review of 100,000 troops and the afternoon tea given 


by the Empress (two days since) to half-a-dozen of her more inti- 
mate friends. Unter den Linden is indeed a marvellous building, and 
seems a suitable place for any and every kind of innocent dissipation. 

All the world is here. You meet Royalties at every street- corner, 
and the contingent, “ personally oonducted ” by the first of English 
tour-organisers, are not only numerous but even respectable. The 
city is covered with bunting. Flags float from every window ; and 
the masses of colour of the Ladies resemble a parterre of flowers. 

Of course the great attraction are the presents. In honour of the 
event they are all of silver. Perhaps the prettiest article is a gold 
workbox made entirely of the whiter metal. Then there are silver 
boots, silver handkerchiefs, silver gloves, and silver sealing-wax. 
The only thing that is not of silver is a silver thimble, which is made 
of gold. This curious little article was presented the Padishah, 
who, as everyone knows, is proud of his Irish extraction. 

Last night there was a grand torchlight procession. A thousand 
flares, a thousand shadows, dots of colour here and there, relieved by 
dark stone masonry. The joy-bells of cathedrals, and the sad tinkling 
of the Bounding brass of many military bands. In the background 
tbe stem mountains tipped with snow, and, over all, a glorious moon 
floating through scores of purple clouds, gorgeous with the hues of a 
hundred sunset tinges. 

And here 1 pause, as I have just been summoned to join in the 
Elizabethan Quadrille, which is now about to be danced in the 
Winter Palace. 

[It is only just to ourselves and tbe Public to say that the envelope con- 
taining the above communication bears the Chelsea post-mark. We print the 
article, however, as it seems to be the kind of thing published in the columns 
of our contemporaries.— Editor.] 
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ROBERT^" INTERVIEWED. 



I TTAS a setting quietly at home one day last Autuin,'.ia our tlack 
season, when a ring cum to our bell and then a nock come at my 
door, and I says, Come in,” says I, and in come a Gent as I never 
seed afore and have never seed sence, and he says to me, says he, 
“ Are you Mr. Robert, the’ I needn’t ask, for I nose you at once by 
your likeness,” and he pulls out a co^y of the emusin publikashun 
in which 1 sumtimes appears, need 1 say PtencA, scarcely, praps. 
Well, he then tells me as how he was interwooing all the northers 

and hwtists of PwncA, at the request of the P e of W s, for 

his privet collecshnn of the BiUy braties of the Age, and will I mind 
ansering him a few questions. 

WeU, I was natrally ighly flattered and not a little pleesed at 
sitch an igh honner, and sed yes, I thort I would if they wasn’t not 
hobjectionabel as regards pecoonary matters. So out he takes a 
longish littel book and off he starts with such a list of questions as 
amost made my air stand on end with trying to anser. Wen he had 
quite dun he shook ands with me wery frendly, and he says, says he, 

Mr. Robert, I am that obligated to you for your kyindness, that 
I shall report werry favorably to His Royal Ighness, and I calclate 
as you ’ll be sure to reseeve at the propper time the customerry 
dimond snuff-box.” I bleeve I axshally terned pail with surpressed 
estonishment. He added as he thort as how his work would be 
finished and all complete by about nex April, early in April, perhaps 
the werry erliest day in April, on which day he thort I might safely 
calklate on receving my dimond box. I wentured to hint as 1 hoped 
he would say as many good words for me as he could oonsienshumy, 
when he said, Why, oert’nly,” and away he went. 

I leave my reeders to judge of my state of mind after my Miss 
Terryhus friend’s departure, and I draws a whale over Mrs. 
Robert’s emotion wen 1 told her all about it, and how she nat’raHy 
regretted as she was out a-shoppin at the Grosers wen it aU apened, 
or she would suttenly have surgested a Broche or a Brayslet instead 
of the snuff-box. Well, munse rolls by, and April seems still a 
werry long ways off, when ony yesterday I receeves a noosepaper 
and a letter from Ameriky to the following stronery effec : — 

Boston Journal Office^ U,S. 

“ Dear Mb. Robert, March, 1883. 

“ Recaxiing- to your recollection our very pleasant inter- 
view in October last, and apologising for some slight variation from 
the actual facts of the case in which I indulged on that interesting 
occasion, I now beg to inform you that although it was not strictly 
true that I was collecting valuable information for H.B.H. the 

p-_e of W s, yet that, as my Editor is the Prince of Good 

Eellows, it comes to much the same thing, and although he has, 
unfortunately, no diamond snuff-box that he can conveniently spare 


at the present time, I send you, at his request, a copy of his priceless 
Journal, in which you will find our interview almost literally 
reported, for the instruction and amusement of some thirty millions 
of the smartest people in all creation. 

“ Tours, with aU due respect, Washiegtoh Jones.” 

I dare not trubhel you with the whole account, so I sends you a 
few extrax : — 

I found Mr. Robert in a very decent sort of room, nice and clean 
and comfortable, and he answered m^r questions with the greatest 
readiness and affability, and our interview was, upon the whole, one 
of the most amusing I ever had with any literary celebrity. 

“ When were you born, Mr. Robert ?— I don’t exacly know. 
Most likely in Uie middle of the night, ^most people is, 1 think. 

“ But what year were you horn ? I haven’t the least idea, but I 
knows as I ’m just fifty-eight. 

“ Where were you born ? — ^In Whetstone Park. 

“ Oh, indeed ! Pray in what County is the Park situate ?— I don’t 
know what County, but I think it’s in the Parish of St. Giles’s, the 
same as the Seven Dials. 

“ Where were you educated ?— Well, I can’t say as I was reg’lar 
eddicated anywheres in partiokler. My werry erliest reoklections 
being connected with carrying home of greens and taturs for my 
Father, who was a Green Grocer, and used to go out a waiting at 
dinners and heavning parties, dressed just like a Parson, to the 
admira.8hun of all on us, and it was that as kindled the burning 
desire iu my manly buzzum to become some day a real Waiter ! 

“ And Fortune has smiled upon your efforts ?— Well, Fortune has 
guv me about three pound a we&, which ’ud make most people 
smile, I should think. 

“ Why cert’nly. What first induced you to turn your attention to 
literature ?— W ell, Sir, it apened in this most remarkabel way. The 
Bunch Staff was a dining at the onnered Albion, one night, and the 
well-known Hediter appened to say ‘There’s no man living as 
couldn’t find sumthink emusin to say if he only knew how to say it. 
Why, this werry respectable Waiter,’ says he, ‘ who is atending to 
us so admirably, could tell us many a ^od story if he chose.’ And 
turning round, he says to me, with his merry blue eyes a twinklin 
I with fun, ‘What’s your name. Waiter?’ ‘Robert,’ says 1. 

‘ Well,’ says he, ‘ ain’t 1 right, Robert ? ’ ‘ Well, praps yoii are, and 

B you ain’t, Sir,’ says I. ‘ Will you try P ’ says he, with a merry 
_ . ‘ I don’t much care if I do,’ says I. ‘ Then write down 
sumthink,’ says he, ‘ and bring it to me in a day or two.’ And so 1 did, 
and I ’ve writ him enuff since then to ahont fill a littel woUume. 

“Would it be an impertinent question to ask what amount of 
remuneration you receive for your priceless contribution ? — Yes, it 
i would be a werry imperant question, and wot ’s wuss, a werry use- 
less one. But you can judge for yourself of its fabbulous amount 
wen I tells you as it enuables me to send my boy William to the 
TJaiwersity of Cambridge. 

“ The University I— Tesj the Uniwersity. I remember one of my 
plessant paytrons once asking me weather he went as a Sizer, or as 
a Pensioner, or as a Fellow Commoner ?— and I said as 1 thought he 
might be said to be all three. 

“ How so, Mr. Robert ?— Well, as he stands 6-foot-2 in his stock- 
ings, let alone his boots, he may fairly be called a good Sizer, and as 
I allows him no less than 10«. a week, he must suttenly be a 
Pensioner, and as he alius has his commons with his fellow Waiters, 
he may propperly be called a Fellow Commoner. 

“Bravo, Mr. Robert ! that’s one to you, as we say at the Club, 
but what made you send him to the University ? — ^WeU, you see as 
he aspires to be sum day a Head Waiter, like his Father, I thort as 
I’d give him just 12 months’ experience at Trinity, where I was told 
as how they could give even the old Copperation one course as a 
start, and yet win in a canter. 

“ And does your son &d it so ?— He does, and speaks of ’em with 
that amount of enthoosiwm as amost draws tears from my eyes. 

“ I suppose you sometimes hear things said that would very much 
astonish the public if known ?-— Ah, you ’re about right tbare, Sir. 
You see when men are full of wittles and full of wine, whether 
they’re Princes or Statesmen or even Lord Mares, they’re a good 
deal off their gard, and they all seems to think as us Waiters is def, 
vMch we ainH, ^ Why sumtimes wen I’m just a little short of 
money, about this time of the year, I has thorts of offering to some 
emmenent Publisher my “ Rewelations of an Head Waiter,” hut then 
comes my 2nd thorts, which in this case is alius the best, coz they 're 
the most honnerablest, and I says to myself, No, Robert, endure 
your honnerahel poverty and enjoy your self-respeo, and never 
betray the oonfidens reposed in your honnerahel profession for the 
sake of filthy luker. And so the mean thort wanishes away, and I 
am still abel to look all my Paytrons in the face without the blush 
of Sham.” 

We had a good deal more tork afore he went away, all of which 
he has bin and gone and wit down, but I dessay my readers has 
had about enuff of bis American imperance, as I have of Ms shameful 
desepsliim. 


^ TO COSEESPOlTDEirTS.— In n« case can ContribnttoM, whetliBr MB., Printed Matter, or Dratrings be rotnmed, nnlei* aocompanUd 
by a Stamped and Bireoted Envelope or Cover. Copies of H5. should be kept by the Senders 
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THEATRE ROYAL, WESTMINSTER. 

Under the Management of Sir Verdant Sarcowrt, the SeTdom-at-Rome 
Secretary. 

The Manager begs to announce that the Old English Comedy of 
The Government of London, in Two Acts, which has had a successful 
run of nearly thirty years, to the entire satisfaction of an lightened 
Public, will be shortly replaced by a Screaming Farce, in One Act, 
entitled The Brand New Municipality ; or, A Leap in the Dark. 
He is also happy to be enabled to announce that the characters of 
“ The Three Solemn Leaguers ” will be played by “ The Bounding 
Brothers of Chelsea,” and that fabulous terms have been offered to 
His Grace the Duke of Pimlico, to induce him to take the part of 
The New Lord Mayor , — ^that arrangement failing, the part will be 
offered to Mr. Toole. 

The Manager submits the £rst two Scenes, as a sample of what the 
PubHo may ezpect : — 

ScEHE— -4 blasted Reath, Thunder, lightning, and drenching rain, 

JSnter The Three Solemn Leaguers, with umbrellas up. 

First Leaguer, When shall we three meet again ? 

When there ain’t quite so much rain ? 

Second Leaguer, When the Corporation ’s done. 

When we have our good berths won. 

Third Leaguer, Then we ’ll have some jolly fun I 
Fvrst Leaguer, Where the place ? 

Third Leaguer, Oh, in some dark Court, 

There to meet with rash McHakcoitex. 

Two drums ! two drums ! McHabcottbt comes I 
All Three, The Three Leaguers, hand in hand. 

Sick at sea and mocked on land. 

Thus do go about, about. 

Three good lies, and three of thine. 

And three of thine to make up nine, 

Peace I the charm ’s wound up ! 


Fnter McHabcoubt and McDilkb, in tourist suits, followed by 
two Detectives disguised as Keepers, 

McHarcourtl Nor fowl nor hare to-day I have not seen. 

McDilke, How far is ’t called to Chelsea P 
McHarcourt, Who are you ? You should be gentlemen, 

And yet your seedy looks do make me doubt 
That you are so. Speak, if you can ! What are you P 
First Leaguer, AIL hail, McHabcoubt 1 Hall to thee, ^eat M.P. ! 
Second Leaguer, All hail, McHahooxtbi ! Hail to thee, Home- 
Secretary ! 

Third Leaguer, All hail, McHAJLCOtJBT ! That shalt the Pbemter 
be ! \They vanish, 

McDilke, This heath hath humbugs e’en as Chelsea hath, 

And these are of them. 

McHarcourt, Would we had never seen them I {Fxeunt, 

Scene II.— -4 Printing Office in the Strand, 

Enter the Three Solemn Leaguers. 

First Leaguer, Thrice the gin punch have we brewed ! 

Second Leaguer, Thrice ; and once on pig we ’ve dined ! 

Third Leaguer, Haecoxtbt cries, ’Tis time ! ’tis time I 
First Leaguer, Now about our task we ’ll go ; 

In me poisoned slanders throw. I 

lies that in the month that ’s come — | 

Days and nights just thirty-one— 

Fools and dolts for truth have took, 

Put we first in our lying hook ! 

All, Hubble, bubble, toil and trouble. 

Lies and shams and sneers we donble. 

First Leaguer, Here ’s a sting like a gnat. 

Third Leaguer, Put in that, put in that. 

Second Leaguer, Here ’s Baulaw’s brain. 

Third Leag'uer, Put in a grain. 

First Leaguer, Here ’s mud from cads, and slime that ’s badder. 
Third Leaguer, That will make our foes much madder. 

All, Hubble, bubble, &o., &c. 

Third Leaguer, Ob, well done I He ’U commend our pains, 

And everyone shall share the gains. 

All goes right, and nought goes wrong, | 

So let us smg our jolly song. l 

SONG (WITH CHOEITS). | 

Air— J had a Thousand a Year,^* j 

First Leaguer, \ 

I once was a Member of Parliament, 

And had two thousand a year. 

But I couldn’t control my unruly tongue, 

So now I find myself bare. 

But in the New Municipalitee ^ 

I a something shall find that will just suit me, 

So that is why I am here, my Boys, I Repeat in 
So that is why I am here. f Chorus, 

Second Leaguer, 

Though I am a Member of Parliament, 

I have not two thousand a year ; 

But I soon got a little, and hone to get more, 

Though I shall have to wait long, 1 fear : 

But iu me New Municipalitee, &c. 

Third Leaguer, 

I ne’er was a Member of Parliament, 

And never shall be one, I fear ; 

But the he-all and end-all of my public life 
Is to get just two thousand a year. 

And in the New Municipalitee, &o. 

\At the end of the Chorus they join hands and dance to the tune 
of We are a Merry Family, we are, we are ! ” and vanish 
— tiU they reappear in their next Sc&ne, 

The “Eotal” Amusements. — There are a wonderful pair of 
Clowns— no not Pantaloons— styling themselves “ The Two Macs,” 
now performing at the Hoyal Music-Hall. Their fi^ht is one of the 
most astonishing and amusing things we ’ ve seen for a long time. 
They ought to call their entertainment “ The Two Macs and the Fifty 
Smacks, which, being successful, they ’ll stick to like wax.’’ And 
they re^ly seem to like whacks. The Proprietors mustbe domg un- 
commonly well, as there’s a considerable amount of Cotne— no 
duffer, but the genuine article every evening. But wh^ shall we 
have the part-songs and the glees, ancient and modern, pack again, 
as in the good old days, Cmtute Evans’s? jMt a 

sprinkling of these, sung by well-trained choristers, would be highly 
acceptable to a considerable portion of the public, which is at present 
prejudiced, and not altogether unreasonably, against the usual kind 


of Music-HaU. Entertainment. 
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shrink from m7 bmbraob as tm staktlsb 

* of rttstling of the AirTTiMN Leaves? Why *’ 

Sfu , ** Oapsb IVe ju s r been Vacotnated • " 

POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS EXPLAINED. 

or thaf TOM S' k ^ it shows that yon are either naturally olumsy, 

‘’^“-“dolgenoe m tobaooo, and anyhow it is^tain?^ 

^v“** "”**■ This is when the Qentlenian on the ladder is oon- 

ver^g mth a fellow labourer, and lets fall a hod of mortar, or a pot S red S 

BtJe fheroK^e?/Z*^r^^^‘‘ This.is wh^the^ddMpro^Srto^^ 5^: 

4 ’ J<®s zt^t/ t/J ^ ""“tP “ immediate neighbourhood, 

ngly riml^an^S^e. “ *®*‘*‘^‘ “ “ misfortune to enoounter an 


7. I6 IS unlucky to sneeze on a Friday^ It 
is not parfcioularly fortunate on any other 
day of the week, as it probably shows you 
are in for a severe cold. 

8. It is lucky to hop upstairs as the New 
Tear comes in. It ameliorates your grief 
at the follies of last year, as it shows how- 

I ever capable of idiocy you were then, you 
are still more capable this year. 

9. It is unlucky to see a single magpie. It 
indicates that there are more in the neigh- 
bourhood; and for discordant noises the 
magpie is pre-eminently gifted among birds. 

10. It is lucky to see the first Ia7r3> of the 
year with its face towards you. It any rate 
shows that neither your visage nor your 
apparel is so absolutely repiusive as to 
frighten a beast of the held. 

11. It is unlucky to sit down to table 
thirteen in number. It is equally unlucky 
to sit down twelve if there is only elbow- 
room for eight. 

12. There is luck in odd numhers. This 
entirely depends upon the game you are 
playing, and what the other man has up his 


PfilTATE AND CONEIDENTIAL. 

Air — “ Moses and Aaron.** 

A.S Jimmy and ’Aery were talking about 
Art, 

Says Jimmy to ’Arry, “ Oh, on that lay 1 *m 
smart. 

I know the way to fetch the Mob, 

The Swells’ applause to carry, 

And pouch the proletariat ‘ bob.’ ” 

Lor 1 ’0 w ’s it done ? ” says ’Arrt. 

Says Jimmy to ’ Arry, “ The art of Art ’s to 
draw. 

No, not like Michael Ahgelo, but Barnum. 
That ’s the law. 

You play on fashionable fad, 

And your reward wou’t tarry. 

Society on Art is mad.” 

“ On, right yon are I ” says ’Arry, 

Says Jimmy to ’Arry, “ You do a lot of 
scrawls, 

And frame them very oaref ally, and stick 
them on buff walls. 

You deck the place with saffron silk, 
And pots the hue of mustard, 

A harmony in eggs and milk* — ” 

Says ’Arry, ‘^Like a custard I ” 

Says Jimmy to ’Arry, “Now that’s a 
Cockney joke, 

Fit for a ‘cad,’ a ‘Philistine,’ a ‘buffer,’ 
or a* bloke.’ 

T^only paying jest— a sell— 

With gravity you carry ; 

Laughin your sleeve-does justas welll” 
Ah, ah ! / ’m fly I ” says ’ A-rr v. 

Says Jimmy to ’Arry, “ Society ’s a sham ; 

Whene er ’tis seized with new fad, to flt it 
with a flam 

Is work for the smart charlatan, 

Who brain and bounce can marry ; 
And— do yon know the sort of man ? ” 
You bet I do ! ” says ’Arry, 

Says ’Arry to Jimmy, “ It seems a rummy 

stwt ; 

But if you stick up Smudge or Scrawl, and 
kid the world it ’s Art, 

You draw the dollars of the mugs, 

The werdicts of the whimmy I 
Yer fist ! We match like two pint jugs ! ” 
Oh, hang your cheek 1 ” says Jimmy# 


New Book.— S hortly will be published, 
^ffFullman Nights, By the Author of 
Old Coaching Days, 
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Intereating: Discovery. 

Is maJting some alterations at tlie G-aiety Theatre the other day, 
the fossil remains of an enormons Mashtodon were discovered. 
Mir. John HoLLiNOSHEAn will shortly read a paper before the 
Society of Antiqnaries, entitled The Solitaire of the Mashtodon 
discovered in making Recent Excavations at the Gaiety Theatre.” 
This solitaire is no less than three feet in diameter—abont the size 
of an ordinary school-room globe— so it would appear the race has 
of late years greatly degenerated. I 


Echo on the Situation. 

What appears to give onr wranglers satisfaction ? 
JScho. Faction I 

What is hopeless made by wrangling, jangling faction ? 
JBcko. Action! 

Should men share or shun this palsying of action ? 
jEcho, Shun! 

Bull’s Benediction.— J iir vohiscwn ' 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

SXTILACTED PROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Monday Nighty February 26. — Great joy in House of Lords to- 
niglit. A Bill is brought in, and prospect of some work. Rather 
hard on Hoble Lords of late. Come down regularly at four o’clock ; 
see Lord CflAH-CBriOE enter with bag and baggage ; hear youngest 
Bishop say prayers ; sit and look at each other for a few minutes ; 
then somebody asks question, somebody else answers it ; and they 
walk wearily away. 

“Lords might as well be abolished at once,” says Our Only 
Gfeneral and Latest Peer. “Every night I come down here I feel 
like ScECiCABA.c going to dine with Barmecide.” 

“ SoHACABAC r ” said Our Only; Commander-in-Chief. “ Schaca- 
BAC ? Don’t seem to remember him ? What ’s his regiment ? ” 

“ He was not in the Army, Sir,” Wolsbley explained. “ He was 
a Scotchman travelling in the East.” 

Wolsblet’s picked up a good deal of information since he went 
to Cairo. Clulte pathetic interest round Our Only Bill, which is for 
electing Scotch Representative Peers. Marquis of Hueily dread- 
fully afraid we shall gobble it up at one meal, and begs Lord 
Chaitcellor not to hurry along with Second Reading. Lobd Cbcait- 
CELLOR promises, and Peers go nome pleased. 

In House of Commons another dull night. StiU harping on the 
Address. Had Ireland with ns throngh most of last week, on one 
Amendment or other. How Ireland has an Amendment all to her 
unhappy self. Begin afresh, and go throngh the old familiar story. 

“ ^uite a mistake,” Mr. Courtbn-bt complains, “ to say you can’t 
eat your cake and have it. Irish Members ate their oake last week 
on Gorst’s Amendment, and nowhere it comes served up again full- 
size, and they munch it all night.” 

In distress of body and soul, under this wearisome wet blanket of 
words, House spasmodically attempts to be merry. Determines to 
laugh “ whatever” as Mr. Macfarlabte says since he has been to 
Styornaway. To-night, for example, Mr. Callajt up ; referring to 
some statement he doesn’t believe says, “ Well, I can swallow a 

good deal, but ” Here the House breaks iu with roar of 

laughter.’ Laughs consummately for space of three or four minutes. 
Suppose there ’s a joke somewhere. Talk it over with Sir Georoe 
Baifotjr and Mr. Ramsay. We give it up. 

Bueinese done, — ^Hone. 


Tuesday Peers terrible fellows to work when once begin. 

Only yesterday BOl brought in dealing with election of Scotch Peers : 
to-day Lord Gaxioway brings in another. 



thinw go on at tMs rate,” I say to Lord Redesdade, *‘yox 
Lordship will have to retire to Cannes lor a week or two.” 

“ Ho, Toby,” says Chairman of Committees, “ I ’ll die at my pos 
There sa good many, including Saiisbury, who would like to hej 
I was off to Cannes or anywhere else out of the way. Some of tt 
young Peers, too, are inclined to be fractious, and sneer at my litt 
ways. But I know what I owe my country, and I ’ll pay it to tl 
uttermost snarl. The country ’s going to the dogs, (no offence 1 
you, Toby) ; hut as long as I can hold it back I ’U hang on.” 

In House of Commons, Mr. John Moruey, Elect of Hewcastle-oi 
T^e, enters amid thunderous applause. House knows a good ms 
when It sees him, and here, take him all in all, is the best that h 
arrived smce bye-elections began. Took an opportunity, when tl 
crowd had departed, of giving him a little advice. 


“ There’s a good deal expected of you here, my Jo- John, which is 
a bad thing to start with. A man might as conveniently walk up 
to table to take the oath with a millstone round his neck, as with 
special reputation earned outside. You ’ll have to fight hard against 
your own reputation. There is one help to victory, simple and effi- 
cacious. Whatever happens, under any provocation, donH open your 
Ups to speak this Session, By next year the House will have got 
used to your presence. You wiR be J ohn Morley, M.P. If you 
make good speech, you will be one of us, and that will be aU right. 
If you speak in first Session, you are still outsider, and will be dealt 
with as such. Deal of human nature here, John, including preva- 
lence of the ’arf-a-brick principle when we see a stranger, especially 



“ Who cares for the Government of London ? ” 

Zord Mmdolph ChmehilVe Speech at Woodstock, 

if he ’s made a name outside and thinks he ’s coming here to crow 
over us.” 

J. M. made note of these remarks. Promised to think them over. 

Business done, — Stiff roaming round the Address, with little inter- 
ludes touching Kilmainham Treaty. Odd word “Eilmainham.” 
Ricbeard Power says so called because inconvenient questions con- 
nected with it Can’t be Rilled. 

Wednesday Afternoon, — Stiff on the Address. More than a little 
tired of it. Irish. Members not managed with the old success in 
giving it appearance of reality. Got a shock last Monday that 
settled me for week. Didn’t mention it at the time, being ashamed of 
my own weakness ; but may as well make dean breast. 

Came iu whiLst Mr. O’Brien, the latest messenger of peace from 
Ireland, was on his legs. Much struck with manifest earnestness of 
the man. With hands clenched, teeth set, and eyes fiashing under 
overhanging brow, he literaffy wrestled with his thoughts. Words 
well chosen, carefully enunciated ; seemed as if he had other things 
to say, but recognised bis position and the place, and after infinite 
strug^e, kept back phrases that would bring down on him reproof 
from Chair. 

Stiff, words sufficiently burning and not without reason. Was 
talking about the memorable massacre at Maamstresna. A helpless 
family butchered in the night by cowardly ruffians, who deliberately 
set forth to accomplish the infamy. Heither grey hairs nor infant 
cries regarded. AH butchered in their beds, the skulking murderers 
making off in dead of night, and long eluding justice. ()’B£IEn’s 
frame trembled with honest indignation as he spoke of it. A little 
puzzled to hear him denouncing the Irish Executive and present 
Uhief Secretary. But that, I BUi)poBe, is the way of Irishmen. Only 
just came m whilst O’Bbien hissing forth through clenched teeth Ms 
honest indication. Dare say he was commenting on leng^ of time 
that elapsed between murder and conviction. Lo'Wiher standing by 
me at the Bar listening. 

“ There, James, you see,” I said to him, “these fellows aren’t all 
hardened. Here ’s O’Brien, who speaks strongly enough on political 
questLons, comes out like a^man when murder’s the matter. This 
powerful denunciation of themurderers of the Joyce family will surely 
have good effect in Ireland.” 

“Bahl Young Innocence,” said Jambs, turning on Ms heel. 
“It’s not the murders he’s lamenting, but the hanging of the 
murderers.” 

And so it w;a8, ^ I learned on fuller inquiry. These clenched 
hands, this quivering body, these fiashing eyes, and this passionate 
voice ^ all for the men who skulked by night, and, in fancied 
secimty, slew the helpless family ! Hot a word of regret for the 
victims. Only bitter denunciation for Judge, Jury, and Executive 
that hanged the murderers. This seems to give one enough of Irish 
Members for one week. 

Business Put another, spoke in wheel of the Address. 

YAwraday.— Quite affecting scene at witching hour of midnig ht. 
Lyon Playbaib resigned ChairznansMp of Oommittees. Did it in 
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speech of excellent feeling and taste. Lord EAXTiNGToy said some ' 
things both pleasing and true, and Sir Staffobp Eoeihgoie haying 
gone home, not knowing ajSair coming ofE, Sclater-Booth spoke on 
behalf of Opposition. So, amid salvos of cheering, Lyok retired 
from the Treasury Bench, and went to lie down with the lambs be- 
hind. Sir Ghajelles Foestee aSected to tears. 

Fancy conscience of some of the gentlemen on the Opposition 
benches must have been rufded as they cheered. Have always said, 
and will always stick to it, that Pjlayeaie hadn’t Fair-play. He 
held Chair in exceptionally troublesome times, and a de^ set was 
made against him from below the Gangway opposite. 

Got through debate at last, after luminous speech from Ashmead- 
Baetlext, from which 1 gather that things are looking bad abroad 
and rather shaky at home. 

“ Wonderful man, A.-B.,” I say to Sir C. Duke. “ Such a grasp 
of the situation. Sees eyeiything whether at home or abroad.” 

“ So he ought,” said Sir Cbaeles. “ He ’s Member for Eye.” 

Fan^ Djclke was sneering. But A.-B. had just mentioned that 
when Under Foreign Secretary, Dilke had “ succeeded in failing in 
everything.” 

Business Address disposed of. 

Friday Night , — ^Ireland again, of course, though Address is passed 
through all stages. But this time Ireland usefully. Mr. O'Shauoh- 
ITESSY brings in Eesolution pledging House to agree to compulsory 
education for Ireland. Teevelyak accepts on part of the Govern- 
ment. This is to be the Coercion Bill for next year. The best of 
long series. 

More post-mortem examinations. ** 1 thank thee, Maceabxane, 
for teaching me that word.” Wilebid Lawson on Egyptian War. 
Funereal aspect of House. Ghosts of jokes. Difficulty in getting a 
Jury. Yerdiet— “How, for goodness^ sake, Wilebid, don’t let’s 
have any more of this.” 

Business dfowe.—Supply. 


NAMEl NAMEI 

An item of really important Parliamentary news in the Daily 
Telegraph, last weex, was this : — 

CnorPEE is to take the place of Mr. Guest as a member of the 
Commons’ Eitchen Committee.” 

Something in names occasionally, Ceoppee would find his place 
in the kitchen department as a Hare-dresser ; and a Guest clearly 



A Caught Haredresser. Mister Cropper. 


ought to be at table. By the way, why is a huntsman who doesn’t 
come o£E when his horse unexpectedly refuses a fence like the 
Member for Eendal ? Answer : Because he ’s just missed a Cropper 1 
“ I Guest it I ” exclaimed the Member for Wareham. 


Programme and Progress. 

As Mrs. BiAMSBOTHAiki would put it, “ Modesty is always the best 
policy,” and Mr. Leadeb, who seems conscious that his self-elected 
position as Manager of SiEE Majesty’s Theatre, is one of no slight 
responsibility, seems determined to act up to the spirit of the good 
old familiar proverb. 

“We shall,” (he says), “I trust, be divertmg, but not iireyerent ; grand, 
but not gaudy ; mirthful, but not meretricious ; decorous, but never depres- 
sing. A band of tried talent, conducted by a director of acknowledged skill 
and expeiienoe^^ — a ballet of beauty displayed with costliness and magni- 
ficence— -a stage set with aU the grace and fancy that modem scenic art can 
supply— will he hut the guiding force of a company specially selected for its 
pungency of humour, its love ot art, and its power of song.” 

After this, Mr, Punch can only advise every Manager in. London, 
“ FoBow my Leadeb.” 


PEOSPECIS OP THE BEIGHTOH EEVIEW. 

By Bumb-Gbambo. 



Part worn great-coats will he issued. Undue Opening Out on the March 

is to be avoided. 



The Troops are to move over the A small Body has succeeded 

Ground as rapidly as possible. in Landing. 


IRISH IDEAS." 

“Ibbland should be managed according to Iriffi ideas.” — Some-Bule 
Axiom, 

Molhy, Quid Oireland is sick. The best rimidy, bax none, 

Is simply migration to waste lands. 

The O'Donoghue, There are none. 

Migration’s all bosh, for our o’ercrowded nation 
Th^roper speeifie is jnst emigration. 

Parnell, What I expatriation for Pat ? Simply villanous I 
Blake, With mere pertaties we can’t go on fillm’ us. 

Cannot eat more than some five pounds per diem^ 

Fourteen required to support one. You try ’em ! 

Give us a more satisfactory edible, ^ 

Or a new Sun ! You may deem it incredible, 

But I asshure ye our Sun ’s got a chill on ; 

Cooling down fast, though of old hot as Dillon. 

Soon, like the Moon, will die out to a cindher. 

Cure these two iUs, and there ’s nought else to hindher. 
Nolan, PubKo Works! 

Corry, Ho, Public Workhouses I 

G* Sullivan, duery, all ! 

iify hope for Oireland’s in— dramage arterial. 

Conflicting Charivari of Voices, Fisheries ! Harrow-gauge Rail- 
ways 1 1 More factories I ! I 

Clear out the Castle II II Sack Rads and bring back 
Tories!! II I 

John Bull (deafened and disheartened). Well, to receive good 
advice one rejoices, 

But by St. Patrick the “ Isle ’s full of voices.” 

Irish ideas may perchance gain the victory — 

When their mad chaos is less contradictory. 


A Fbesh Distbibution op Seats.— A_ lively political meeting, 
when all the benches are shied at the Chairman. 


Demand and Supply. 

“ Supply and Demand,” once held equal, of late 
The House’s economists greatly must try ; 

The supply of demands on its time is so great 
As to dock the time due to demands of Supply. 


Exhibition op Dey Points.— The Pens of Mr. Whistlee’s 
future Critics. 

Hew Stabs on the Stage.— Electric lights at the Savoy, where 
each girl appears with her own spark. 


Hew Book.— “ A Nicht wi^ Bums ’’—dedicated to Captain Shaw. 


Diplomatic “Futube in Rus.”— Musueus. 
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“SPEED THE PARTING GUEST.^^ 

(THINGS Om VOULD EiLTHER HA.YE LEET UNSAID.) 

Wa 'VB HAD STIOH A PLEASANT EVENING, MR. JoNBS J Jfjr I BEG OF YOU TO ASK ONE OF TOUR SERVANTS TO CALL A HaNSOM ?** 

“ With pleasdks, Mrs. Smith ! ’* 


THE OLD "STROKE ” 

Locum Tenens, Hillo I Here you are ! This is really A 1, 

And by Jingo, old man, you look thundering “ lit ” ! 

Old Stroke {TpeeUng), Oh, yes ! I was right out of form, Sir, clean 
done. 

But I *m glad to believe I have pulled up a bit. 

The Sawbones would have it, you know— couldn’t shirk, 

And 1 really did feel most tremendously stale. 

But I think I *m now game for a good bit of work. 

Locum Tenens, We want it, old fellow. How much do you scale ? 

Old Stroke. Oh, the old “ fighting weight.” You appear “ cherry 
ripe,” 

And the Rhodian’s ” back looms as broad as of old. 

Locum Tenms {aside). Lots of go, but will splash. Wants a quiet 
tongue-wipe. 

Old Stroke. And young Brum ? 

Locum Tene?zs. Polls his ounces, and gets a fair “ hold,” 

But some tendency has to — well, pull the boat round. 

Old Stroke. You ’ve been doing good work ? 

Locum Tjmens, Bit behind in our practice, 

^ , Two weeks cut to waste, more or less. 

Old Stroke. ^ I ’U be bound 

That it wasn’t your fault. 

Locum Tenens. May be not ; but the fact is 

I haven’t your weight or tramed style. 

Old St^ke. , , , You ’re too modest, 

I our long steady stroke will win many a race. 

The rival lot, eh ? 

Locum Tenens. Well, their style ’s of the oddest— 

All over the shop. Though some of them show pace, 

They are like a scratch crew — very seldom together. 


Fan DunJds draught or the Castlereagh-pump fiow not in it. 
Old Stroke. Well, well, we ’ll make up for lost time, never fear. 

With the work we ’ve to do we should not lose a minute. 
Locum Tenens. Jolly glad to see you back, old fellow ! 

Boat? 8 Crew (tn chorus). Hear 1 hear ! 


An Irish Initiative. 

Me. T. D. Sullivan, on his legs the other night in the House, 
“ declared that the only remedy for Irish evils was for England to 
adopt the policy of ‘ hands ofi ’ ” Yes, indeed, only let the Ghentle- 
men of the Irish Assassination Society begin it. 


A New " Whip.” 

“ Specimens of the kourbash, and the bastioado, just brought from Egypt, 
bare been examined with much curiosity and interest by a number of Mem- 
bers of Parliament .’* — Baity News. 

This opens up a vista ! Could one use 
The Turk’s sole argument, the bastinado, 

Upon each Parliamentary desperado 
Who England’s long, long patience doth abuse. 

The heelmg measure, to a sore time suiting. 

Perchance might place things on a fairer footing. 


An ambitious Actor confided to a friend that he intended to strike 
out a line for himself. “ Not one in the part I ’ve written for you,” 
shouted a tyrannical Author. 


Too much “patter” bn board. Then we’ve had beastly “The (3oose with the Golden Eggs?” said Mrs. Ramsbotham. 

^ I suppose that was one of the Geese that saved the Capital— 

^Ana floods— on, great Switbin I what drenches we ’ve had ! a thing very few Geese do in the present day.” 



No. 7 (fog.). “ JOLLY GLAD TO HAVE YOU BACK AGAIN, OLD MAN ! ! 
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stationed at Paris, he would ceitaLoly have met all the ohapacters 
present in general society. Conseq.uently, he shonld approach. Marie 
and gallantly kiss her hand, offer snnff to her lover, ana strike Dee- 
marets playfully, but soorninlly, with the flat of his sword. Should 
he have time before the fall of the Curtain to do more, he may nse- 
fnlly employ his leisure in whispering to the Prince de NeufcMtel 
a good story ’’ with gesticulation suggestive of limitless merriment. 
Played in thus fashion, this very subordinate part will not be easily 
forgotten. 

The Bmgal Tiger.— Pext of one of the Indian attendants upon Bir 
Paul Pagoda. ' Object of Introduction. — ^To bring in a snuS-bos:. 
Oomeational Pendering.— To wait in complete repose for the orders 
of ^his master, and then to obey them wi&ont attracting attention. 
P^ommcndea Improved Rendering, — ^To bear in mind that as pro- 
bably the Indian attendant was a prince in his own country, he 
should wear the most gorgeous costume, jewelled turbau, robe of 

f old, diamond-hilted scimitar, &c. 8ir Paul would permit this 
ress, as, having the supreme contempt of old-fashioned Anglo- 
Indians for “ niggers,” he would regard the apparel of his servant 
with cold indifference. If the attendant had royal blood in bis veins, 

_ he would at every command of his master half draw his sword, and 

then, by a mighty act of self-repression, control himself. He would, 
The Queek of Hearts aitd the Ace. no doubt, be a Buddhist, and conseq.uently, when he had no better 

employment, he would usefully fill up ms time in worshipping a 
[Her Majesty has stated that she u greatly pleased with the photegrapt carry about with him. Finally, at the end of 

of Miss Jessie Ace, both as a work of Art and as a memento of a noble act.] finding the drudgery of having to hand a snufi-box about 

— „ ■ ... , , ■ — — ■■ ■ ^ irritable old gentleman too much for him, he would conimit 

sensational suicide with a knife or a pistol. Thus played, the little 
AMAT EUR ACTORS OFF THE LINE. part would stand out from other Httle parts in bold relief . 

And now I think I have written enough to show that Mr. Be xhell 
{To the JEditor.) was wrong to write disparagingly of a very humble part “without 

Yert deae Sir, , lines.” All that is wanted m improving such a character is bold- 

In the course of the correspondence about Sir Percy ness and the courage of your opinions. Your innovations are not 
Shelley’s Theatre, Horace Wioait declared that the Hon. likely to be very popular with your fellow-actors. But what of 
Slingsby Bethell made no objection to the performances so long as that? Professional jealousy is, as everyone knows, the rule, and not 
he was taking a personal part in them. To tms Mr. Bethell replied the exception. And remember if the worst comes to the worst, you 
he had only played once, and then had been fitted with “ a very can always run for your life, and the police are bound to protect 
humble part without lines.” The Hon. Gentleman seemed to think you. 

* 1- ^7 T XU ^:x«, .... . j* u T 


Apologising for monopoKsing so much of your space, I remain, 

Sincerely yours, 

{Signed) Ajh Extinguished Amatetje. 
March Morels Day. Junior Shakspeare Club. 


that a non-speaking role was beneath his dignity as a distinguished i Apoiogismg lor monopolising so mncn oi your space, ± remi 
non-urofessional Actor of many years’ standing. Surely the Hon. | ^Sincerely yours, 

Genueman was wrong, as a thoughtful Amateur can take the smallest — 

possible character, aud with a little earnest attention “ invest it with 
considerable artistic merit.” As I have spent the greater part of a 
long life in considering the “ very humble parts ” of the recognised 
Amateur Drama, a few extracts from my note-hook may prove 
acceptable as illustrating my meaning, and serving as a collection of 
usefm examples to the persevering student in the same line. 

lady of Lyons.— Feat of Third Officer. Object of Introduction.— 

To talk with enthusiasm of the rapid promotion of Claude MelnoUe. 

Conventional Rendering . — ^To dress mm as a very young man, and 
to make him speak with enthusiasm. Recommended Improved 5^ in-Tj -n Permissioh of the Ybstrt.— The Mudlarkyological 
Rendering.— To cause him to utter the words, “ Promotion is ve^ Society will hold its meetings in London until further notice 
rapid in the French Army— I was made a lieutenant yesterday,” in 
a quavering voice, tremulous from extreme old age. Dress him as an 
ancient officer, with long white hair and sunken cheeks. He should 
support himself with a long stafi, be troubled with rheumatism, and 
be subject to a “churchyard cough.” Rip Van Winkle^ after his 
long sleep, will serve as an exc^ent type upon which the Third 
Officer may be modelled. Played with careful attention to detail, he 
is sure to prove eifective. 

A Sheep in Wolf's Clothing,— Feat of John Zoyland the Black- 
smith. Object of Introduction.— To break open a door in a cup- 
board in which a proscribed cavalier is supposed to be concealed, 


Pope Adapted. 

(By a Birmingham Conservative.) 

True Toryism marks off man from fella^, 

all the rest is— C hamberlain and Mundella. 


yjfiiimvl 






militaxy pursuers. Conventional Rendering . — To come in dressed 
as an ordiaary workman, and, after brea&g open the cupboard, 
rethe quietly. Recommeded^ Immoved Rendering . — To enter in 
holiday costume. It is his birthday, and consequentl^r he has been 
“ keeping it up ” in the usual manner. He tries to kms the maid- 
servant, and salutes Colonel Percy Kirk, who is present to arrest 
the proscribed traitor, with comic obsequiousness. Next he can’t 
find the cupboard, and begins to nail np a wrong door. Set right, 
he does his work in the leisurely and inaconrate fashion common 

amongst the inebriated. Ultimately he insists in dumb show upon J t i x m -or 

being paid, and pantomimically expresses Ms contempt at the 1^ l^^j wgbk s 

Bmallness of his remuneration to all the characters in succession, appeared an ^centric 

giving special attention to the heart-broken wife. Played with letter with a still more 

spirit, this little part should be one of ^e “features’’ of the eceentnc signature, 

performance. from Mr. Whistler, 

Plot and Passion . — ^Part of officer in charge of troops. Object of A suggestion to the First_ Commissioner: ^ted from Tite Street. 
Introduction , — ^To arrest JIf. Fouchi at the instigation of JBerthier, — Invest it with artistic merit; i.e., slightly YOTysuggestive,but,let 
Prince of NeufcMtel, and in the presence of Marie (heroine of the alter the nose, give it a pair of collars, n5hop6,not^e. AtaJl 
piece), her lover, and Desmarets, a polioe spy, at the end of the Third it will appear as an admirable Equestrian evente, Lite ti^eet 
Act. Conventional Rendering . — ^To stand at the back of the stage in Statue 01 the Grand Old Man, mounted on woul^ t be at aUthe 
one position until the fall of the Gnrtain. Recommended Improved some hohhy or other, — say Cloture for sortof placeiorSmWlL- 
Rendering.— To remember that, as an officer at a crack ^regiment choice. frid Lawson to live in. 



Dublin County.— 
Mr. McMahon, a Par- 
neUite, beaten by a 
majority of 1086. “The 
High Sheriff,” says the 
D. r. report, “having 
declared the state of 
the poll, there were 
enthusiastic and pro- 
longed cheers and cries 
for ‘The Colonel.’” 
‘ ‘ Why, cert’nly and 
as there was no true 
Liberal candidate, we 
congratnlate Colonel 
King-Harkan on his 
victory, as bis senti- 
ments are in Hhrman-y 
with Law and Order. 
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LAV AUTD EaXJITT UNDEE 
ONE Roor. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.— No. 126. 


THE CORRECT CHORD. 
Aie— Sullivan's Chord:' 


{From the JDiary of a Q,C.) 

9*30 A.H.— At eliainbers. At- 
tended half-a-dozen consultations, 
and signed twenty-three opinions. 
10 A.if. — Opened in a breach of 

g romise of marriage case. Got a 
t of fun out of the love-letters. 
Had to cut it rather short, how- 
ever, as 1 soon found myself due 
in another Court next door. 

11 A.3£.— Examined in chief the 
Defendant in an accident case. 
When I came to a critical point, 
had to turn it over to my Junior. 
Due elsewhere over the way. 

12 Noon.— Ar^ed a matter in 
Chancery. Rather loose in my 
reasoning, in consequence of hav- 
ing to think over a speech 1 had 
to deliver later. 

1 F.H.— Opposed an application 
in bankruptcy upstairs, took some 
lunch downstairs, and attended 
consultations, and signed opinions 
until it was time to reappear in 
Court. 

2 p.AC.— Made a speech in de- 
fence of a libel action. Inter- 
rupted once or twice by the Judge, 
being a little imperfect in my 
facts, having been elsewhere when 
the case was opened for the Plain- 
tiff. 

3 P.M.— Before the Lords Jus- 
tices in an appeal ease— third 
door to the right. Again rather 
shaky, but was cleverly picked 
up and prompted by a bright 
young Junior. 

4 p.m.— In the Divorce Court 
(second turning to the left), 
summed up in defence of a co- 
respondent. Afraid I must have 
gone wrong somewhere, as I heard 
subsequently that the Jury 
awarded £6,000 damages. 

4*30 p.M. — Just put the finish- 
ing touch to a railway accident 
case (court at the end of corri- 
dor), and, through a misconcep- 
tion, nonsuited my client. 

5 P.M.— Hurriedly discovered by 
my Clerk. All my cases gone 
wron^, and held personally re- 
sponsible for the lot. Indigna- 
tion meeting in the Great Hedl of 
disappointed suitors. Ran back 
to my chambers to save my life ! 



MR. JUSTICE EIELD; 


Seated for years at the organ, 
Just trying the stops and keys, 
And wondering how the pedals 
Might be got to work with ease : 
By ear, with my notes in my 


Performing— as few men can, 

I struck su^ a chord that the 
organ 

Burst out “You’re a Grand 
Old Man.” 

It fiooded the daily papers, 

Like the name of a comic song, 
And I felt several inches taller 
As I quietly bowled along. 

I think that it nettled N obthcote, 
Polite as he can be in strife, 
Though it seemed a sensible echo 
From the din of my Public life. 
But it brought down chafi by the 
cartload, 

That possibly may increase 
For till Catjbchill’s in with his 
Party, 

1 never shall know any peace. 
But I take the whole thing calmly, 
For the chord has a sw^ that ’s 
fine ; 

And I ’m glad the popular organ 
Has a touch that answers mine. 
And whether I stick to the Com- 
mons, — 

And 1 certainly will if I can,— 
Or go to the Peers,— no matter, 

I shall still hear “ that Grand 
Old ManP^ 


A CLAUSE in the Act for Regu- 
lating Theatres says, “In every 
case where any money shall be 
taken or charged, &c., every 
Actor shall be deemed to be acting 
for hire.” But in most Ama- 
teur performauoes there are no 
“ Actors,”— only Sticks, "Would 
this be a sufficient defence in the 
Shelley-Theatre case Y 


Ob, the Legal “No. 1.” 

Number Onb.’ — M r, Justice Field : This Court is Number Two, 
but 1 am not. 1 am Number One. {Chrefxt l<mgMer ) ' 

Law Report— Morning Posi— Feb. 27. 

Bravo, your Lordship ! May you long remain so, and be 
A “ Fair Field and no Favour.” 


“ NuiTBSR One"— and How to 
Take Care of PRm.— This book, 
by Dr, Joseph Pope, we strongly 
recommend to every “worthy 
soul” interested in taking care 
of everybody. Useful also to 
Detectives just now. It is l^ely 
to be very rope-ular. 


POETRY OE THE SCOTTISH PEERAGE. 

SAifTBiE, strike np ! A fionrish on the Bagpipes ! 

It seems that there are, or till lately were, two Earldoms of Mar, 
a senior and junior Earldom ; the Earldom of Mar pure and simple, 
and the Earldom of Mar and Kellie. The latter was created by 
Mart Q,neen of Scots ; the creation of the former prehistoric ; its 
date “lost in antiquity,” perhaps but a little subsequent to the 
general creation— if that may be alluded to without offence to 
evolutionists. 

The two Earldoms are said to have been contemplated by one 
claimant, who claimed both of them, as forming a sort of compound 
Earldom. He contended that the junior Earldom, with its limita- 
tion to the male line, is snperim^sed npon, but does not destroy 
or sni^ersede the senio^ and that whilst the heir male is at liberty to 
call Mmself Earl of M^ and Kellie, he, as heir general, inherits 
from bis mother the original title of Earl of Mar> Thus regarded — 

peerage is conceived as consistmg of two layers, to the upper part of 
which^the Earldom of Kellie has been joined, but the lower and more ancient 
of whi(di remains unaffected by chance and change, and follows the laws 
inherent in its natnre.*’ 



does the Earldom of Mar (Scotch) resemble the Black Grouse (Scotch 
also) whose flesh (as we all know, don’t we ?} is divided into two 
layers, dark meat one of them and the other white. What a pleasing 
analogy, thinks the epicure and the Scotchman— for there are now- 
a-days at least Scotch as wdl as “ English epicures,” by your leave, 
Macheth, 

Here allow a countryman of Burns to observe, with aU due defer- 
ence to SwiPT, Pope, and Abbuxhnot, that every genuine Soot mnst 
decidedly object to Mabtinus Scbeblebus’s celebrated iRustration 
of an anticlimax : — 

“ And thou, Dalhousy, the great god of war, 
Lieutenant-Colonel to the Earl of Mar.’’ 

However great the god of war may have been in the ages ^ of 
mythology, a neater must be acknowledged in an Earl the creation 
of whose Earldom had long preceded them. No, very Reverend Sir. 
No, Gentlemen. There is no drop, there is no plunge, there is no 
bathos whatever, in putting “ Mars ” after “Mab.’’ Eh, Sirs, no 
anticlimax at all ; but just the reverse. The Earl of Mab was a 
Generalissimo undeniably fit and proper to be the commanding 
officer of even Mors himsSl’. 


New Signs eob the Bibliodhieist’s Zodiac— X tJrs and Scorpio, 
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BUMBLE AND THE TROGLODYTE. 

(“ ETAremes Tneetn' — OU Adage,) 

[See case y. Watson,^* lAr. Watson had been utilising ** soft 

core,” consisting of animal and vegetable refuse, as a substitute for the gravel 
he had dug out, in preparing a place called Banoei’s Land as a “site for 
houses.” “The Fulham Local Board perceived no impropriety in his 
proceedings.”— ■ Times.] 

Eumhle. River-drift Man, prarmentless Cave-dweller, 

Primitive party, early loLthyophagist, 

Poor flint-chipping, troriodytish varlet, 

How I pity yon I 

Troglodyte,^ Verily, G-orgeons Portent, that seems kind of you. 
Yet, without ingratitude cold or querulous, 

I would ask precisely to^ my destiny 

You commiserate ? 

Eumhle, Why? Good gracious I iVeeii you thus interrogate ? 
Cave-dweller ! Fancy j/our existence now— 




Toad-in-the-holish ! 

Chimneys none, no windows, no front-door at aU, 
Lightless, drainless, paintless, fireless possibly, 
Stairless, cold, unventRate, void of furaitnre — 

What a residence ! 

Troglodyte, Oh ! I see. Well, 'twasn’t all sheer luxury ; 
Grub ran short sometimes, and oaves were stuffyish ; 
But, concerning my abode, the question is, 

Have ytm bettered it ? 

Bumhle, Bettered it ? Why, bless your unsophisticate 
Savage soul, our houses now are gorgeous 1 
Even our restaurants are marble pamoes, 

Fit for Doges. 


Troglodyte, Humph I I Ve been perusing certain Law-reports, 
“ Qoodacre v, Watson — that was one of them. 

Dancer^ -Land I do you know that locality, 

Gorgeous Being? 

Bumhle, I— oh— come now 1— that is, really. Troglodyte, 

Can you read^ who antedated Cauiius 
B y as many years as the tail of a comet 
Has of inches ? 

Troglodyte, That ’s irrelevant ! Strikes me, Fulham’s dustbins, 
And road-scrapiugs swept from wheel-worn Kensington, 
Seem suggestive of more utter nastiness 

Than my Cave was. 

Cinders, ashpit refuse, brick-kiln rubbish, 

Midden-mu(^ and v^etable rottenness, 

Are “ foundations ” i should not have cared about 
For my domicile. 

Earth and flsh-bones make a concrete passable, 

But your compost, nasty and malodorous, 

The soft-core ” of Dancers’-Laud !— no, verily. 

'Twere too horrible I 

Therefore doubt I, Man of garb astonishing, 

If, with all your Boards and Jerry Builders, you 
Have improved so much upon the Troglodyte ! 

Bumble {disgustedly). Oh! get out with you t 


“ The Bishop of Mai 7 CHestx:r presented an extraordinary appear- 
ance at his ordination.” If he had presented an “ Ordinary ” 
appearance it would have been appropriate ; but he wore, says Truths 
a black-sleeved Cope.” This must be a wonderful garment. Q,uite 
a new thing in Copes, which, since they were first invented as Pagan 
waterproofs, never had sleeves at all. The Bishop will be known as 
“Johnny Cope.” | 
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BOX AND COX. 



Duke of C^mbr^dge (as Sergeant Bouncer ) — 

Eataplan 1 Rataplan ! 

I a military man ! 

Bless yon, my boys I 
Lieut- Cot B-m-hy (as Box), And 2 onr friends in front are 

only satisfied, then Box 

Major-Gen, 0. W-ll-ms (as Cox), And Cox 
Both, Are satisfied. 

Ensemble. 

Rataplan! Rataplenl 
We are military men I 

(Curtain, Great applause,) 


PRATTLE PROM THE PROTINCE8. 

LLAlSroONTNO. 

A WEEK ago a party of five Spring tourists set out from this place, 
intending to make the ascent of Snowdon by a devious, dangerous, 
and inaccessible route. They were described as Londoners, who were 
utterly unacg.uamted with mountaineering. E'othiag has since been 
heard of them, and the worst fears are consequently entertainedc 
Two young^ men, accompanied by two young women, hired a boat 
yesterday, in spite of the warnings of the boatman that it was only 
constructed to carry two persons with safety. The party— none of 
whom could swim— was observed through telescopes to be “ skylark- 
ing ” in the frail craft. Their bodies have not yet been recovered. 
W eather generally bright and dear when not pouring with rain and 
violently stormy. 

LITTLE PEDDLINOTON. 

Sir Ptjbset Numskxtll, M.P., yesterday addressed his constituents 
on the Local Option question. Temperance, he remarked, was an 
excellent thing in its way, if not carried too far. Education, also, 
was an excellent thing. If our population did not drink so much, it 
was probable they would be more sober, while there could be little 
doubt, from statistics recently published, that one great cause of the 
ignorance which so largely prevailed, waE the lack of education 
among the masses. ^ A vote of confidence in the Hon. Baronet was 
carried by acclamation. Weather variable. 

HARWELL. 

A local Gentleman, who wrote to every Cabinet and ex-Cabinet 
Minister, asking what ste^ the Government proposed to take to put 


down the propagation of Mormonism in England, has received some 
interesting replies. Mr. Gladstone's Secretary says, “ The Psemlee 
begs to acknowledge the receipt of youi letter, and wishes me 
to say, in answer, that, in his opinion, the Eloods Prevention 
Bill should become law before anything can be done.” Mr, 
Bbioht writes — “ Your letter has remainea some time unanswered, 
because I fail to see any reason why such a question should be 
addressed to me. I may say, however, that I hope the people of this 
country will use the remedy of force— ihough force, as a nile, is no 


remedy — against any Mormon proselytisers who may attempt to gain 
a public hearing.” Weather lovely at night, and full moon out all 

SWILUNGTON. 

Six ooUiers were sentenced to terms of penal servitude, at the 
Assizes here, for savage assaults on their wives. The new Bishopric 
Eund is making rapid progress. Canon Silvebltongub preached an 
eloquent sermon, yesterday, to a crowded congregation, on Chaldaic 
Weights and Measures. To-day, several leading grocers of the town 
were -fi j am all__ATi m s, for selling fiour largely adulterated with 
Plaster of Paris, and chalk from some disused pits in the neighbour- 
hood. Weather boisterous and rough. Glass going up. Several 

asses mOTFBOROTTGH. 

Two cases of English cholera are reported here, and the Salvation 
Army are reported to be coming shortly. Three men, with jemmies 
and skeleton keys were discovered, last night, on the premises of a 
provision merchant. Their pockets were fiUed with tea, coffee, and 
East Indian pickles, while a couple of carts and a wheel-barrow 
were waiting outside, half -filled with tinned meats and bottles of 
Gilbbt’s sherry. It is suspected that the men intended to commit a 
burglary. The Local Police are making inquiries, previous to 
apprehending the suspected individuals. Atmosphere dull and hazy. 
Land fogs. 

NEGLECTED MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. 

Mt dbab P., 

Poets— very siUy people are poets, generally speaking^— 
lavish all their praises on four instruments, the pipe, the lute, the 
harp, and the guitar. There are plenty of other instruments quite 
as useful and fully as poetical. See enclosed specimens. 

Yours acoordionly. 

The Lazy Minstbbl. 

I.— ORPHEUS TO HIS OPHICLEIBE. 

My bold Ophicleide is as good as it ’s bold. 

It gleams m the sun with the glitter of gold ! 

'Twin grumble like thunder, 'twill coo like a 
dove, 

And frighten my foes, or will sing to my love I 
'Tis soothing and sweet, and it can't be denied, 

Ho tone is so fine as my bold Opbicleide I 

'Tis stem and commanding, 'tis gleesome and 
bland. 

Superb as a solo, divine in a band : 

When windows are open in sweet summer night. 

How blithely I blow, to the neighbours’ delight! 

And, if I feel weary, I just step inside. 

And drop off to sleep in my bold Ophicleide I 

II.— TOLDEROLDIUS TO HIS TROMBONE. 

Don't babble to me of the tootlesome flute, 

-The petulant pipe and the languishing lute I 
Don't hint at the harp, or the twanging guitar, 

But give me sweet music that 's better by far I 
Search the orchestra through, there is nothing I own, 

That is fit to compare with my trusty Trombone ! 

Let other folks go out to dance or to dine. 

And talk too much nonsense and take too much wine ; 

But let me sit down, give my arms enough room, 

I '11 drive away care and I 'u banish all gloom ! 

With a cup of strong tea and a fresh buttered scone, 

I will cheer you all up with my trusty Trombone ! 

UI.-KALLIYANTOCUS TO HIS KETTLEDRUM. 
Hubbah for the rattle I Hurrah for the din ! 

Hurrah for the sticks and the resonant skin ! 

I 've drummed well before and I 'R drum well again. 

It quickens the pulses, it brightens the brain. 

Though folks may revile me and Fortune look glum, 

I 'R comfort myself with my crisp Kettledrum! 

What sweet modulation on drums may be made. 

From VTRd battle-crash to the love serenade : 

When evenings are long and there 's nothing to do, 

'Tis soothing, most soothing, to beat a tattoo. 

When troubles assaR me and creditors come, 

I 'R scare them away with my crisp Kettledrum ! 



“Anothbe Little Holiday.” — ^We're so busy we can't take it 
yet. Ho matter— a time wiR come. 


TO COBKESFOHDENTS. — In no case can Contiibntioxui, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unleas aecompiaM 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope dr Cover. Copies of MS. should bs kept by the Senders. 





THE UNIVERSITIES^ BOAT-RACE. 

AS IT MIGHT, COULD, SHOULD, OE OUGHT TO BE. 


OUE FUTURE LORD MAYOR. 

November 9^A, 1883.— So I am tlie firsb Lord Mayor of the grand new 
Municipality of London! Proud position. “ Westminstbe, Lord 
Mayor of London!” Populace seem pleased at my appearance. 
Wonder what the “ City Magnates ” will think of a Duke as their 
Chief Magistrate. Must try and be very affable. 

At Mansion Home. — Carious, City Magnates all seem dreadfully 
afraid of me. Wonder if I ought to send for Loving Cup at once. 
Wonder what old Lord Mayors did to make themselves popular. 
Must get PiETH to coach me up in this. Procession to-day, at all 
events, shall be a tremendous success. Determined to show London 
the difference between a Mayor who’s only a “ City snob,” to use a 
vulgar expression which Firth: is constantly usmg,^ and a real | 
live Duke. My new State-coach, with sixteen performing elephants ! 
harnessed to it, will take the populace, I rather fancy. Thoughtful 
of me to have secured services of all Madame Tussaud’s wax^worh 
figures to sit in carriages, dressed like Sheriffs. 

Tioelve o’ Clock,— Time for Procession to start. Feel nervous. Why 
should a Lord Mayor wear these ridiculous “ robes of office ” ? Wish 
G-ladstone had inserted a clause in his Act, allowing me to appear 
in ordinary morning-coat on all State occasions. Also iind the Ducal 
Coronet troublesome ; shouldn’t have put it on, only Firth insisted 
that populace would smash windows of new State Coach, if I didn’t. 

Five o’ Clock. — Show not quite as great a success as I expected. 
Elephants turned out rather refractory somewhere up in Canonbury. 
Was obliged to extend old route, to please ratepayers of “Larger 
London ” ; made it include Hammersmith, Croydon, Hampstead, 
Greenwich, and back down Edge ware Hoad. Rather tiring. Men in 
armour mutinied in Shad well, and refused to go on without an hour’s 
rest and money for refreshments. Took opportunity to put robes 
and coronet on one of Madame Tussatth’s figures, stuck mm in the 
State Coach, and had a quiet snooze at the bottom of the carriage. 
At Hampstead, band struck. Provoking ! 

Attitude of populace on the whole satisfactory. Don’t, however, 
quite know if they were cheering Mderman and Sheriff Bradlattgh, 
or myself. Street-boys also don’t seem to understand new order of 
thin^. Stopped my coach several times, and explained to them 
that 1 was not an ordinary Lord Mayor, and that the new Munici- 
pality was entirely distinct from tiie old City. 

Foening.—Dhmev to Her Majesty’s Ministers. Thank Heaven, 
this will be an occasion on which they can’t help feeling difference 
between a nobleman and a “City nob” (as FiRiHsays). Wonder 
who all those peculiarly-dressed females are ? Am just giving orders 
to have them turned out as intruders, when Fihth whispers to me 
that they are the relatives of the new Aldermen. Heavens ! Forgot 
that new Aldermen were elected by r atep ayers. They have come 
from a “new social stratum,” too. Why should Wapping have 
insisted on returning Brajdlatjgh at head of the poll ? There he is ! 
Isn’t there an oath for an Alderman and Sheriff, I wonder P If so, 
might manage to exclude him. 

After a Week,— Fmdi duties of the office simply overwhelming* 


Everybody who ’s got a grievance comes to me. Have received in two 
days deputations from Society for Spread of Sensational Literature, 
Society for Su^ression of Smoking, the League for the Total and | 
Unconditional Conversion of Mahometan Costermongers, the Skeleton j 
Army, the Salvation Ditto, the Timbuctoo Famine Relief Committee, 
the Ratepayers’ Lynch-law Committee, and the Council of the I 
“Working-men’s Channel Tunnel and Proletariat Balloon Society.” 

“ nationalisation of Land Society ” just sent a deputation to ask 
me to lend Egyptian Chamber of Mansion House for a meeting^ to 
denounce rents ! Yery insulting. Refused politely. Deputation 
seemed annoyed. Said the “ new Municipality was democratic, and 
Mansion House belonged to the people.” ReaUy this sort of thing 
very irritating. Some people don’t seem to know the difference 
between a Duke and a spectacle-maker. 

After a Fortnight.— that the new order of things meant cessa- 
tion of old extravagant style of Aldermanio banquets. So rose to 
occasion, and gave strict orders to limit the wine to one bottle of our 
fine new bremd of “ Municipality Champagne,” at five-and-sixpence 
a dozen. Also have had turtle-soup diluted with half-and-half lest 
Thames water ^ from which “ animal organisms ” have been pretty 
well excluded by filtration. 

Waiters strike “ en masse ” just before banquet to Serene Highness 
Emperor of SasratohbwAlH ! Awkward. Must dissemble. Am 
extremely affable to waiters, and get them to promise to come back 
“for one night certain” on promise that I won’t keep what’s left 
from to-night’s banquet till next one a week hence. 

Fancy Dress Ball last night. Aldermanio representative of Seven 
Dials brought a whole host of relatives. ^ Obliged to retire at an early 
period of evening to cellars, where I enjoyed quiet glass of splendid 
Madeira, laid down by dear old Corporation, in company with Firth. 
Firth says he thinks new Municipality is not “going” quite as 
well as he expected. I reply, that I wish it were goue altogether. 
He rather agrees with me. We both slip out by back-door, and off 
to Grosvenor House, where I haye a regular jolly evening, the first 
since I was elected Lord Mayor, 

February, — Hurrah ! Shower of snow at last. Now will show 
populace what they gain by a grand Municipality. Been waiting 
for this opportunity all the winter. Had men in readiness night 
and day, to sweep every thoroughfare perfectly clean in two hours 

Result disappointing. Men thought winter was oyer, and have, it 
appears, deserted posts. Got in amateur sweepers, at extra cost. 
About twenty thousand men, and five thousand waggons. Expense, 

I am afraid, enormous. Snow all carted into Thames, and causes 
disastrous fiood. Angry deputation from inhabitants of fiooded 
houses waits on me at Mansion House. Refuse to see them. Amateur 
sweepers run away with the Municipality’s brooms and carts. Just 
got snow well cleared away at cost of some thousands to ratepayers, 
when down it oomes again, worse than ever I 

Next Dav.—Resign post. TeU Gladstoio! to give it to a soap- 
boiler. Old “social stratum” much the best for this sort of thing. 
Go off to Cannes with Firth, to reenperate, and try and forget the 
most disagreeable half-year 1 ever spent in my life. 
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will be everywhere, and we shall be all 
speaking in recitative, carrying abont with 
XLS pocket-trombones with which to do the 
dnishing chords. 

In due time, let us hope, we shall shortly 
realise the advantage enjoyed of old by the 
venerable old Lady of Banbury Cross, and 
“ shall have music wherever we go,” All 
round our hats we shall wear hat-bands of 
music ; and, at last, none of us will go about 
unaccompanied — by a ke^er supplied by 
the Harmonious Hanwell Hassooiatlon. 


STARVING DOCTOR.^' 

“ Many valuable lives might be preserved if 
we had the courage to face the accusation of 
being, as I am, a starving doctor.”— Dr. Airnnsw 
Clabk in The JSritUh Medieal Journal, 

How list we all to Aotbuw Class, 

And what he says on eating. 

Though haply each severe remark, 

Will set some pulses beating. 

He raves, in his peculiar style, 

’Hainst gormandising sinners, 

And bids us eat plain teas the while, 

And purely phantom dinners. 

TarewelL to every neat entrSe^ 

To sweet and subtle sauces ; 

Ho piquant ragout from to-day 
Must titivate your/owces. 

In what then can you seek relief, 
Although you ’re not a glutton P 

Here ’s Doctor Class forbids you beef, 
And scorns the thought of mutton. 

He says at breakfast take, I beg, 

Some tea and bread-and-butter ; 

He ’ll just allow one single egg. 

A mercy that, you mutter. 

At midday he would have you dine, 

On dsh, on wings of chickens, 

A plain milk pudding, and no wine— 
Ajid that ’s the very dickens ! ” 

At five or six o’clock you 've tea, 

The breakfast fare repeated, 

A tiny bit of fish maybe, 

Then, lo I your meals completed. 

And if to all his rules you bow, 

Each invitation scorning, 

One glass of water he ’ll allow. 

At night and in the morning. 

Such is the fare— no longer can 
The gastronome run not. 

0]^ AlSDBSW Class ! cries hapless man, 
Is that my proper diet ? 

I ’ll feast, and you shall patch me up ; 
Of physio you’re conoooter : 

What ’s life, unless we dine and sup P 
So hang the Starving Doctor I 


Fir^ Stranger, “ I Bsa voxrs faedos, but oak you dibeot ue to Mablbosoxtgh Stbbet ? " 
Secxmd, Ditto, “ AuGE ! VB*r sowwY ^powders) — “ WEALLY ’fwaid I can’t. They— ah 

— ubn' WALLY TAKE ME ’Bow Stwebt 1 ” \Hats aTid a/potogUs, Exewnt, 


OUE MUSIC OE THE EUTUEE. 

The friends of popular education have, of course, been highly gratified by the amL0xui9e- 
ment touching the Education Code, and specifically the Music Schedule,” that : — The 
finishing touch has just been nut to the Hew Education Code by the issue of ^ Instructions as 
to Examinations in Singing.’ ” What delightfnl results may be expected from the populari- 
sation of Music I When even the rustics Imve received a musical eduoatlou, the ploughman, 
who now, as in Milton’s time, stiU, if he he not too melancholy, ** whistles o’er the furrowed 
land,” will soon, having been taught to sing by note, whistle a tune, perhaps the dramatic 
or devotional inspiration of a classical composer, and whistle it according to knowledge. 
^'And the milkmaid singing blithe,” will also sing ** beautiful,” as those classes for the 

b ^nt^ ^ht grgnm^as vroll as^usi^will then saj 

by xnilkmen, or steam or elec^o machinery. Servants— any accustomed to sing at l^eir work 
—will sing as well and correctly as youn^ Ladies in general do now. Operatives and artisans 
will lighten their labours with song scientifically sung. The ** Harmonious Blacksmiths,” 


OAETEE aUEENS OF OBAEHS. 

A NTJMBEE of young Ladies have worried 
the Heralds’ College into holding a special 
Chapter for the purpose of considering the 
propriety of aEowing them to wear (hests 
m their bonnets, and granting them special 
Petticoats of Arms. 


Hote by a Pleasant Bankettpt (0«a 
of the few he had hy himr-in his “ New 
Mules for dealing with J[)wwa”). — When 
you can’t pay cash, pay attention. 


Somebody said, within Mrs. Eams- 
botham’s hearing, that, in the street, aB 
dogs should he led. ** Yes 1 ”,’Bhe exclaimed, 
and all pigeons should be clay.” 
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GLEE EOE THE TJinCYEESITT CBEWS. 

Row, Brothers, row ; can’t row too fast. 

While steamboats are near does our danger last. 

“ WEA.THEE-- ’TIS BETTEE.”— JTAifLEr. i 

When Warning Wiggins storms doth prophesy, ! 

W e wear new hats and put our gingham by. 

“ A Poet is Boew, not Male.”— Oh, indeed ! Then have not 
sunflowers, knee-breeches, long hair, white waistcoats, and general 
limpness nothing to do with Poet-manufacture in the present day ? 

Teub Peeedom.— Some say there is no “freedom of speech” in 
France. Absurd, when a French General is free to break his parole 
d^hfmneur ! 

Exact Position oe the Noeth Pole.— U nder Mr. Justice 
Nome’s wig. 

Song to be A-Voidei) bt Me. Biggae.— “ My Meart with the 
JHy^ancfe.” 

New Name.— The Metropolitan Board of “ Shirks.” 
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parliamentary and theatrical *‘AT HOMLE” in downinh street. 

“ Sure such pairs Tvere never seen, so justly formed to meet by Nature.” 

Home of Commons. Monday Nighty March 5. — Grand Old Man I reported to have invited “ the notables ” of 'Wycombe to a little 


came up smiling, having given ^ook-down blow to Rather Time, entertainment at Wycombe Abbey, after writ had been issued for 
who been reminding him he is seventy-four. Drove from new election of Borough Member. 

Downing Street through crowd of admirers. Wanted to put on his Contrast with this the indifference, or, rather, pleasure, with 
mask, to show them how he id it at Nice. Mrs. Gladstoot wouldn’t which the House permits interference of another member of the 
hear of it. Would look frivolous, she said. Besides there was no Peerage with its procedure. When a certain Count (said to be of 
need of it out-of-doors. When he got inside, Raotouph and the rest Polish extraction) visits the House, and autocratically upsets its pro- 

IJ J I-Xl -L- xT • 3 1^* __T J. Sj. 


would doubtless be throwing mud at him, when he might put it on cedure, we don’t hear any high talk about interference of other House, 
if he liked. Meantime, if he’d only give his ooHar an extra hitoh Nobody proposes to raise a Constitution^ question about Count Out. 
up, it would answer all purposes of a mask. He looked in to-night about half -past eight. Bundled Speaeee out 

G. 0. M. assented, put on ms fur pelisse, shook an extra reef out of of Chair, drove Members forth, ordered Captain Gossbt to 'Hake away 
the maiQsail on either side of his face, and looked quite picturesque, the bauble ” from the table, and had the whole place straightway 
“ Still under pelisse protection,” I said, touching the coat lest he shut up. Pride’s Purge nothing to peremptory action of the Count, 
shouldn’t see the joke. (Tiresome to have to explam jokes.) Rahtdolph riled because he had Motion down about Endowed 


“ Ah, Tout, there you are ! ” he cried, 
tion, How have you been ? ” 


“And if it *s a 


Schools in Ireland. Wanted to show how interests of these had 
suffered whilst Gladstoke frittering his time away at Cannes. But 


This comes of sitting on a knife-board, as Mr. Raixes puts it. Randolph helpless before the omnipotent Count who promises to be 
Sharper than ever. I could hardly keep up with him as he walked the last of the Peers. Only pity is he didn’t ap-peer earlier on the 


along the passage, across the lobby, and so into House, where received scene. No one would have suffered, and many patient persons 
with great cheering. Immense brightening up on Conservative side, would have heneffted if the noble Lord had turned up with regu- 


Randolph radiant. lanty at nait-past seven on every mgnt Address was debated. 

“ Most miserable fortnight ever spent in Parliament,” he says. Business House Counted Out at half-past Eight. 

“ Might as well try to draw a quarter’s salary in advance or the line Wednesday Afternoon , — duite a lively debate on Mr. Andee- 
between As h m ea d-Bartlett and Chaplhst as try to draw HARTiNe- son’s Bill to put down Pigeon-shooting. At one time seemed 
TON. But here ’s this Grand yet Childish Old Man back amongst us, to touch the domaiu of tragedy. Mr. Forster, supporting 
and 1 ’ll have him ont before we are forty minutes older.” Bill, said he ’d “never shot a fellow-creature but once.” Thrill of 

So he did, though Barttelot caught him first, and got out a speech horror ran through the House at expected disclosures. Painellites 
on Egypt. Randolph, little later, drew him on Transvaal, which, pricked up their ears. Joseph Gillis, momentarily awaking from 
with one or two minor speeches, was pretty well for first night. depression, cried “ Hear I hear ! ” 

Amusing display of Conservative force just before Gladstone “ Always thought there was some great mystery about Forster,” 
arrived. Conservative minority increased by six-feet-four-and-a- Joseph remarked to Captain O’Shea, the confidential adviser and 
half. Mr. Brewster, who owns these inches, took his seat for Father Confessor of the party. “ Why does he never hrnsh his hair ? 
Portarlmgton. Walked up to Table between Tottenham and Can you tell me that, 0’ Shay? Isit remorse, or a vow of penance?” 


larity at half -past seven on every night Address was debated. 


Kino-Habman, mere striplings of six-feet-three. 


Let ’s see ’em beating that! ” said Sir Willum Dyke, rubbing “and that was a cat.” 


'■—Never shot a fellow-creature but once,” Mr. Forster continued, 


his hands. “ If they lick ns in length of figures in the Division 
Lobby, they shan’t on the floor of the House.” 

Liberals try to hide their discomfiture under sneers. 

“ The smaller the Borough, the bigger the Member,” says Mr. 
Woodall. 


Irish Members disappointed, and House generally relieved. But 
Forster mTXstn’t recklessly and without notice make jokes of this 
kind. House not used to it. 

^ Pleasant to see Six Herbert Maxwell ask Mr. Anderson to con- 
sider the question from the point of view of the Pigeon. “ Suppose 


Brewstor shoTud he the COTstitueney, and Portarlmgton should you were a Blue Rock, now,” says the Hon. Baronet, regarding 
represent him here, says Mr. Brand. _ _ _ Anderson with head sueeestivelv on one side. Ordinarv imagination 


Br^d. tt 3 3 • Anderson with head suggestively on one side. Ordhiary imagination 

1 ^7^' Dotes accepting the ^iltem Htmdred^ going could not fly so high. Member for Glasgow too massive for the part, 
tor re-eleotion , com ing back, and being mtroduced by Mr. Sir Walter Barttelot monstrous mysterious, more tba-u 

ever emphatic. 

a make em look blue,” says Lord Richard Grosvenor “ If you pass BiUs like these,” says he, “ Country Gentlemen will 
chilly. Mimness done. Totes m Supply. be driven to live in London ; and a more mischievous thing I cannot 

Awesfltoy,— -Jiouse of Commons properly jealous of interference of imagme.” 

Peers jpth their procedure, whether at election time or otherwise. “I wants to make yer flesh creep,” said the Fat Boy to the Deaf 
Lord Carington threatened with dire displeasure, because he is Lady who lived at Dingley Dell. Mght have added, had he known 
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A FAIR RETORT. 

Mrs. Mountj<yy Belassis {after several collisioTis)^ **1 t strikes ms, Mb. BudderforDi you’re Muoa more at home ik a Boat 
THAN iH A Ball-room I ** 

Idttle Bobby Budder ford {the f(mous Oxbridge coxswain), “Yes, by Jote ! And I ’d sooner steer Eight Men than One "Woman 
Ainr DAY ! ’ 


THE EOUGH AND THE BAIL. 

Bull built bimself a spacious esplanade, 

Whereon at ease to stroll, or drive, or dwell ; 

Shake hands, John, with yourself, for once,” he said, 
“ Eor this looks wondrous well.” 

“ A thinff of beauty is a joy for ever,” 

Q,uoth JOHN. “ I see a bard may be believed.” 
Mistaken Minstrel I Man exceeding clever, 

But parlously deceived ! 

For ever ? ^ Scarce five years, five months, five weeks, 
At least in London, where the thralls of toil 
Unwatchful, plod, whfist Oreed spies on and seeks, 
Spoiling, to snatch its spoil. 

Greed in all guises, from the Bough, whose hand 
To grab some coppers would beat out your brains, 

To Railway-men, a ruthless, lynx-eyed band, 

Intent on greater gains. 

Poor John ! Policedom’s prowess failed to cope 
With bold Bill Sikes by night, but sadder still 
The dreary failure of his joy, his hope, 
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Sl^ed through in dull St. Stephen’s drowsied hour. 
When talk-dazed Members dme or slumber fast, 
The charter of the selfish stintless pow’r 
Of the iconoclast. 

This still the chuckling churl of commerce arms 
With right to wron^, with privilege to deface. 

To rob the country of its choicest charms, 

The town of its last grace. 

Or Buttermcre, or the Embankment, nought 
Is sacred to these sappers ” of to-day: 


And where were they who should the ghouls have fought 
And baulked them of their prey ? 

Where Westminster’s two Members, men of pith P 
Pooh ! spiteful puerility quite absorbs 
8t, Stephen’s wranglers ; there ’s no time for Smiih 
To fight it out with Forbes. 

The Spoilers have their will ; they dig, they fell, 

Fresh verdure vanishes, and, in its room, 

Huge Vbmitoria void unpleasant smell 
And spread lugubrious gloom. 

“ HuUo I ” cries John, aghast. “ What does this mean P 
What hideous shapes obstruct my finest view P 
What blkbt malodorous blasts the budding green P 
Oh, come, this will not do I ” 

“ Too late ! ” lisped sleek OfSioialism. “ Sad, 
Unjustifiable, but fatal— now I ” 

And sly Monopoly raised its chortle glad, 

And reared its brazen brow. 

Then John waxed wroth, and Punchius in bis ear 
Whispered the counsel never heard in vain, — 

“ Put down your foot I Boughdom your roads will clear, 
And Bailwaydom refrain. 

“ Spite of unwatchful Senators, and spite 
Of watchful Greed, put down your foot, I say. 

On your Embankment-spoilers, birds of night, 

Or harpies of the day. 

Against Bing Log, whose vigi^ce may fail. 

Against Elng Stork, armed with his Private Bill, 
There is one power that must and should prevail, — 

The power of Public Will I ” 
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THE ROUGH AND THE RAH.; 

OR, THE EMBANKMENT IN DANGER. 

loNDOir Eousk. “ I MAKES IT DELIGHTFUL BY NIGHT I ” 

Disibicx Railtvat DnuECTOB. “ AND I ’M MAKING IT BE-UTIFUL BY DAY 1 ” 

Ms. Potoh. “ YES-AND THE SOONER YOU 'RE BOTH CLEABED OFF THE BETTER III” 
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Author A Short History of the Hnglish FeopU” ^e, 
J)M at Mentone^ March 8, 1883, at the age of 

Enough for one brief life the toil, the glory. 

So to have told onr stirring English story 
That ears of English men most gladly listen, 

That eyes of English youth will glow and glisten. 
Yet all must grieve, gay stripling or grave sage, 
Bobbed by o’er-hasty Death of many a noble page. 


THE EMPIEB IN DANGEE AGAIN! 

**It is impossible to overstate the indignation existing in India on the 
subject of Lord EiroN’s Criminal Amendment Bill .” — Daily Paper, 

"What the Indians or Anglo-Indians really think about the matter 
is possibly something like this : — 

Lord Hipon. Must really try and recollect that 1 ’m a Liberal 
Viceroy. Why not introduce some reforms before I retire ? Here ’s 
Kdibeblet telegraphing that English Eadicals are very discontented, 
and “ can’t I do something to please them ? ” So I must adapt “ the 
theories of the Magazines and the principles of the Canons ” to India, 

I suppose. Hope G-LAnsroiiTE will be satisded, I ’m sure ; there ’ll 
be a jperfect howl out here I Here goes with a Bill allowing Hative 
Magistrates to try Europeans in country districts. Iibest says it ’s 
all right. Ilbeb.t is a lawyer, and he ought to know. If there ’s a 
tremendous row, I can call it an experiment, and withdraw it quietly. 

The Anglo-Indian Captain Sahib, — Gave Bamchttnuee, my 
Sheesty^ one on the side of his head this morning for bringing 
several disgusting frogs, alive, from the pond in the water for my 
bath. Didn’t hurt Bahchukdee a bit. What does the fellow do 
but rush out of my bungalow, and take out a summons against me 
for assault ! Never heard such impudence in my life. Am told the 
reason is that they’ve got a “Native Magistrate ” appointed, who is 
severe on Sahibs who “knock their servants about.’’ What is the 
country coming to, I should like to know P It ’U be awkward if I ’m 
fined by the brute, Hope they won’t mention in Court about Jem- 
SETJBE, that “Punkah- Wallah” whom I touched up with a gentle 
kick, and who was so inconsiderate as to go out into the Compound 
and expire soon afterwards. When old Smith, of the I.C.S., was 
our Beak, he never took any notice of those little things. Times 
have indeed changed. Must remember only to kick the niggers in 
future when I have my slippers on. 

Our Vakeel {or Native Advocate), Lord Bepon is a resplendent 
Viceroy I He knows what is justice for the poor despised Hindoo. 
Old Baboo wBI be an ever so much better Magistrate than Smith 
Sahib. Never could produce much efiect on Smith Sahib. Only 
time I ever offered him a bribe— it was a Lac of Bupees, too— he 
actually threatened to kick me out of his tent ! Such oppression is 
unbearable. Now we shall have some of the good old corrupt days 
back again. Glad that I am so much richer than that Choweinghee, 
the rival Vakeel, Where will Choweinghee be now, I wonder r 
Smith Sahib used to like Chowbxnghee. That was because the dog { 
never offered Smith Sahib a bribe. Chowbinghee hasn’t the money 
to do it with ! But I have. Let us then beg the Oueen to permit 
us to have Lord Bibon just five years longer I Who knows whether 
we shan’t in that time be locking up aU the Sahibs in gaol, without 
the option of a fine, for eating Cow f 

The Anglo-Tory Politician, Here’s another abominable blow at 
our glorious Empire ! Chambeblain ’s at the bottom of it. I’ll be 
bound. He always is, if there ’s any mischief to be done anywhere. 
Hear that Bipon receives daily telegrams from the Badical Caucus 
at Birmingham ! Hear also {Tommt told me this at the Club as 
“perfectly authentic”) that the Government is seriously contem- 
plating proclaiming total independence of India at once^ also of all 
our other Colonies, and granting unlimited Home Buie to Ireland ! 
Geadstonb (Tommy sai(D feels he’s “ breaking up,” and wants to 
break up something else first, and so is trying his hand at the British 
Empire. Evidently Bipon’s measure about Native Magistrates is 
the thin end of the wedge. Don’t quite know details of the Bill, 
but suppose it’s to abolish all English Judges in India, and put 
Hindoos in their place. At least, so Tommy said, and he is sure to 
know, because his uncle’s father had a cousin who was Governor or 
something at Madras, or Seringapatam, or somewhere out there. 


THE BEN AMD THE PETTICOAT. 

Lady Paget has written an Article in the current number of the 
Nineteenth Century^ entitled “ Common Sense in Dress and Fashion.” 
Common Sense under those circumstances is generally in masquerade, 
and usually disguised as Folly. 



STANDING ON CEREMONY. 

“That ttjs a Funny Stoey Mr. Dixon told, Aitnt Jessie— 

THE ONE THAT MADE YOU LAUGS SO MUCH, YOU KNOW I" 

“Yes. Why didn’t you laugh, Ida?” 

“Oh, I don’t know Mr. Dixon well enough !” 

EETNAED’S DIAEY FOE 1898. 

6 A.M.— Up early to have a look at these new-fangled sportsmen. 
What a change from my grandfather’s time ! What a falling-off I 
Ah I indeed I Feel quite melancholy. Console myself with a good 
old-fashioued breakfast on somebody else’s goose. Better. 

8 A.M. — Correspondence. Grumbling letter from a performing 
tiger travelling with his menagerie. Wants to know why the 
dickens I ’ve got an Act of Parliament to make me comfortable, 
while he’s obliged to stand up on his hind legs, like a fool, before 
the keeper and a set of gaping shilling places, because he ’s afraid of 
red-hot pincers ; says the hysena takes exactly the same view of it. 
Poor devils ! Why don’t they, both of them, write to the papers P 
HuUoah ! here comes the mechanical fox I Oh I isn’t this funny I 

10 A.M. — Well, I never ! Call this a Meet ? And^ what a pack I 
Well, they do look a miserable lot I ’Pon my word, if it wasn’t for 
fear of legal proceedings, I would just show, and give ’em a good 
run mysefi. It would do ’em all the good in the world. 

Noon.— Off at last I Mechanical tox no go. Burst his spring, 
and went over a brick wall into a conservatory. j3o the Master of 
the Hunt said the field might ohivey him instead. Yoicks I Tally- 
ho ! Away tihey go, the whole lot of ’em! By Jove, I can’t st^d 
this : I must cut in, if it ’s only to come in at the tail of ’em. I will. 
Here goes! Forrard! 

2 p.m.— Well. That’s the best run I’ve ever had in my life. But, 
oh ! didn’t the Master puzzle us, rather ! But we run him to earth at 
last. Ha ! ha ! The sly old vermin I Dear me,— what am 1 talking 
about ? Why, here I am, in the very midst of the whole lot of ’em. 
And, no!— yes! It’s a fact— by the whole pack ! Not a dog 
will speak to me J Nasty of ’em, very. Home much depressed. 

8 p.M. — Turned it all over, and think perhaps I ’m as well out of 
the fun, after all. Wrote raiher a nice letter to the tiger. Told him 
there was no reason he shouldn’t be protected as well as the poor 
little victims who used to suffer at Hurlingham. By Jove! That 
reminds me ; — Supper ! Turn in at the “ Dove Cot.” Service— all 
that could he desired. Pigeons excellent / To bed, thoughtful. 



WANTS TO ENOW. | 

SiE,— In last week’s i7?««- 
trated London l^evoo tkere^ is 
a picture of the Confirmation 
of the New Archbishop of 
CAiirTEBSirRY in Bow Church. 
We thought he had been con- 
firmed long ago when a boy ; 
however, better late than 
never. JBut what we want to 
know is, what is that bird 
doing there, perched on a 
ball? Has it any reference 
to Mr. AsTDEBSOiff’s Pigeon 
Bill? Is it a Book ? and are 
the Gentlemen in forensic cos- 
tume hearing its caws ? Some 
well-informed person has told 
us that it is the Eagle. From 
where— the City Eoad ? The 
Angel from Islington would 
have been more appropriate. 

Yours, 

Ph. Phogo. 
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A Little too Late. 

TJedeu the Chapel of the 
old Scotch College, now a 
boarding-school, near the Pan- 
theon at Paris, some workmen 
are reported, in sinking a 
drain, to have discovered a 
leaden case containing the 
brains of James the Second, 
who had bequeathed them to 
the Seminary which he re- 
garded with a national in- 
terest. What a pity the King 
didn’t make the discovery 
himself in time to save his 
crown. 

** She ’b bo toudiy, I can’t 
say a word,” said Mrs. Eams- 
BOTHAM ; ** her temper is * like 
frills upon the frightful Phi- 
listine,’ as the saying is.” 



MR. JUSTICE CHITTY. 

All Hail, “ Joe Ohittt ! ** Foettoe pavottes Pluoic, 
A Stboeb op Genius, and a Sfeoke op Luch ! 

In Boat, at Bab, on Bench, you abb, and weeb, 

Bv ALL acknowledged ** Faibest of the Fair.*' 


[March. 17 , 1888 . 


MARCH MADRIGAL. 

{By a Mater of Bast PTinds.) 

A PECK of March dust may be 
worth a King’s ransom, 
But blown in one’s eye by 
this pitiless wind, 

A speck of it plagues, so 
I ’d give something hand- 
some 

To “ down with the dust,” 
which has made me half 
hlmd. 

Br-r-r I Chilled to the mar- 
row, I shrink from all 
movement. 

My skin is like parchment, 
my palate a-parch. 

Science talks very big of the 
March of Improvement, 

I wish she ’d effect the im- 
provement of March I 


No Law can touch a Free- 
thinker, which is a most in- 
appropriate name for any 
publication ; but it can and 
ought to restrain the free 
speaker and the too free-and- 
t-asy writer who offends against 
good taste, and who seems to 
consider that freedom of 
opinion should only he con- 
strued to mean an obligation 
on everybody to agree with 
the Freethinker’s own pecu- 
liar ideas. Pity there are 
not a few more Mr. Justices 
North further South, where 
even the Freethinker’s Christ- 
mas Number is outdone by the 


about the streets of some j 
Continental cities. The wor- 
ship of Respeotebilityin Eng- 
land is something better than 
merely the homage paid by 
Vice to Yirtue. 


^^FBATER ALFRED ATQUE VALE” 

[See the Poet Laureate’s lines in the Nineteenth Century for this March, 
The Young Man who does our poetry says he is quite ready to sign himself 
Y.” C-dppy Thought), if the Editor of the abovementioued Review 
will only make it worth his while. Inspired by the Laureate’s contribution 
of nine lines to the Nineteenth Century [there ’s luck in odd numbers), our 
Young Man sends us the following, only premising that they are supposed to 
be spoken by the Editor of the N*. C., the first line being addressed by him 
to the P. L.] 

Write us lines for our Magazine 0, sold in Paternoster Row I ” 

So he wrote, and so they printed, Kegan, Paul, and Trench, & Co. 
And it made the present number of the Nineteenth Century go 
Like the wildest wild-fire, for the pages otherwise were slow, 

With its articles by Lippobd, Stanley, Dale, and Watts (Theo), 
Who are not a great attraction, though himself each may think so. 
But when following our Poet are just worth Moratio 
When upon the scene with JMamht in a great Lyceum show, — 

Suoh at least is the opinion of Pattl, Kegan, Trench, & Co. 

AZFBBB TWJSNTTSTONB. 

What was probably considered at first to be the obstacle to 
Biggar’s marriage ? It was said he was afraid of committing 
Biggax-my. _ 

Tsb Wooden Leg. A new Novel by the Author of The Golden Calf, 


A HANDBOOK OK KNOWLEDGE. 

No. IX,— Railways. 

Part IY., and Concerning the Qualifications and Require- 

ments of Railway Travellers, 

Q, What do you consider to be the essential qualifications of a 
successful Railway Traveller under existing railway regulations ? 

A, It is difionlt to summarise them. Chief among them, how- 
ever, may be mentioned 

1. Unusual physical strength and endurance. 

2. Absolute indifference to comfort and convenience. 

3. Stolid and indomitable patience. 

I Q. But are not these the powers and qualities of a Spartan Athlete 
rather than of an ordinary British Citizen ? 

A, Precisely. But the British Citizen who does not possess them 
must necessarily suffer most severely in travelling by rail. 

Q. Will you give me some explanation or illustration of this 
startling position of yours ? 

A, It cannot be startling to the person who has travelled and 
thought. But we generally travel, as we do most customary 
things, without tbdnkmg. In this pnbHo habitude of uuconsidering 
aoceptauce of the unooiuortable as the inevitable, lie the safety and 
the opportunity of the corporate ghouls who prey upon us. 

Q, But to details. . I 

A, A railway traveller should have unusual physical mts. i 
Strength and agMty are imperatively demanded for the taeks of 
mounting interminable flights of stairs, and climbing into almost 
inacoessible oarriageS| espeoiaUy when the traveller has been 
detained by a suRen ticket-clerk, or is vociferously urged on by a 
fnrious platform-porter. Lungs of unusual strong are requisite 
in order to shout from one end of the platform to another for acoess 
to, or liberation £rom, needlessly locked carriages. Hearing should 
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A SHAESPEABIAir MEDITATION. 

A Hoorn at the Home Office, Tabhe covered mth piles 
of hooks^ papers^ letters, telegrams, reports, ^c,, <^c. 
The Selz>03£-at-Hohb looking 

weary and ansmus, preparing his Speech for Second 
Homing of his Government of London BiU, 

Some Secretary soliloquises — 

Is it were done, when I *ve done, then ’twere well 
It were done gmcklv. If hut the Second Eeading: 
Could trammd up consequence, and catch. 

When I shall cease, success ; if but my speecn 
Gould be the be-all and the end-all there. 

But there, within the babbling House of Commons, 

I ’d jump the House of Lords* But, in these cases, 
We still nave jud^ent there ; that we but teach 
Senseless obstructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commends the nuisance of our lengthy speeches 
To our own ears. 

The Corporation have a double claim: 

as I wu amneading Counsel 

I gave'tlmm comueil, and they gave me gol^, 

Strong both against the deed; then, as their guest 
At many a sumptuous banquet at GhiiLdhall, 

I should ’gainst hungry Leaguers shut the door, 

Hot bear the knife myself, unless of course 
Accompanied with fork. Besides, the Corporation 
Have spent their wealth so nobly, and have been 
So princely hospitable, that their virtues 
Will plead like angaLs, trumpet-^ngued, against 
The sheer starvation of their taking ofi : 

And Salisbuut, with tongue like rapier-blade, 
Sounding a blast, or Cherub Chttrchill, horsed 
Upon his insolent courses, beating the air. 

Shall blow the horrid truth to every heart, 

** lugratitude, thy name is Ybbnoxt HAnoouni ! ” 

I have no spur to prick the sides of my Intent, 

Ho sympathy from all my chaffing colleagues. 

Ho word of kindness from the Gfrand Old Man, 


Ho word of Idndness from the Gfrand Old Man, 
Ho public feeling, and no cry for change ; 

But vaulting ambition only, which o’eileaps 


combine the opposite qualities of abnormal quickness and indifferent 
dulness, the one to enable the traveller to catch the muffled mutter- 
ings of offlcials. the other to enable him to endure the deafening din 
of jangling bells, shrieking whistles, clangmg carriages, rumbling 
trucks, and shrieking porters. Most especially his eyesight should 
be of the longest, sln^est, and quickest imaginable description. 

Q. Why so? 

A, To give him the slightest chance of distinguishing such essen- 
tial notidcations as the destinations of trains and the names of Sta- 
tions. The position of a somewhat short-sighted traveller when 
the train stops at an unknown Station on a darkish night, is 
extremely pitiable. He projects his head from the window. The 
platform is very long, and mdifferently lighted. The name of the 
Station is posted up in small letters in a dark nook some dfty yards 
distant, and is absolutely indistinguishable. He shouts wild inquiry 
forth into the darkness. If any reply come at all— which is by no 
means certain— it probably comes in the form of an inarticulate and 
unintelligible howi, leaving the traveller the choice of plunging 
out, and probably being left at a wrong Station, or remaining 
where he is, and quite as probably being carried on miles past the 
right one. 

Q, But might not this be readily avoided ? 

A, Most certainly. The name of a station should be easily visible 
from every carriage to any passenger not absolutely blind. This is 
so obvious as hardly to require assertion, much less proof. It might 
be managed with the most consummate ease. The neglect of it 
argues either imbecility, or insolent indifference to the Public’s most 
ordinary convenience. 

Q. Are there any other ways in which Bailway Companies need- 
lessly tax the physical resources of travellers ? 

A, Yery many. The ordinary Bailway Station is not to be sur- 
passed by any known device of sinister ing[6nuity, whether in dreary 
weary discoxnfort, or in facilities for catching cold. Ito platform is 
oppressively gloomy in the finest weatiier ; in bad weather it is 
exposed to every meteorological unpleasantness that blows, or drives, 
or falls, or whistles, or soaks, or parches, or numbs, or blin^, or 
freezes, or palsies. 

Q. But does it not furnish any sort of shelter against the subtly 
varied assaults of our genial dimate P 


Jtsut vauLtmg ambition only, wnicn o'erieaps 
Itself, and, like a headstrong acrobat. 

Palls on the other side ! {.Left sitting. 


A, Yery commonly none whatever. Sometimes, however, there 
ore thmgs called Waiting Booms ? 

Q. what are these ? 

A, Dens of dismalness and discomfort, as depressing to the spirit 
as trying to the body. In these Waiting Booms the would-be 
traveller may— wait. He can do nothing else, save suffer. The 
typical Waiting Boom is, in fact, a pubhc penitentiary. Its dis- 
ciplinary powers, if fairly tested, would probably be found to oom- 


typical Waiting Boom is, in fact, a pubhc penitentiary. Its dis- 
ciplinary powers, if fairly tested, would probably be found to com- 
pare favourably with those of Milbank or the Tombs. 

Q. Is no other sort of retreat furnished for the waiting and 
weather-tormented traveller ? 

A, Yes ; there are places called-in a spirit of sardonic mockery— 
Hefreshment Booms. At the most important Stations these, in some 
soift, answer to their name ; but at lesser Stations, where often what 
they promise to our ear is more urgently needed, the success with 
which they break it to our hope ” is pyramidally complete. 

Q. How is this effected P 

A. By providing, at exorbitant prices, an extremely Hmited but 
carefully selected supply of food warranted not to feed, and 
refreshments ” guaranteed never to refresh. The consumption of 
these articles— as an alternative to starvation— under conditions of 
the greatest attainable discomfort, severely taxes the strongest 
digestion and the most perfect temper. To travellers dyspeptic or 
choleric it is productive of the most serious and lasting mischief. j 
Q. Does this singular tendency to wantonly tax the energies of 
the traveller pervade all departments of Bailway Management P 
A, It does. The regulations and adjustments of Boilwaydom are 
calculated not for persons of ordinary physique, s^ less for the 
feeble or valetudinarian, but for hardy, perfectly-tramed Athletes of 
keen senses, superb digestive powers^ and indomitable patience. 
They can only be praised in the same spirit as that in which Cbarles 
KuresLEY lauded the British Horth-Easter. ^ Combining dl the 
tedium of solitary confinement with all the trials of campaigning, 
they might make invulnerable veterans of the few who survived 
tiieir hideous ordeal. 

Q. Finally, why should the Public put up with arrangements so 
arbitrarily exacting and arduous P 
A, To this question no satisfactory answer is possible or even 
conceivable. 
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THE KHEDIVE^S POCKET-BOOK. 3 

{A Leaf antidpatory of the ImmediMe Future.) 

Monday.— A-xtcklawd Colvin- called npcn me, and explained ^ 
what he called ‘ ‘ Lord Dotfeein’s Constitution.” Sounded excellent. ^ 
I was to command the Army. Then I was to he assisted by a Council ^ 
‘-'■-.Si Ministers having: a sole right to initiate j 
^ legislation. Further, there was to be a Second ^ 

Council of Fourteen, partly nominated by my- i 
self and partly nominated by someone else. 
Besides these, there was to bo an Elective 
Assembly of Forty-four Members, to^ be con- | 
vened occasionally for purposes of discussion 
only. And, finally, I was to have the services 
of Sir Auckland as a Financial Councillor. 
Asked for further information — “ What did he : 
pr mean by a Financial Councillor ? ” Sir Airaz- 
h LAND replied, “ Lots of things— he would make { 
5V himself generally useful.” Saw my way to a 

small loan— “ Gould he (Sir Auckland) help 
me in that ? ” “ No, he couldn’t ; he was my servant- absolutely— , 
and it would not be dignified for the man to lend money to the J 
master.” Saw my way to a pleasant arrangement. As Sir Auck- 
land was my servant,” I said, “ I would dismiss him on the spot.” j 
Sir Auckland was very angry, and told me “not to play the fool.” a 
He explained that as he was my servant absolutely, I could do ; 
nothing without his advice. Very much frightened: and to ! 
conciliate him made him Knight Grand Cross of an Order I have ' 
recently created for Europeans— the White Elephant. He refused * 
the gift, and retired in a passion. 

Tuesday. — Had a ca(>ital thought in the night, but did not like to 
do anything without Sir Auckland’s advice. My Financial Coun- 
cillor is so very irritable. When he camel asked him. “if I 
understood him to say that I was head of the Army?” He 
replied, “ Certainly— all the troops were at my command.” Ob- 
served “ that I thought so, ^ and I would not trouble him any 
further, as I had some business to attend to.” Sir Auckland ' 
wanted to know “ What business ? ” “ Oh,” I replied airily, “ I am 
only goin^ to send off the Army to loot Constantinople.” Sir Auck- i 
LAND again very angry, and told me “not to talk nonsense.” 
Explained to Mm (as my Financial Councillor) that Constantinople 
was well worth the trouble, aud would pay capitally. Sir Auckland 
replied, that if he heard anything more about it he would have me 
arrested by a company of the English Line, and confined in a British 
guard-room. Asked him “ What was the good of being head of the 
Army -unless I could have a shot at somebody ? ” Sir A^uckland 
replied, “ that it was impossible to explain anything to an Oriental, 
but that a European would understand the situation perfectly.” 
Rather puzzled. Asked him then, * ‘ What should I do with the Army, 
as it was a pity to waste them.” Sia Auckland admitted that it was a 
pity, and suggested (as my Financial Councillor) that I might let 
the soldiers out as “ supers ” at so much the night to a local hippo- 
drome or theatre. Fell in with the idea, which pleased Sir Auck- 
land immensely. 

Evidently must leave the Army alone, so turned my 
attention to domestic matters. In the course of the morning Sir 
Auckland looked in, and asked “ How I was going on ? ” Replied, 

“ Capitally— that my Council of Ministers had just decreed that the 
FellaM were to pay me sixpence a head an hour for the privilege of 
escaping the bowstring.” Sir Auckland in a furious rage. He wanted 
to know “ What they meant by doing thatf ” Replied, that “ by the 
Constitution they surely had the right of initiating legislation ? ” 
Sir Auckland answered, “ Not that sort of legislation. ’Twas like 
their something impudence to think of such a thing ! ” Sir Auck- 
ijAND advised me to dismiss them. Asked what I sho-old do “if 
they refused to be dismissed ? ” “Why,” he replied, “appeal to 
your Second Council of Fourteen, whose special duty it is to curb the 
action of the First Council.” Sir Auckland looked so savage that I 
agreed to do anything to please him. He replied, “ I had better, or 
he would write to Lord Granville about me.” Begged him -to for- 
bear, and asked him “if he thou^t Lord Granville wo-old like to 
be a Grand Cordon of the WhiteElephant ? ” He said “ that I had 
better try, if I particularly wanted to be deposed by telegraph.” 
m Sir Auckland came to see me at my urgent summons. 

Told him that the First Council had punched the heads of the 
Second Council, and that there had been a free fight all night in 
ooDseqnenoe, He didn’t seem displeased ; on the contrary, expressed 
“IS opinion that “the Constitution was working capually,” 
Asked him Whether I should summon the Elective Assembly of 
Forty-Four Members ? ” He replied, “ Certainly, but that I must 
remember that they were to he convened for purposes of discussion 
only. Asked him “ What I should do if Council Number One killed 
the members of Council Nxmber Two, or vice versa f ” He said that. 

speaking purely as my Financial Councillor, he should recommend 


me to refuse to pay for their funerals.’’ Then, saying that “ he could 
not waste all Ms time in chatting with me,” he went back to Ms 
office in high good humour. 

Friday . — I have had such a time of it ! I convened the Forty- 
Four, and thought they would never leave me. They followed me all 
over the place, asking for “ hacksheesh.^^ Got rid of them at last by 
telling them “that Sir Auckland was my Financial Councillor, and 
would give them what they wanted.” Ten minutes later the dreaded 
Englishman rushed into my palace in a furious rage, and “ wanted 
to hxow what I meant by sending a pack of ragamuffins to him f ” 
Explained that they were not “ragamuffins, bnt Notables.” He 
said he hated practical jokes, and it was lucky for me that there was 
a dearth of crossing-sweepers in Cairo. It seems that Sir Auckland 
has got rid of the entire Egyptian Parliament by supplying them 
with brooms. Asked him “ if he thought they ^ould collect the 
alms of the Faithful for their own benefit ? ” He replied, “ Of 
course not,” and that, acting as my Financial Councillor, “ he had 
ordered them to pay in their earnings to my privy purse.” Very 
pleased at this, and told Sir Auckland that 1 thought “ the Consti- 
tution not half bad.” He said “ I would like it very much when I 
really understood it.” Parted excellent friends. 

Saturday . — Sent for Sir Auckland, to tell him that the two 
Councils had killed one another, and that the Forty-Four Notables 
had refused to leave their crossings, saying that they preferred their 
present employment to any other. Added that the Army, having 
been engaged by a perambulating^ circus manager to go a tour round 
the world, had conseq.uently quitted Egypt. Sir Auckland con- 

f ratulated me upon “ having got rid of all my troubles ; ” and 
nally observed “ that he had told me that the Constitution would 
act beautifully when it had once got into really proper trim ! ” 


PKJEON-ENGLISH. 

{By a Proletarmt Supporter of British Sport.) 


Anderson ? Oh, jigger 
That pertikler Scot ! 

Never touched a trigger, 

Never fired a shot. 

Give ’im cane and gingham, 

Let ’im stick to twirling ’em, 
Leaving bus to wing ’em, — 

Stray Blue-Rooks from ’Urling- 
ham. 

Lor I it has bin fun. 

Real jam and good, 

Potterin’ with a gun 
Round some neighbourhood 
Where the Swells is at it ; 

Potting each stray bird. 

Stop our game ? Oh, drat it I 
Too right down absurd I 
I Cruel ? All bow-wow ! 

Birds must die ; death ’s cruel. 
Wot ’s it matter how 
They receives their gruel ? 

Tell yer this soft rot 
Wioh bus Sportsman chivvies, 
Sends the race to pot. 

Makes us all old Miwies. 

Sport ’s old England’s crown, 
Bless yer, the old bunting 
Soon would be pulled down 
If it weren’t for ’unting I 
Wot gives Britons muscle 
To chuck down all barriers ? 


Wy a bit 0’ bustle, 

With the Margit ’Arriers I 
Would old Nap ’ave seen 
Seoh bold British front, 

If it ’adn’t been 
For the Eppin’ ’unt ? 
Sawnies ain’t no good, 

Raisin* their Scotch blether 
At a bit 0’ blood, 

Or a broken feather. 

Bah [ they’d make us mugs. 
Snivellers pale and pappy ; 
Then the old ’umbugs 
Doubtless would be ’appy, 
’Ang the Rad rampagers, 

I ’m for ’igh hauthority : 

I am with the Majors, 

Found in the minority. 

I am with the Swells ; 

No, not little Random ! 
Pooty tale he tells, 

Wot ’s called madcap tan- 
dem. 

Sneers at ’Arries. Yus I 
But there ain’t no blinking 
That the Nobs and bus 
Are one way o’ thinking. 
Wive hr Sport ! I say. 

Take my tip, Lord Randy, 
England ’s ’ad ’er day, 

If she f oUers Sandy. 


BOAT-RACE SKETCHES. 

By Dvmh-Cromho Jwiior, 






A Stern Coach. 
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NOTES FROM 


WHISTLER. 


The idea of piintingr a Cataloarae fall of adverse and satuieal eritiolsms on Ms ovrn works is not new. Mr. Hollihosheaj) befran 
it a long time ago, and perhaps tl e idea did not originate with him ; bat he, we believe, was the first to develops it. Mr. Whisxleb has 



The Whistler a few bars hehiud. 




itn 







Ko. 23. 

Turtles and Crinolines. Scene in Wonderland. 


.im 


No. 11. 

“ No MOHE Coughs and 
Colds!** 

JSumatie Attendant (loQ.). ‘^He’s 
got his feet in hot water. I’ll just 
damp this sheet, and finish him that 
way, anyhow.” 





,'di ^ 


1 — I way, anyhow.* Old Man frightened by Monster Dog. Perhaps an Illustration 

No. 44. — ^Last Appearance of the Diver. Goethe’s jFausL 

adopted the HoUingsheadian method. Public interest does not seem to have been greatly aroused in ^ese Etchmgs and Pry Points,” 
or surely the Dry Points would not dry up in Easter Week, when, so the attendant informed us, the exhibition was to close. Eather a sudden 
shut up for “ Jester Jajioes.” 


And lullabies and picture-books and bon-bons, cakes, and toys, 
LAYS OP A LAZY MINSTREL. To soothe the savage bosoms of these little girls and boys, 

vr,™ mTT-n. a txt 0 bfim the cup wlth caudle high ! Let Soothing Syrup flow I 

THE BABY IN THE Til AIN. Let roasted mutton deck the board, and milky rice also ! 

Why is there not a Compartment ‘for Sables only * P** And let all Railway Companies immediately sustain 

The Crusty Thiloso^her, A Separate Compartment for the Baby in the Train ! 

How merrily, how cheerily we ride along the rail ! ’ 

We think not of the drirag rain, nor care about the gale ! MOLLY-CODDLING LEGISLATION. 

I ’m comfortably seated m a snug back comer seat, ^ 

With woolly rugs about my knees, and warmers at my feet: . Though the Session has been ^nsumed up to Easter wiui very 

I’ve all the morning papers in a heap upon my lap, little practical work, and more than the usual^ amouM oi .Irish 

I read and calmly ooutemplate,and think about a nap ; nagging,^ time hw been found, m spite of Curt^-Lectoe mghts, 

A nap indeed ? Impossible ! You ’ll find it all in vam, and. the irrepressible jawing powers of the great 0 Caudle Party, to 

To have the slightest slumber "with the Baby in the Train! commence a piece of fussy legislation which is a disgrace to the 

country. No one will deny that one-third of our national income is 
He ’s autocratic as to rule, and as to language terse, drawn from national drunkenness ; that we see no way to meet our 

He ’ll freely fiat his dear Mamma, and domineer o’er Nurse I ever-increasing, and probably immoral, expenditure by raising 

He wrinkles up his forehead like an ancient Chimpanzee’s, taxes in a less objectionable manner ; no one deny that publio- 

And babbles of the “puff-pufi!,” and prattles of “gee-gees : ” houses of aR kinds are necessary creators of Revenue for a prodigal ! 
He guggles and he struggles, and he will not stand nor sit, Exchequer, and yet public-houses are to be subjected to anotner 

But he gives an imitation of an apoplectic fit. outburst of hypocritical State virtue. 

I am not very captious, and I wish not to complain-;- It has long been illegal to play a piano in a tap-room— to mix the 

But tohat a crying grievance is the Baby in the Train ! puxe gin of commerce with the harmless adulteration of Art ; it has 

cLotio ? the legislativo eye as the beauty of unmitigated swilling. Another 

r^‘ WwIp mieaT ^ divineinspiratiOT has descended apon the law-mongws. Obey have 

” V discovered that the habit of payrne wages in publio-honses is wrong, 

Can I talk of doggie-oggies, or prate of ittle dears ;* injurious, and ought to be made megal, and fiiey proceed to make it 

Kl^to thehestof theirabiUty. !f ’they had’tfie oonrage to close 
t 8-11 pothouses, and to arrange their expenditure so as to hve without 

I m thought a vile impostor by the Baby m the Tram , drink and dru&ers, it would be possible to admire their 

He knows that I am longing to make faces on the sly, consistency, even with the knowledge that a great inc^nvemence 

How spitefully I ’d pinch bmn if no guardians were nigh I was being inflicted upon the public. But these pettifogging attacks 

He clutches at my watch-chain, he Bmiles upon my suit, upon a class^ of tr^esmen who appear absolutely necessary to the 

He tries to eat my eye-glass, he jumps upon my boot ; State, can bring neither honour nor profit to any Government. 

He takes away my walking-stick, he crumples up my Punch : ■■= =■ -r . .:'.T-= 

0 bold Directors, build a car to take such household pets ’ . . , wwr - ■r^ -a 

And fit it up with cots and cribs and rocking bassinettes, Eight is Might, and wrong is Dyna-mite. 


voi. ixxxiv. 
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ScEisffi— F&rest^ in the Viciniij/lof Sigh Seech, 

Enter Caijsash. 

Calipash {striking an attitude), 1 am the guardian of these sylran 
shades, 

These yelvet sward-sweeps, and these verdant glades, 

Oh, rather I Did not I announoe last Automn 
That I in perpetuity had bought ’em, 

Secured them for the PnorLE ? I’m the man 
To play the pleasant part of Modem Pan. 

Let trespassers bewar-r-re I Hollo I "Who ’s this ? 


Enter Steam Demon, flourishing mldly. 

Steam Demon, Snort I Squiggle! S(iueall PufEI PufEl Boar! 
Battle I Hiss ! 

Cali^sh, Indeed I Tour voice is really verg pleasant, 

But I don’t understand you quite^-^t present. 

Steam Demon, I want free passage through these woods 1 
CaUpa$h {mindngly), Proh pudor / 

My duty ’s to be down on each intruder. 

Steam Demon, I ’m no intruder, I ’m a boon-bestower, 

Friend of the proletariat Forest-goer. 

I ’ve only thirteen Stations ; want another. 
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I ’ll make it worth your while, ( Winks, 

Cali^sh [effusively). My friend ! My brother I 

But how about your— well, oommunioations ? 

Steam Demon. I ’U make them just like ** gentle undulations.” 

Ask Chahbebs, he ’s a regular Cockney dryad. 

Calipash. WeU, many have misgivings ; even Xhad 
(Jntil you came and squared ’em so completely. 

Do as you like. 

Steam Demon [chuckling). We’ve settled it most sweetly. 

Enter Brtceis, Woodnymphs, Fauns, &o. 

Bryceis. Oh, have you ? Stop a bit. I know you, Demon. 

A boon ? We 'll have two words that pleasant theme on. 

Fine fellow you to talk about improvement I 
Can’t let you practise your “ extension movement.” 

You mend the Forest r Ogre, I ’ll “ amend ” you ! 


You mend the Forest ? Octo, I ’ll “ amend ” you ! 

Take that, and that ! [^Buffets him with Amendments 
Steam Demon. ^ Help, Calipash ! ! ! 

Calipash [funking it). 1 ’ll lend you 

What help I can, but 

Bryceis. Traitor ! You 're a beauty 

To pose as Forest-Warder. Do your duty. 

Or clear out, with the Caoodemon yonder 1 
Calijmsh. I— oh, I love the People,— no one fonder, 

But— our friend there is such a pleasant talker, 

1 thought he meant the People’s good. I 

Chorus of Nymj^hs and Fauns. Oj Walker III 

Bryceis. The mighty name these forest-folk invoke 
Is most suggestive. 

Fauns [fortissimo). Walk vour chalks, old bloke ! 

[Brtceis, Nymphs, Fauns, unite to drive Calipash and 
Steam Demon off. They retire grunting and shrieking. 

Chorus of Nymphs and Fauns [Air obvious). 

Brtceis, a jolly good fe-el-low, "With a hip, hip, hip, hooray ! 

Has made the Steam Demon ye-el- The Forest has gained the day, 

low; And old Calipash has been sent to 

And slope with a shriek and a be-el- smash, 

low, Hooray ! Hooray ! ! Hooray ! ! ! 

To the joy of all of us. [Scene closes in. 


Help, Calipash ! ! ! 


I ’ll lend you 


FOR ROYAL MUSICAL COLLEGIANS. , 

Let the College buildings have alarge central triangle, and round this 
let the Students’ rooms be airanged in live dats. Economy being the 
order of the day, washing might be done on the premises and hung 
out to dry on a snspendea ohord or two. With a view to cheerful en- 
tertainment, a kettledrum might always be kept on the boil for five 
o’clock tea; though it ought to be understood, that while social 
gatherings should be fostered, no female candidate for the Tiolin 
Scholarship should be allowed to have more than two strings to her 
bow at a time. Finally, debt ought to be discouraged— even to the 
extent of allowing the matriculation of Oweboys. 

THE JOLLY YOUNG RIFLEMAN. 

(a rouhdelat por rawelaoh.) 

Air— The Jolly Tovmg WatermanS 

Dm you ever hear tell of a jolly young Rifleman, 

Who as Adonis his charms used to try ? 

He curled his side-looks with such skill and dexterity, 
Winning each heart and enchanting each eye. 

He stood so straight, he marched so steadily, 

The Yolnnteers came at his call so readily, 

I And he pranced at their head with so princely an air. 

That he nad the good word of the Brave and the Fair. 

This Rifleman vounf never seemed to grow older, 

So trim was his mien, and so chirpy withal ; 

He was always A 1 to each beauteous beholder, 

And youths mustered proudly at Rasrlaoh’s call. 

And though some folk might be chaffing or jeering, 

’Twas aR one to him their flouting and neermg, 

For how should our Rifleman ever know eare, 

While he wins the good word of the Brave and the Fair r 

Advice to the Posthastrr-Gbhrral [on his proposed new Irish 
Mail Service scheme). — ^Don’t Force it. 
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A GOOD “IMPULSE.” 

IxpxTLSs is a stupid name ; but the play written, on Impuke is 
good, and the acting leaves little to be desired. Mr. C. Stbph^son 
took an nnsuccessml French piece, and thereupon founded a f^-irly 
strong English play. The five Acts are so^ constructed that, though 
the audience is perfectly certain how the piece must end, the means , 
whereby the happy dSnoument is to be brought about being adroitly 
kept secret, cnnosity is never once allowed to flag. 

The dialogue is not brilliant, but to the purpose. There is no 

waste of words; and, with one 
glaring exception, in the First Act, 
every speech is perfectly consistent 
JW character who utters it, 

exception mentioned is, when 
/ ■■ ' the haw - haw Swell, Captain 

I \ Crichtonj describes the accident 

which has happened to Sir Henry 
Auckland^ Captain Crichton, wen 
played by Mr. ISiEsrDJLL, though 
showing here and there a tendency 
to over accentuate the comic 
liY '■ J' “points,*’ is a typical English 

^ “Heavy.” He is straightfor- 

^ ward, honest, sharp on occasion, 

“laie Parrot’s a doosid good wits are 

sort of bird, don’t you know?’- Btmplated by the womaa to wl^ 
Mr. KendaL in Act I V. he IS chivalrously devoted, but 

, ^ unimagmative, and incapable of 

uttering the sentimental description which characterises the speech 
in ouestLon. ^ 

Beyond this, and the fact that the old Father, Sir Henry Auek^ 
land, is a bore,— as old fathers on Ihe Stage almost always are, unless 
they are ridiculous,— and that the character is played in too mincing 
and namby-pamby a style by its representative Mr. Bbxtjmoht, who 
pnght to have his hack hair cut as c^uckly as j) 0 ssible, there is ahso- 


ought to have his hack hair cut as guicMy as possible, Ihere is ahso- 


in^rohability of the father, sister, and friend having kept from 
il^s. Macdonald the truth about her husband, who is on dnty with 
his regiment in India, having been wounded in the arm ; a wound 
that prevents his writing a letter to her, yet which is so slight that 
he is able to return suddenly, ready to take his wife to bom arms, 
indnding the damaged one, wMoh is not even in a slin^. Grant 
this, and the piece is comparatively faultless till the finish, when 
the sudden collapse of the determined villain, the wonld-he seducer, 
Victor de JdUl, at the request— for the appeal to him is scarcely 
more than this-^f Mrs. JSeresford, who has never had the slightest 
influence over him till this minute (when of course it ’s getting late, 
and the sharper the finish comes the better), is weak and unsatis- 
factory._ 

How it might have been ended, how Victor de Riel might have 
been disposed of without resort to melodramatic action, must 

have been a puzzle to 
Author and manage- 
ment. Don’t tell 
, t IZ ^ ^ ^ us that that scoun- 

I -! - j \ Victor 

L rather a 

ySC I y one-sided view of the 

character,— his angle 
/> " Wil mr AW'dlWS! inclination being 

Hu Mi Q — ^ I 'JmLj , 1 invariably however to 

1 'I'ISilfHiili™ / right,— don’t tell 

j * us, we say, that t^ 

more and morJ crab- 


tender,” or a Russian Hihilist, to be captured at last by the Czar’s 
secret police, when he could take poison, or leap from the balcony of 
the hotel, and his funeral be charged in the bill to the account of 
that old idiot Sir Henry Auckland. 

Mrs. Gaston Mubbat, as a kind of Miee Tellowleaf, a Rauline 
Rry losing her voice from cold, and trying to talk to a partially- 
deaf man, is immensely funny— and not in the least overdone. This 
situation between Mr. Beattmont, Mrs. Gaston Murray, and Mrs. 
Eendal, as interpreter, is one of me best of the lighter scenes in Ihe 
piece, and is excellent natural Comedy. 

Miss Linda Dietz, as the hopelessly weak, ill-dressed, and most 
irritating idiot of a woman, Mrs. Macdonald, “invested the character 
with artistic merit,” and created for it an interesl^ and even a sympalliy 
which the character itsdf would fail to arouse, if it appeared only in 
the pages of a three-volume novel. A sickly motiveless heroiue, 
who has absolutely done nothing, except indulge in a flirtation 
which appears to imve been only desperate on the man’s side, and 
who trembles at the prospect of meeting her husband as much as 
if she had broken all the commandments en hhc, can only evoke 
from any right-thinking man or sensible woman a very plain expres- 
sion of opinion, which would probably take this form, “My dear, 
don’t be such a stupid fool.” It is difELoult to make anything of 
such a character, but Miss Dietz makes the most of it, and so far it 
is an artistic triumph for her. 

Mrs. Hendal is as good as she can be as Mrs. Reresford, hut 
there is not much opportunity for eiuotional display. Her acting is 
never strained, and 
she makes the charac- 

ter serve its ptOTOse C jirri , 

as a part of a whole,— \ III a 

never once forcing ^ 

herself upon the au- t. 

dience. There is one ' , , s , , _ 

call upon her energy ' ' >rl 'J) '-'I; I'li i i 

in the last Act, when | yBi ^ I 

appe^. to De i • W'JJHSti 

Riel, and it is not her ' '! I . M ' . | 

fault ^a^ thw ^ g 

teacher’s lecturing is M *\ ^ ^ M ^ 

unnatural and out of ^ 
place ; hut, being so, 

her rendering makes How it ouanT to have ended. 

it, as natpral ^^d as Foreign Hotel Servant removes his wig, ex- 
oonsistent as it pos- claiming, “ Alia. ! I am the BuBsian DetecliTe 
sibly con be. Hankuff Takimoff, and you are the notorious 

The part of the Hihilist fiioem TJptotheski ! ’* 

^ece is, of course, Mr. ^They shoot each other. Curtain. 

Kendal’s ^Admirable 

Crichton,^ which might have grown into a Dundreary ^ had the 
interest of the story been sacrificed to the idiosyncrasies of this 
character. His playing in the Second Act, where he is as delighted 
as a boy with his own shai^ness, and is so utterly nonplussed when 
he has come Hteral^ to his wits’ end— which is not far to to— is a 
performance which Sothben himself, or Robson in A Reautar Fix. 


could not have beaten ; az^ if he keeps it at that, and does not j 
repeat the catch-word of “ You are— you know you are ” too often, 
it will never degenerate into the broad farce of a low comedian’s 
Tony Lumpkin, but will remain a sort of Vanity Fair caricature of j 
a type of our time, and a performance on which hereafter the artist 
himself will be able to look hack with pleasurable pride as a land- 
mark in bis histrionic career. 

Mr. T. N. Wenkan’s Colonel Macdonald is very good, though, for 
a hard self-controlled man, he is somewhat too demonstrative, not 
in the scene in De RiePs room, where nothing could he better than 
his sudden passion, but we mean in the scene with that poor old 
dummy. Sir Henry, who might as well he a broken-down Guy 


How IT OUaHT TO HAVE ENDED. 
Foreign Hotel Servant removes his wig, ex- 
claiming, Aha ! I am the BuBsian Detective 
Hankuff Takimoff, and you are the notorious 
Hihilist Bioem TJptotheski ! ’* 

[They shoot each other. Curtain, 


f f ^ rd 

^ on— as his passion is 

^tensified, on being 
. discovered with the 

woman whom he has 

A Bielistio Scene in Act V., when Mrs. Beresford pursued with an un- 

requests the Lop-sided One to go straight quenohable passion for 

forthefatae. years, could he sud- 

^ n L 3 £ Ai rt , . denly abashed, cowed, 

and converted from the error of j his way, by a goody-goody 
appeu to his better nature from somehody about whom he 
dpesnt care a brass farthing. Absurd. Up with the Curtain, and 
givens Act Vi., when he should return more lop-sided than ever, 
and be nltimatdy collared by two keepers and conducted to the 
nearest luiiatic asylum. Or he might nave been a French “Pre- 


quenchable passion for 
years, could he sud- 


Fawkes in a chimney-corner after a fatiguing round of the streets on 
the fifth of Hovemoer. Why should Colonel Macdoncdd strike his 
forehead, and appeal to Heaven P Wasted force. 

We hope that when a new piece is required, the Management will 
get a fresh Impulse, and go on better tlmn ever. 

On Thursday last, The Silver Ring reached its one-hundredth 
night, and Mr. Wilson Baebett, in an affecting speech, told ns how 

g leased he was, how pleased everybody all over the world was, and 
ow gratrful we ought all to be to himself and the Authors, Messrs, 
ti ONES and Hnrman, as a trio of moral teachers and public bene- 
factors. He gave an estimate, at a rough and ready calculation, of 
how many people would be undergoing moral improvement on any 
01^ given night when this piece was being played in Europe, Asia, 
-^ica, and America, and gave ns all to understand that his aim and 
object was to elevate Melodrama into the region of romance and 
poetry, which the SCmer King so far achieves by giving us some 
splendid burglars, a first-rate Cockney derk, and (here comes in the 
^try) some rather wearisome speeches for the principal performer, 
Wilfrid Denver^ to utter whenever there is notmng pfurtioular to do. 
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Hooray for Romance, Poetry, and a Reality of a hundred pounds 
profit per night ! We ’ll go in for Romance on these terms. Mr. Bab- 
keit, in the First Act, as the dmhken man, is excellent. Mr. Geobge 
Babjbeit is inimitable as the dodderiag old Butler, Jaihes^ and the 
audience heartily recognise the fact that there isn’t a better -villain 
in all London than Mr. Whiabd, whose performance of the Spider 

. ■■ 1 



Our Own C. I hope the Corporation pay you handsomely for your ' 
disagreeable work ? 

T. T. Why, yes, Sir ; I ain’t got no cause to complain. But if 
your Honour would just stand a 

0%ir Own C. {with dignity). You may retire. \^Exit Tom Tuo. 

No. IV.-CAPTAIN M'STINGER. 

Our Own Commissioner, Well, Captain, what evidence can you I 
give me ? 

Captain Stinger,^ Rather^ startling. Sir, I thmk. You’d 
scarcely believe it possible, but it ’s a weei established fact that the 
filthy sewage is gradually silting up the river. 

Our Own C, Surely, Captain, you can’t be serious ? 

Capt, M, Serious ! {Annoyed.) Look here, I can’t bring up 


I The Silver Xing, the Princesi's, and the Ilundrtd Knights. 

is admirable. By the way, wasn’t it in Jonathan Bradford that the 
intending murderer finds himself in the same room with the corpse 
of the man whom he came to kill,— the same idea having occurred 
to some one else previously and been acted upon ? 

We are curious to see how Mr. Rose has managed to dramatise 
Mr. Austet’s eccentric story. Vice Versa, If everybody feels the 
same curiosity on the subject as we do, the Gaiety Theatre, on the 
occasion of Mr. W. H. Geefeith’s matinee^ when Vice Versa is to 
be played, will be pretty closely packed. We don’t see how it can 
be done, because, when one person has to become another person 
while that other person takes the other person’s place, and yet is 
stni before you unchanged, the situation is apt to become a little 
mixed. We hope to be present at the successful solution of Ihe 
problem. 

^^THE SILVER THAMES.^^ 

Our Own Commissioner was seized with so severe a bilious attack 
immediately after the conclusion of Mr, Bosher’s evidence, (reported 
in our number dated February 10), that he was unable to continue 
his duties until last week. He then resumed his arduous labours, 
WITNESS No. III.-TOM TUG. 

Our Own Commissioner, Well, Mr. Tuo, what do you know 
about the state of the River ? 

T, T, Why, that it’s something so disgusting as nobody would 
believe as hadn’t seen it and smelt it. 

Our Own C, Indeed! That’s rather strong language, Mr. Tuo. | 

T, T, Well, Sir, I can hardly expect you to believe me when I says 
that even us Watermen can hardly stand it. But, if you ’ve any I 
doubt about it, I ’ll willingly row you about for an hour or two just | 
in the worst parts, and then you’ll be able to judge for yourself, 1 

Our Own 0. {hurriedly). No, thank you. Now I understand that ! 
you are em^oyed in some way by the Corporation in their patriotic 
inquiry. What have you to do ? 

T, T, Well, you see. Sir, the Corporation— bless their liberal 
souls !— wanted to find out how far the sewage that the Board 
of Works pours into the river at Crossness and Barking, fiowed up 
the river with the tide. So they had a lot of floats made, that was 
put into the river where the sewage was pumped into it, and it was 
my duty to be ready in my boat, and row quietly along by the side 
of one of the floats just to see how far the tide would carry it. 

Our Own C. Not a very laborious duty, Mr. Tug. 

T, T, No, Sir, not particular so ; but sometimes it did get that 
monotonous that I would willingly have exchanged for an hour or 
two’s hard spell agin a flood tide. 

Our Own C, I can easily believe that, especially in clear water. 
And what was the result of your interesting experiments ? 

T, T, Why, that on m^y and many a time the floats went up to 
Chelsea, and, on one occasion, with a good swinging tide, one of them 
went np as high as Chiswick. 

Our Own C, Up to Chiswick! You really astonish me. But 
what does that prove ? 

T, T, Why, that all the mess that is so carefully taken dovra to 
Crossness and poured into the river, and thought to he got rid of, is 
all brought hack again, and carried backwards and forwards with 
the tide, till it makes our noble river like a great cesspool. 


I win lake you to places on the banks of the river where you can 
stand in nearly four feet of pure sewage-mud. [^Steam up^ and exit. 

No. y.— MR. ROBERT. 

Our Own Co^nmissioner, Well, Mr. Robert, and what have yon 
to tell me on this sad subject ? 

Robert, Well, Sir, I thinks as mine is the most seriousest ewidence 
of all as you ’ ve heard. 

Our Own C, If so, it must be serious indeed. 

R, I leaves you to judge for yerself , Sir, when I tells you that 
the river is that had that we can’t get no Wite Bait nearer than 
Gravesend, and preshns little even there ! 

Our Own C, Bear me, that is something terrible indeed ! 

R, Yes ; and even there they ’re gitting scarcerer and scareerer. 

Our Own C, Indeed 1 Then how do you manage ? 

R, We does as the Millishyer used to do. We has to find a sub- 
stitoot. 

Our Own C, And what is that, pray ? 

R, Struggling with his feelings), Sp-sp-sprats ! ! 

\_Faint8, and is carried out to the nearest RefreshmenUBar, 
Commission closed pro tern. 


“ Richardson’s ” Revived— not the famous Show, hut quite autre 
chosey the Works of Richardson the Novelist, which are now being 
re-published by Messrs. Sotheran & Co. in a most readable form. 
Our Novel Reader had often heard of Bameluy but never dared to 
attempt reading it until he came across the new Edition with Mr. 
Lesiib Stephens’s interesting Preface, and then— he couldn’t put 
the book down, but went bang through it, as if it had been so many 

E aper-hoops and he a bare-backed-steed rider, at a single sitting, 
E^om 10 p.H. to S A.M., the only variation in the exercise being skip- 
ping the last half of the Second Yolnme, which, as the story really 
ends with Pamela? s marriage, might have been altogether omitted, 
since the reader would have been perfectly satisfied with the Author’s 
assurance that his hero (such anero ! I) and heroine (also, what a 
heroine I ! ) lived happy ever afterwards. Clarissa Sarlowe has now 
appeared, and onr Novd Reader is in training for the task. 


PROSPECTS OF THE BRIGHTON REVIEW, 

(By Dumb- Crambo Junior.) 


ft,.. Ji 










The Troops are allowed to use Bams A. 'W ater-cart will accompany 


and Lofts for Sleep. 


each Column. 
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DISTINGUISHED AMATEURS. ^THE PAINTER AGAIN. 

Lwi, Isid&r. “ It A— JtrsT A iittls Ikoidikt in Modern Life, DtroHESS ! A YouNa Ladt, ton know, walkino into a 
Painter's Studio, and dukbstbuok at the sight ot the Lay Pigure ! ” 

Thelhuikess. <*Gharhing! Charking! So natural ! And tell us, Lord Isidob, which of the two is tee Lay Fiamts, 
now I " 


AN EASTER REVIEW. 

Review ! 0 lords of Chaos and Old Right, 

’ Pis a Eevie w that ye might well take part in, 

Set rocks and clouds and thnnderholts at fight 
In the wild regions limned by grandiose Martin. 

Let Titans play at loggats with smashed stars. 

Cloud Anarons change mad bnjSets wild and windy, 
And then review the mist-veUed shocks and jars 
Of realma of everlasting Smash-cwm-Shindy ! 

■What is there to review ? Loud Nothingness, 

Mere blustering, fiastering, floundering, crass Negation. 
Fighting ? So clowns, so urchins fight, with less 
Desire for conquest than for aggravation. 
Yah-booh-dom in excekis^ round-armed blows 
That forceless fall, below the belt, but harmless, 
Bellicose posing that is nought but pose^ 

Clamorous war-cries, terrorless as charmless. 

A fight where all, save spite, is sham indeed, 

Purposeless as poor Patch with his pea-bladder. 

How long, my John, shall sq^nabbling boys succeed 
In squandering public time, in making madder 
An all too quickly maddened veteran, 

When fight they cannot, fouling and so foiling, 

Deft at upsetting, if they cannot plan, 

And though unapt to shape, most prompt at spoiling ? 
You ’re fooled bj firibbles, J ohn. The nation’s time 
Is given to railing and Thersitee junior ; 

Searamouch blocks your boards ; he’s not sublime, 

No Tappertit of politics more puny or 
Presumptuously perverse. Puck has your ear 
And mocks the hours away, hours uxiretuming ; 
CaUban^B self exults in brutal jeers, 

Whose echoes set the ears of good men burning. 


Boeotian Stentor^ crass, stultiloquent, 

The stumbling-block of business, bars all exit 
From the absurd impasse. Are you oontent ? 

Is patienoe proof ’gainst all assaults that vex it, 
Whether of mimes or midges ? The Review 
Is hoUower than some pageant of old Drury. 
Smoke, smoke, mere buncombe, and wild hullaballoo, 
And like an idiot’s tale, all sound and fury, 

And signifying— nothing I ” Wake up, John I 
How long shall this preposterous farce go on ? 


A LORD MAYOR’S NEST. 

The suggestion that the Duke of Westminster should he the first 
Lord Mayor of London under the coming Act, has given so much 
satisfaction that it is more than probable that the other Offices of the 
Corporation will be filled by the following individuals : — 

Chaplain io the Lord Jfayor— The Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Sword Hearer— Q-eneral Lord Wolseley of Cairo. 

Common Oner — The Speaker of the House of Commons. 

Citj/ Afare^a^— F.-M. H.K.H. the Duke of Cambridge. 

Collector of Wine Duties-— Wilfrid Lawson. 

Naft'cetor— The Atto^ey-G-eneral. 

Clerk to Sitting Justices {Guildhall) — Lord Coleridge. 

Principal Clerk to the CAamJerZam— Lord Carrington. 
^Registrar Small Debts CourZ— The Master op the Rolls. 
JEecordcr— The Lord Chancellor. 

Auditor of City Accounts— Tho Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
Architect and Surveyor-Sir Frederick Leighton, P.R.A. 
Keeper of the (?uiZ(ZAaZZ— H.S.H. the Doke of Tegk. 
iitdranan— The Earl of Lytton. 

Ksgistrar of the Coal Market— Duke of Norfolk. 

Custodian of the Griffin {Temple Bar) — Sir Coutts Lindsay. 
Kemembrancer {to keep them all in order)— -Mr. Punch. 
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Ireezea from the 
E NOW ! ** 


THE BRITISH M.P. 

A. SONO OP ST. STEPHEN’S. 

Am — “ The YMlage Blacksmith'^ 

Under St. Steplien.’s Mgli roof -tree 
The British M.P. sits : 

M.P. a mighty man is he, 

With sharp and seasoned wits, 

And an elogtnence that, once set free, 
Would give opponents fits. 

Week in, week ont. from noon to night. 
He must sit in silent woe, 

Whilst Warton vents his dullard spite. 
With measured boom and dow, 

Or Sexton soars in furious fiight 
When the morning lights burn low. 

And someone ever plays the fool, 

And someone else the bore ; 

They love to cheek with rudeness cool, 

To howl with caddish roar. 

For churlish Folly has set its school 
Up orc^t. Stephen's fioor. 

He goes, poor victim, to his seat, 

And sits in painful poise ; 

He hears Obstruction bray and bleat, 

He hears tart Biqoab^s voice 

Sounding with saw-like shriek and.fleet, 
Which his every nerve annoys. 

It sounds to him like Cerberus 
yelping at Charon’s boat ; 

He needs must think This fiendish fuss 
Postpones a Party vote.” 

And he finds it hard to choke the “ cuss ” 
That rises in his throat. 

Boiling and bore<L no fight, no fun, 
Onward the M.r. goes. 

Each day sees aimless jaw begun. 

No night beholds its close. 

Little attempted, nothing done — 

No work and no repose I 


The Most Unpopiular Member op the Pabjuamen- 
TART Akmt, — ^P rivate BiU. 


THE MAKING OE A MAGAZINE. 

Dear Mb. Punch, — As Editor of the Review with which I have the 
honour to be connected, I wish to reveal to the world “the method by 
which one of its monthly numbers is manufactured.” 1 have no hesita- 
tion whatever in placing before the whole cultivated world the secret 
of the management of a “ High-Class PhiloBophical Magazine.” 

Yarious principles He at the bottom of my editorial system. In 
the first place, you will perceive that my Review is nothing if it is 
not “High-Class.” How, I ask you, can I better preserve this 
characteristic than by getting high-class personages—or, in other 
words, members of the aristocracy— to write in it P In fact, to put 
it plainly, a Magazine of any pretensions to philosophical excellence 
must, if possible, contain at least one article written by a Lord. If 
a Duke is willmg, and 1 may add able, to write a passable paper, so 
much the better. Of course a nobleman of real literary or political 
eminence should be selected; but, failing such, anybody with a 
“ handle to his name ” (to use a vulgar expression) will do. This is 
the element of Banh^ which is indispensable. 

Then the next principle in the manufacture is to obtain somebody 
to write about something on which he, or she, knows more than any- 
body else living. This is the element of Special Knowledge, It 
does not matter two straws what the subject may be. For instance, 
if a person has given the whole of his mind to the cultivation of a 
particular sort of turnip, or has embarked his entire intellectual 
I capital in the effort to prove the identity of the writer of some 
(probably spurious) poetry with some other person who probably 
I never existed at aU, or if he has been buried in the Deaa-Letter 
j Ofidce aU his days, and can write a few pages of arrant “ Shop ” 

; about defunct epistles — such an individual should, at all costs, be 
{ secured. He is sure to say something which is new, however unin- 
I teresting and unimportant, and cannot possibly be contradicted, 
because in his own Ime he is the highest living authority. So much 
for the element of Special KnotoUage, 

The last, and least important, element needed, is Literary AMlity 


and Philosophical Profundity, It is well, now and then, to have an 
article which, besides being written by somebody whose name is 
known, does really contain in it something which the competent 
critic can conscientiously commend. But, should the writer be un- 


critic can conscientiously commend. But, should the writer be un- 
known, the extremest caution should be used in admitting his con- 
tribution, whatever may be its excellence. You must try and make 
each particular paper, by reason of the eminence of the writer, an 
advertisement of the whole Magazine. So, if by any chance you do 
insert the outpourings of an unrecognised genius, Tnake his article 
anonymous ! This adds the element of mystery. It may only be 
poor old Professor Fitz-Boodlb, of Stoke-Pogis Umversity ; but, if 
no name is mentioned, rumour will ascribe the article, supposing it 
to be judiciously sandwiched between an obscure nobleman and an 
eminent specialist, to the Marquis of Salisbury, or Mr. Gladstone, 
or Professor Huxley. Thus the end is obtained, and with the 
additional advantage of saving money. 

Just to show you the way inwhichthesejprmoiples are worked, I send 
you a list of the articles in the forthcoming number of our Review, 
for April, 1883, and hope you wiU now consider your questions as to 
the methods of Magazine-making satisfactorily answered : — 

“ On the Differentiation of Protozoads.” By the Right Hon. the 
Lord Thomas Noddy. 

“ The Defects of Dynamite as an Engine of Assassination.” By 
the late Herb Obebdanx. 

“ On the present position of the Skeleton Army.” By his Grace 
the Archbishop of ^e Canary Islands. 

“ The Limits of Belief : with an Excursus on the Diet in our Con- 
vict Prisons.” By the ex-Editor of The Freethinker, 

“ London Municipal Reform.” By his Grace the Duke of West- 
MINSTBR, K.G. 

“ Ought the Action for Breach of Promise to be abolished ? ” 
A Symposium: Interlocutors, Joseph Biggab, Esq., M.P., Miss 
Fanny Hyland, and the Lord Chief Justice of England. 

Truthful^ yours, 

The Edecob op “ The Contemporary Century.” 
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STAVE FOR E4STER 
MONDAY. 

Aia— “TAe British Grenadiers” 

Some prate of VTAcuraiR’s 
chorus, 

And some on Rape are poz, 
With Rubinstein some Bore 

TLS, 

And some with Beelicz. 
But there ’s very little music 
now 

John Bull so g:ladly hears 
As the tow-row-iow-ro w-tow- 
rowl 

Of the British Volunteers ! 


A Diz-tinction. 

Some youthful Conserva- 
tive enthusiasts are fond of 
comparing Lord Randolph 
Churchill to the young 
Disraeli. But although the 
chartered libertine of debate, 
it does not appear that the 
noble Lord, however feather- 
headed, is otherwise Dizzy- 
pated. 

A Nursery Bhyme. 

{Anderson's Revised MdUion.) 

Baby, baby Bunting, 

Father ’s gone a-hunting. 

Prison-van upon the spin 

To clap a father hunting in. 

A Gentleman with a bad 
cold “ id his ed,” wishing to 
desoribe the appearance of the 
Charterhouse Brethren, ob- 
served that, like Colonel Weio- 
C077W, they were all “very 
adsum men.” 

By Order op the Clerh 
OP THE Weather. — In con- 
sequence of the continued pre- 
sence of the prevaiLing wind, 
the coming season will be 
known as North-Easter. 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 128 



THREEFOLD SECURITY. 

“They were willing to accept 
loans on a three-fold security, 
viz., first, revenue ; second, pro- 
perty^ purchased ; third, charitable 
emotion; so that if people put 
their money into the Salvation 
Army, and lost it, they would 
have at least the satisfaction of 
the latter.’* 

Mr. Booth at Exeter Rail. 

Oh, if I lose my propertee, 
Like rain-drops in the ocean, 
Then what a comfort is to me 
This “ charitable emotion ” ! 

I may not see my Five per 
cent., 

But then— delightful no- 
tion ! — 

I ’m more than happy and 
content 

With “charitable emotion” 1 


A Dose prom Morison.— 
In one of the latest additions 
to the generally useful and 
interesting series of English 
Men of Letters^ edited by Mr. 
John Morley, and published 
by Macmillan, Mr. J. Cot- 
ter Morison, in what appears 
to ns an unfairly prejudiced 
biographical notice oi Lord 
Macaulay, says— and on this 
occasion says truly— that in 
his History he was “neither 
a Whig nor a Tory, but a 
Williamite.” lu this Glad- 
stonian era there are plenty of 
Williamites about, but they 
are WiUiam-mites, and not 
Macaulays. 


The Poet Laureate ap- 
plied {Epitaph for Prince 
Gortschakoff ). — “ A man and 
Ci. fooler of men,” 

“Shapts op Misportune.” 
—The Ventilating Shalts. 


THE MODEST SPREAD-EAGLE. 

[“The art of Fiction,” says Mr. Howells, an American novelist, “has in 
fact become a finer art in our day than it was with Dickens and Thack- 
eray ; ” and another American says they cannot understand “ the English 
dialect.**] 

Hark I The gallant Yankee Eagle screams across Atlantic seas, 
Sneering at onr Old World fiction. Look, it cries at works like these I 
What are Thackeray and Dickens ? — worn-out, miserable names. 
For good novels go to Howells and our wondrous Henry James. 

; Fiction is an art far finer in the hands of our great men, 

Than in days when vulgar Dickens held the swiftly-fiying pen ; 
Does not blatant BarUey JELubhard from a Pickwick bear the hell, 
And unmaidenly Miss Daisy Miller banish lAttle Nell f 

Thackeray ’s a played-out writer, not a man of any mind ; 

Go and read our HeU/ris Babies for a humour more refined: 

Scarce a gentleman was Esmond^ thongh you brag of bim a bit ; 

In Democracy's fair pages you will find the “ real grit.*' 

Then we use much better ^glish — not your wretchied dialect ; 

All our heroines axe “ stylish,** that ’s a word we much affect ; 

You may stick to Shakspbarb’s language, *tis improved by us, for we 
Talk the genuine “ Amur’can ” as we write it, “ Yes, Sir-ree I *’ 

Ma’am Britannia, you’re beaten, and it is" in vain you plead. 
Pleasant English tales by Trollope, op the vigour of Charles 
Readb : 

We write all the spryest novels, all the greatest works, you bet ; 

We have sworn to whip creation, and be sure we *11 do it yet I 


THE INDUSTRIOUS AND IDLE WARRIORS. | 

{A Story told, in Six Pictures, to the Marmes.) 

Picture I . — Entering the .4rmy,— Here we have the two young 
men making their first start in life. They have both received com- 
missions. Robin Slowoo the Indnstrions has prepared himself by 
a long and careful course of study for the profession he is about to 
embrace. He has passed any number oi examinations, and his 
extreme pallor has been caused by excessive study. Edward 
Scattbecash the Idle, assisted by his father’s gold-bags, has crept 
to the Liue from the Militia with the help of a cram. The two 
young men exchange congratulations. Robin cannot help envying 
Edward’s good fortune as he ]^ints out that he has been gazetted to 
a crack Regiment of Rifies. Edward, on the other hand, expresses 
his sympathy at Ms friend’s had fortune— Robin has been appointed 
to the Marines. 

Picture II . — Work and Ptey.— Here we see Robin the Indus- 
trious devoting his best energies to a score of arduous duties. He 
has spent the earliest port of Ms professional life in garrison, on 
board ship, as a soldier, a sailor, and sometimes even as a civilian. 
He has been always at work. Edward Soattbrgash the Idle has 
had very little to do. He has enjoyed long furloughs and special 
leaves, with the assistance of his gun, rod, and hunter. He has 
soaxcely ever been in uniform, and half the men in his company 
hardly Mlow Mm by sight. It is needless to say that Edward still 
belonn to the crack Regiment of the Line, while Robin remains in 
the Marines. 

Picture III, — Advane&mnU---BY dint of hard work and unpre- 
cedented luck, Robin has received his Company. He has grown 
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quite grey ia tke Seryice, and he is as old as and more 
experienced than some young G-enerals. He has never 
left his Hegiment, keeping either at headquarters, or 
being detailed for detachment duty. Edward the 
Idlehas had altogether a pleasant time of it. Having 
exchanged into the Cavalry on promotion, he has been 
seconded for service as an Adjutant of Yeomanry. 
The cMef duties of this appointment has consisted in 
dining with the Colonel (the Swell of the Coimty) half- 
a-dozen times a year, and turning out for six days in 
the Autumn to perforin the usual training. As Eobin 
becomes a Captain, Edward receives a Majority and 
a Brevet-Lieutenant Colonelcy. The latter has all the 
prizes of the profession at his feet, while the former — 
remains in the Marines. 

Picture IV,— After the Battle,— h. war has broken 
out, and the two young men have been sent to the 
front. Eobih is lost in the obscurity of his battalion. 
He hghts bravely, and shows great power of organisa- 
tion, but completely escapes recognition. Edward the 
Idle is attached as an extra Aide-de-Camp to the best 
Advertisiog General of the day. Consequently, he is 
‘‘well taken care of .” His name appears constantly in 
despatches, and at the end of the war his breast is 
covered with decorations. He receives promotion and 
£500 for carrying home despatches, telling how the 
Advertising General has beaten the worst army in the 
world with the assistance of the best. As this startling 
intelligence has already been conveyed to the Sovereign 
by telegraph, the reward is not quite in proportion 
with the service rendered. However, scruples of conscience 
do not trouble Edward very much as he marches down 
PaU-Mall to a snug little berth that has been made for 
him at the War-Office. As for Eosiir, he returns to his 
drudgery with the Marines. 

Picture V.— Middle Life-— The two Soldiers have now 
served for many years. Eobdt the Industrious has 
married a wife as poor as himself, and with hm miserable 
pay has found it difficult to keep the wolf from the door, 
much less defray the expense of children’s schooling. 
He has at length risen to field rank, and is entitled to 
spurs and a brass scabbard. Edward the Idle has come 
in for all sorts of good things. He has always been 
on the Staff, and, as Military Secretary to a Viceroy, 
has wedded an heiress with a title. His new family 
connections have been most advantageous to him in 
furthering his interests in his profession. When he is 
scarcely forty he has become a General and a E.C.B. 
However, in spite of his grandeur he still experiences a 
friendly feeling for Eobin’ when he sees the name of 
his old associate included in the list of the Marines. 

Picture VI., and Last.— TAa JReward of Idleness and 
Industry , — Here we have the exterior of St. James’s 
Palace on a Levee day. A mass of brilliant uniforms 
are seen in the background. Boom is being made for 
the carriage of Lord Scaxtercask, who wears a Field- 
Marshal’s uniform covered with decorations. His Lord- 
ship has sauntered through life taking all the plums of 
the profession that have been ofiered to him, with lazy 
indifierence. He is seen talking to a white-headed old 
officer wearing the faded uniform of a Lieutenant- 
Colonel. “ Yes, Slowgo, my man,” he is saying, with 
lofty condescension. “ With my interest I ought to have 
been able to help you. I ought to have been able to have 
got you a berth over and over again. But you see 1 
couldn’t, my dear fellow— you had. to stick to your 
Eegiment and field rank. Your advancement was barred 
by your position.” “Yes, I know, my Lord,” replies 
the broken-down, poverty-stricken old officer, with a 
sigh, “ I belonged to the Marines ! ” 


A duestion of Wind. 

Sheer strength, steady science once more see behind ! 

But “ a bit of a breeze ” might have altered the test. 
Poor Cambridge had hopes in a rousing East wind, 

But Oxford had faith in a West I 


Biuoar’s “ Arpbal.”— “Once more unto the breach, 
dear friends I Once more I ” This quotation is from 
Shaxspeare’s Henry the Fifth^mt from the Biogar’s 
Opera, from which the gallant M.P. might sing “ How 
happy shall I be with neither I ” But he appealed 
in vain. 



AFTER THE PARTY. 

“ Surely you *ve not W/Lshed this Mornino, Tommy ? ” 

“Ho, Mamma! I was in Bed so late last niokt that I didn’t trine 
I BEQUiBED rr ! ** 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIAEY OP TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons^ Monday Night, March 12. — Interestm, 
proposal of Great Eastern Eailway Com] 


Great Eastern Eailway 

Great array of vindicators of popular rights. 


debate on 

ly to extend line to High Beech. 
“House been sold once about 
blowholes on the Embankment, hot to be taken in again,” says Mr. Puleston. 
General state of virtuous indignation hostile to all railway projects. Curious 
efieot among the Aldermen. Alderman Lawrence for BUI, .Mderman Fowl:^ 
against. Alderman Sir Andrew Lush plaintively urges claims of bis Consti- 
tuents. They are, it seems, all “married men with wives and f^ilies;” 
“ circumstances not altogetner unprecedented when men are mariied,” Mr. 
Firth says. 

“ They want to go to ffigh Beech 
his eyes. Apparently this the sole _ 

of House pictures to itself the father _ „ , 

wife in chronic state of tearfulness, children wasting away. A whole^ family — 
married man, wife, and children — ^pining for opportunity to go to High Beech 
by Great Eastern Eailway ! 

“ My Constituents,” Sir Andrew whined, “ want to get there, and the 
House seems inclined to say, ‘ No ; we won’t let you get ^ere.* ” 

Believe this affecting scene would have carried the Bill. Unfortunately, 
one of Sir Andrew’s Constituents present. It was Mr. Waddy, who admitted 
to being a married uiaTi, also to a wife and cbildren, and he bluntly declared 
that “he did not want to get there. ” House began^ to look with suspicion on 
Sir Andrew. Was it possible he had been deceiving them ? Had he been 
working on their feelings, picturing a state of things that was not ? If he could 
have arranged counter-demonstration, might have been different. A few 
married men from Finsbury (having wives and children) appearing at the Bar, 
protesting that they “ wanted to get there,” would have settled the matter. 

As it was, House obliged to accept sole testimony offered. Mr. Waddy, a 
married man, ready to depose on oath that he, his wife, and family, did not 
“want to get there.” Accordingly, Bill thrown out. 

“ I shall appeal against this,” Sir AlNDBEw sobbed. “We’ll have the case 
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re-heard, or four thousand married men in Finsbury, their "wives, 
and families, will know the reason why.” 

“ I »d advise you not to appeal,” said Joseph tons. Costs more 
money, it *s no use.” Bitsine&s done. — Yoting Army Estimates. 

Tuesday Night. — Great incursion of Boers in both Houses. No 
reference to Lord Stanley of Aldebley, or Lord Denman, Mr. Stan- 
ley Leighton, or Sir Gboegb Balpoxtk. Sharp short work m the 
Lords, and some pretty speaking. Lord Oeanbrook led attack. Full 
of fire and fury. Lord Debby replied. ^ -01.1 

** Discusses affair as if were arbitrating on differ enoe in focnool 
Board or Young Men’s Literary Society,” says Lord Dunbaven. 
Lord Caibns as frigid as Lord Debby, but little more polish. Lord 
Ejdoebley dull and prolix. 

Thinks he.’s going to dispose of the Boer question on the homoeo- 
pathic principle,” says Lord Bosebbey. “ Similia curantur. 

But bore on Boer, if not exactly false heraldry, isunattractive oratory. 

Lord Stanhope ^satisfied. Lord Beaboubnb condemnatory. 
More than ever regrets he accepted the Peerage when forced on him 
by Gladstone. l 3 )rd Salisbuey delightful, as he always is when 
discussing his noble friend and connecnon. 

“ Could hardly ke^ hia hands off the Derby china when on his 
own shelf,” says the Lobd Chancellor, with that solemn face which 
lends point to the worst jokes ; “ but now he ’s Worcester than ever.” 

Some little hits immensely enjoyed by the House, Lord Derby 
sitting all the while looking straight before him with stonewall 
countenance, as if some one else was being discussed. 

“The Duke of Wellington,” says Our Only General, “when 
being lowered from the arch, did not keep his countenance better 
amid surprising circumstances than does my Lord Derby.” 

Perhaps prettiest speech of excellent Debate was Lord Granville’s 
few words spoken witti smiling face and courteous gestures. Besolved 
the whole matter, and fully two hours’ talk, in a sentence, when he 



young men. He of course expected refusal, led up to it by presenting 
impossible Bill. But didn’t dare to hope for refusal in this tone.” 

Heard yesterday Captain Qosset ill. Learn to-day he’s better. 
Everybody tells everybody else so with congratulation. The House 
of Commons wouldn’t be the same without the portly presence, the 
shapely legs, and the friendly face of our dear old Sergeant-at-Arms. 

Thursday. — Mr. Gladstone put his foot down yesterday, and to- 
day the Fenians have blown it up. Thought we were in for a quiet 



position we were put in by the policy of 
made this most unfortunate annexation of the Transvaal.” 

Moreover, the smiling Earl pointed out that whilst Lords Cean- 
BEOOR, Cairns, and Salisbury looked daggers, they did not recom- 
mend their use by the Government. 

“ These, my Lords,” continued Earl Granville, yjdth little nod 
and smile, as if dismissing a deputation, “ are sufdcient results to 
obtain from this Debate,” 

So Lords thought, and went home in good time for dinner, leaving 
House of Commons to take two days in saying same thing over again 
in form much less neat. Business done. — ^Invasion of the Boers. 

Wednesday. — ^Mr. Gladstone put his foot down in New but 
Grandly Manly way. Says we ’ve had enough of Sessions given up 
to Irish legislation. Time other and not immaterial parts of the 

British Islands 
should have a 
turn. So no more 
Land Bills for at 
least six months. 

“ What d’ye 
think of that for 
a speech ? ” I 
asked Mr. La- 
BOTJOHERE, when 
it was over, and 
House empty 
again. 

“I think,” said 
the philosophical 
Radical, “ that 
Gladstone never 
made a speech 
which so entirely 
W.B. Cr. to Mr. JP-rn^ll. ‘‘Here break we off! pleased a ll sec- 
Never agm with you, EobinI ” [Effect of tions of House of 
an Explosion m the House.] ^ q ommons. It 

gratified the Tories, who were in terror of new concessions to 
tenants. On the same ground it pleased what I caU the Whigs— 
that is, any Liberal who doesn’t agjree with me.” 

“But what about the Pamellites and the Liberals below the 
Gangway ? ” 

“ My dear, but too simple-minded, Toby, there is no one in the 
Honse better pleased. Puts both under x>ositlve personal obligations. 
Gives us advantage of cheaply posing as friends of the National 
Party in Ireland, ’smoh means votes in English boroughs, and at same 
time does no harm. If our vote would turn scale, and compel Glad- 
stone to hring in Irish Land Bill, that would be different— not to 
me personally, but to some others in this part of the House. But 
he quite and we pose with advantage to ourselves without 
hurting anybody else. Afi for Parnell, Gladstone’s speech is 
worth twenty thousand pounds, three years’ sustentation fund for his 


Effect of an Explosion out of the House. Mr. Gourley addresses a crowded 
Audience on Thursday Night, March 15. 

evening. At question time, Mr. Reginald Yorre had brought 
down ms own private bombshell, which he had intended to explode 
to the smashing, pulverising, and ntter destruction of Son Herbert. 
But it turned out that the fuse was damp. Didn’t go off, and left 
Reginald with a beautiful speech, illustrated with long exixaots, 
undelivered. Much sympathy with him on neighbouring Benches, 
where Hon. Gentlemen had speeches of their own ready to fire off 
after his explosion. Sank their sorrow in his more poignant grief. 


Never mind,” said Warton, handing consolatory snuif-box. 

■ ■ or lose sight of the two chapters in 
meant to quote at length. You can 


pply to reduce the Premier’s salary by a 
a fire off at Herbert. J mean to bring 


Hume’s „ „ 
move in Committee of 
tbonsand pounds, and then 
on my Patent Medicines Motion in that way.” 

House had settled down into deadliest duLness. Mr. Gourley bad 
undertaken to answer Big Ben’s question, put any time during last 
fifteen years. ‘ ‘ Where ’s your Reserves ? ” Opened subject on Duke 
of Edinburgh’s Report. Hadn’t got far when interrupted by 
another report. Duke of Edih burgh in Gallery waiting to hear 
speech. Drawn off by greater attraction. Members generally hurried 
off to Parliament Street. Several arrested by strange Policemen on sus- 
picion. Sir William Harcourt after first shook calm and resolute. 

“ What I don’t like,” says he, “ is their sending boxes to me. 
Denning refuses to open them unless his salary is doubled. Clerks 
in Home Office get out of the way, and busily engaged all day when 
one arrives. But this blowing up of public buildings when we ’re all 
out can be grappled with, and shall.” 

Confess I don’t like it myself. Still trembling with shock. Meet 
PoKceman in the Lobby, Like to talk to a Policeman in these 
times. Feel safe there at least. “ A shocking thing this,” I say 
to one (A 1). “ They will he trying this place next.” 

“ No, Sir,” says A 1, lowering his voice confidentially, and point- 
ing with thumb over bis shoulder to House. “ There ’« too many of 
them there^ and they ’rc regler sitters.^^ 

Don’t know what he means. Dursn’t ask. Might be arrested on 
suspieion. Think 1 ’ll go and take a walk on Hampstead Heath, or 
Clapham Common. Business done. — Report — of Supply in the House 
of Conimons, of dynamite in office of Local Government Board. 

Friday. — ^Debate on Transvaal continued. Forster came out 
splendidly. Insists we shall go to war to reinstate Chumsizanie, or 
some other black Gentleman iu South Africa who ’s been having his 
hen-roost robbed. Never mind talking about cost in life or coin, 
Gk) to war first and talk of that afterwards. Ekiow now why a 
man’s called a Q^naker. “ ’Cause he makes you quake.” Haven’t 
got over the explosion yesterday, and here ’s Forster on the war- 
path ! Business None. 


To Bobbies and Burglars. — “The Ministry,” says the Daily 
Telegraph, “ will probably introduce a short measure ’’—don’t like 
“ short measures,” as a rule — “for the piupose of dealing at once 
with the urgent question of the simplification of areas, and adjust- 
ment of boundaries of local au^orities.” This seems to be good 
news for the^ burglar, or the Policeman du his beat, — or for both. 
“ Simplifioation of areas ” certainly affects them equally. 


TO COBBESPONDENIS. — ^In no case can Contiibutioni, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aecompeaM 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope cr Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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NEW LAMPS FOR OLD. 

Eveit Practical JoHisr Hollingsheae’s “sacred lamp of Bur- 
lesaue ” occasionally requires redlling witli oil, or most assuredly it 
will sputter, flare, smoke, and eventually go out, leaving nothing 

behind but a disagreeable vapour. 
More nonsense has probably been 
written about Burlesque than about 
any amusement ostensibly patron- 
ised by the people. It is too often 
assumed that the dlfhcult art— nay 
more, the wholesome and necessary 
art of courteous caricature— is one 
of no literary pretension, and may 
be safely flung as a sop to the silliest 
and vainest member of the profes- 
sion devoted to acting. The fallacy 
of this proposition has been proved, 
notwithstandiDg Practical John's 
periodioal spars with sensitive 
Critics, by a degraded estimate of 
the possibilities of Burlesque, and a 
growing carelessness and indifler- 
ence on the part of its interpreters. 
A Graiety play has, by inattention 
to the simplest rules of dramatic 
political economy, come to be 
considered embodied childishness; 
the Gaiety performers have too 
frequently mistaken petting for 
Wonderful get-up. “Terry popularity. 

Incognita.” jBlue JBeard in form and in colour, 

in aim and in opportunity appears 
to be the kind of oil that the sacred lamp required. The flickering 
flame greedily swallowed it, up it started into brilliancy, and behold 
the Critics and the Cynics are shaking hands, forced laughter is 
exchanged for honest merriment, and the G-aiety company plumes 
out its feathers, and the individual members of it have no longer 
to study themselves, but the characters entrusted to them. So long j 
as they put earnest purpose into their work, they need never be j 
ashamed of their calling. Why should they be ? As their pre- 
decessors iu the best English school of Burlesque, they have had 
Eobson — clarumet venerahile nomen— ^ genius although a Burlesque 
Actor— Maeib Wilton and Miss Herb bet— Comedians although 
Burlesque Actresses ; engaged in the very same occupation have been 
Ada Cavendish, John L. Toole, Hbnbt Irvotg, W. H. Kendal 
— one of the moat favourite Burlesque Actors ’Glasgow ever had— 
David James, Thomas Thorne, John Hare— he might have been 
seen in petticoats at the Prince of Wales’s Theatre— and indeed all 
the best Comedy Actors and Actresses of our time. For Burlesque 
properly considered is not a hasty pudding of jingle and music-hall 
songs, or an opportunity for smart clothes and breakdowns, but a 



The Hulla-baloo Chamber. Arrival of the Detective. 


funny play with point and circumstance, coutaining a legitimate 
opening for parody and caricature. What indeed are the Gilbert 
and Sullivan’s Operas but Burlesques dressed up in the flne and 
fashionable feathers of Comic Opera? Are these Sorcerers and 
Pinafore*, these Pirates and lolanthes, with their Policemen and 
Soldiers, their Curates and Lord Chancellors, their love-sick Maidens 
and love-struck Guardsmen, any less Burlesque because they are set 



to music by an accomplished musician who is himself a humorist in 
music, instead of being decorated with the best existing and popular 
music that comes to band. Mr. George Grossmixh sings patter- 
songs, and so does Mr. Edward Terry, the latter having the better 
of it as far as voice goes. The lyrics awarded to Miss Farren are 
no less laughable than such as are entrusted to Mr. Barrington. 
Miss Kate Yaxjghan might be as usefully employed as a shepherdess 
or fairy as Miss Leonora Braham or Miss Marion Hood, the 
Savoyards having the advantage in vocalisation, and the Gaiety in 
the “poetry of motion.” 

Miss E. Farren, deservedly one of the most popular Actresses on 
the Stage, who, in other days, might have been— with discipline — a 
Mrs. Abington or Mrs. Jordan, needs no lime-light now to empha- 
sise the fact that she is an Artist. Her singing of “ Jfy -Boy,” in 
variation, suggestion, and Cockney whimsicality, is a masterpiece. 
With no pathetic touch to assist her, as in mx , Reece's capital 
skeet-Arab’s song, the humour of the thiog is just as bright and 
keen. Her performance of Plue Beard is not a confidential com- 
mentary between Miss Farren and her audience, but a clever bit of 
skilful burlesque acting. 

Hor need Mias Yaughan lean upon her milliner for distinction in 
an Art in which she is evidently proficient, Hitherto her fancifnl 
attire and her grace- 
ful steps have cou- 
stituted her claims 
as au Actress ; but 
uow her sin^ng of 
a brokeu - French 
song, and her swift 
and short imitation 
of Sara Bern- 
hardt, develop a 
charming fund of 
happy caricature. 

That excellent 
comedian, Mr. E. 

Terry, has hitherto 
been forced to 
squirm and twist 
and exaggerate his 
own style for lack 
of literary or comic 
suggestion ; but Darby and Joan, of Arc. “ Arc forrard ! Away ! ” 
uow, as the broken- 

down, impecunious father of Mrs, Blue Beard, he is as genuinely 
funny as Jemmy Rogers ever was in the palmy days of the Strand. 

Miss Connie Gilchrist is “ getting a big girl now,” but has lost 
noue of the artlessness of her childhood ; necessarily a subordinate 
figure, she is always a pleasant companion to her associates on the 
stage. But the spirit of Blue Beard is otherwise infectious. ^ How 
often, under other and more depressing circumstances, the assistants 
and extras have gone through their work wearily and miserably. 
Now they start into life and action ; they are aroused to intelligence, 
and try, at any rate, to do their best. Even Mr, Irvtng could not 
be offended, or Mr. Kyrle Bellew outraged at the caricature by 
Mr. Henley, who cleverly, and in a few touches shows how uncon- 
sciously Mr. Bellew imitates Mr. Irving; and there is not a 
“ Masher ” in the famous front row who woiald break his crutch with 
rage, or disturb the symmetry of his shirt-front on account of the 
reflected affectation and mirrored apathy of the pretty young Ladies 
who so serenely satirise the youthful follies of an effeminate and 
unrobust age. If Blue Beard sets the example, never neglected in 
the days of Robson, Wilton, Rogers & Co., of makmg the company 
act up to the play, the reaction will not have been in vain. ^ It is a 
step in the right direction, and though much more remains to he 
done, yet as matters stand all are satisfied. Company, Comedians 
and Critics. 



Additional Verse to an Old Song. 

“They wiR spoil the Embankment,” says Hogg unto Smith, 
“ But of course it ’s no bnsinesB of mine ! ” 

Says Smith, “ ’Twould look better without them than ^th, 
But of course it’s no business of mine ! ” 

Says Percy to both, a young Percy quite se ,^ 

“ Won’t enter the lists against Westminster’s Circe, 

If Bull doesn’t kick up a shine, it ’s a mercy,— 

But of course it ’s no business of mine t ” 

Chorus — Of course, &o. 


Our own Mtrs. R. says they seem to be making a great fuss about 
the Exhibition of Messrs. Sheridan and Byrne, but tu*y 
should, when you can see all the celebrities at Madame Tussacd s 
any day for a shilUng, she finds it hard to understand. 


VOL. Lxxxrv. 
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TO "HUBERT” FROM TOBY. 

Deas Hxtbebt, 

Let me oon^atxilate you on your pluck, whiob. 
is ever the oharaoteristio of your noble race. You have 
indeed proved yourself worthy of your illubtrious descent. 
And surely the two great Saints, whose names you bear, 
must have had you under their speoial protection, — I 
mean SS. Hubert and Bernard, for whom, (the latter 
especially, as I confess to being a trifte ignorant about 
^e former, though I am a Protestant dog myself), I 
have always had the most profound admiration, — ^as 
your escape from the knives of the cowardly assassins, 
or at least from the knife of the one scoundrel whom I 
hear you collared and dragged to the ground was simply 
miraculous. Brayo, Hubert I 

Do write and give me particulars, there ’s a good old 
boy ! Confirm the story by.your own “ Ipse Dixie,^* Do 
teu me exactly how you escaped. Go into details, with- 
out any waggery, you old rascal you I and let me know 
how you seized that man in woman’s clothes. Did you 
tear a great piece out of his dress ? Or out of his leg ? 
Didn’t ne use his knife at all ? Why did you let him go 
when you’d once got him down ? And when poor Lady 
Flobence was stunned, and with a handful of dirt in her 
mouth, didn’t the other assassin, who thought that, after 
three stabbings, he had settled her, make for you 9 
And ha^’t you to struggle with them both ? Did they 
cram dirt down your throat, old man, to prevent you 
from barking ? Was one about to stick you, and did the 
other, with some touch of humanity left in him, intercept 
his murderous design ? 

Did you, in your frantic rage, tear the female dresses 
worn by these two disguised men all to shreds,— for, up 
to the present moment of my writing this, I have not 
heard that any trace of those gowns has been discovered ? 
How do comply with my request, which is the request 
of all England, for full informadon from you, and do 
not simply wag your tail and say, “ Bow, wow, wow I ” 
I tell you, Hubert, I will not be put off with. “Bow, 
wow, wow I ” 

I am informed that after these deeds of daring you did 
not “reappear till the following morning.” This is the real 
modesty of a genuine hero. In this “ dog trait ” I recog- 
nise my own noble St. Bernard. But, old fellow, don’t 
think me impertinent if I ask, where were you ? 

^ The noble deeds of your great ancestors were for a 
time partially discredited by impertinent visitors to 
Mount St. Bernard’s, who said that the Ghrand Old Dogs 
never ^d cury haK-frozen children to the Monastery. 
Many, in this sceptical age, don’t believe half they hear 
about the doings of the Great St. Bernard Dogs, and it is 
for you, my Hubert, to take this opportunity of coming 
forward, and telling the scoffers how you saved a Lady’s 
me, at the risk of your own, and miraculously escaped 
from the rufSians armed with knives, without a scratch 
on your muzzle, or even a rumpled coat. 

Speak out in your own defence, my boy, as, already, 
mere are some— but I have set them down, and warmly 
defended your reputation — who insinuate that your name 
should be changed from Suhert to Falstaff^-^yoX, they will 
never make me believe that you are a “ false staff ” to 
trust to in a diffleulty, or that the scoundrel you pinned 
to the ground was one of the notorious gang of “ men in 
buckram.” May you live long and prosper. Write 
soon. Yours ever, 

Toby. 

P.S. — ^Therewas another JFVorewcewho had a faithful 
dog whose name was “Diogenes.” Do you remember 
how he made for Mr, Toots, and how that Gentleman 
sam it was of no consequence,” eh ? I don’t think that 
™aan whom you took by the calf .would have been of 
j3zr. Tooths opinion. Speak up ! 


A MCodern. IMCud-rigal. 

Hukrah ! for the rain and the slosh I 
Hurrah ! for the gallant galosh I 
Hurrah for the damp. 

And the “ brolly ” of Qamp ! 

Hurrah for the brave mackintosh I 

CoMEOET TOE THE CoEPOEATioir. — “Threatened men 
live long.” 



CACKLE. 

As served up daily to a patUfrvt Publie by its Sapient Tarty Scribes, 

The victory of the Bluebuff Candidate in Central Clodshire yesterday, by a 
largely increased majority of Seven— at the General Election in 1880 it was only 
is one of those events whose importance can hardly be overestimated and 
whose significance can never be exhausted. We pointed out some days since, 
that whilst no sort of meaning and no kind of credit would attach to the victory 
of the Buffhlue Candidate, the defeat of that ill-advised intruder upon a con- 
stituency whose loyalty to Bluebuff principles has so long been conspicuous, 
would cover our party with glory and inspire it with hope. The event has 
proved that we, and we alone, were entirely right. The machinations of 
our opponents have faded ignominiously, their Candidate has suffered a crushing 
defeat, Hor, ingenious as they ever are at inventing hollow excuses and fudging 
up factitious consolation, will they in this case find a single circumstance to 
lessen their profound disappointment or mitigate tbeir deep disgrace. The battle 
was fought upon broad Party Principles, the Buffhlues had every advantage in 
their favour ; buttered up to the ears by their Candidate, and caucusaed up to 
the chins by the local wire-pullers, they polled their very last man, and— «7ere 
beaten by Seven ! ! ! 

Ah, that Seven ! “ We are Seven,” sang the poet’s simple interlocutor. The 
Clodshire Seven, more glorious than the “Seven against Thebes”— may make 
those words the refrain of a patriotic peean that shall ring down the ages and 
sound on into the Bluebuff millennium. 

It may perhaps be said that after aH they were only Seven, and that they I 
only seoured a seat which before had been saved by Six I But this would not be a j 
just estimate of the result. Would the Homans have rejoiced less in the saving 
of the Cauitol if they had found that the goose-fiock which saved it numbered j 
not more than Seven r The tme measure of the magnitude of our triumph may 
be found— in the efforts we mnst have made to minimise it had the saving Seven j 
been on the other side. ] 

De. Beksoe once wrote an Essay on the Belation of the Chapter to the 
Bishop, How His Gbraoe might supplement it with another, entitled Its Aim ; 
ovj The End of the Chapter, 

A Cetthpled Hosele/f.— a Corn on the tip-toe of expectation. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PEOM 

THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Some of Commons^ Monday, March 19. — Chaeles Lewis is back 
after serving the constituency of Der^ in the Far West. ^ 

“ Yes,” says Mr. Cahstb, to whom I make the observation; “but 
you needn’t mention it. Lewis won’t be in the House half-an-hour 
before he ’IL advertise the interesting fact through what are called 
the usual channels of formation.” 

Caine right as usual. Can’t exactly recall how often Lewis was 
up in course of sitting, but know it was on every possible stage. 
First on notices, next on questions, thirdly in debate. This is 

making up for lost time. By 
Whitsuntiae he’ll be straight 
with Members who ’ve been here 
since February. 

Sir R. Cross wants to know 
how it was House was Counted 
Out on Friday. 

“Yery proper quarter for 
inquiry to come from,” says Mr. 
Chamberlain, “ seeing he 
wasn’t there himself to hmp to 
make a House.” 

Mr. Childers volunteers to 
reply. Interesting narrative of 
how he met Lord Richard 
Orosvenor when going out to 
dinner ; how Lord Richard 
asked him to “ be down at nine 
o’clock, and bring as many 
Members with him as he could 
get.” 

“ This,” says General Burna- 
by, “comes of old associations. 
Grosvenor forgets Childers no 
longer Minister for War. Sends 
him out on picket duty.” 

Pleased vision dawns before 
Honse of Mr. Childers eating 
1 ci. T , 1 ^ hsAty dinner, then running out 

to patrol Sc. James’s and Parliament Street, pld^g up stray Mem- 
DCTs, mesting them, and maxching them down to make Honse. 

^ Mr. Torre, momentarily withdrawing his mind from Hilmainham, 
mqTmes about the mystery at Windsor— “ That terrible struggle for 
me m the lonelyplantation near the Willows,” as Standard beauti- 
inlly calls it. House laughs. Why should House laimh ? Laughs 

g ram when Gladstone says, with great gravity, “ I don’t think 
OMB Secretary IS in a position to give any information which 
would be of value to the House,” 



The Easter Lily. 



x, .>1 Yi — ' T . jLbJBijQo/, buubu JJLVJLO we 

Mve ^e problem solved of the protection of the Havy. We have 
been hammering away at it for years, and spent miluons, and idl 
the tune have h^ close at hand, within domestic circle, the true 
armour-nlatang of the futiire.” , uu wue 

^ED, hastily, “ if you’re going through your speech 
again, I ’U see you by-and-by,” 

1^0 ; I m only sor ry this didn’t happen a day or two before I 
made my speech. Would have been a great point. Thing is, get 
coraete made on prmciple of Lady Florence Dixie’s ; plate ships 
with them, and there you are. Hothing would go through them. At 
once cheap and effectual. Suppose you don’t know the address of 
the corset-maker ? ” 

Of corse ’ets no bnsiness of mine now,” said the former Chief 
vexed I thought at the idea having first 
^ * ^ 5 "^ suppose the thing will be advertised. When 

®^d papers are preserved in a safe, always see 
advertisement afterwards. Expect when Lady Florence’s hand is 
®7® to the corset-maker something after this style 

-UEAR M adam , — I am happy to inform you that your knife-and- 
dagger-resistang corsets have saved my life. Walking in mv 
Satoday eyyning last, I was attacked by two men in 
ItwasafeaiMWaadlstriMledhaicL Thrice 
a ^ Mote me ■with a dagger. His eyes were dark, and so was his 
His features were liTid, his white teeUi firmly denohed, and 
struck, and thnoe Sie faithful 
foil^ his Uow. ^ short, hut for your corset I diould now he 
1 T “ hberte to make what use you please of *>n'. 

yonrs faithfiiUy and gratefully, &o., &o.’ 
u 1® f?*** 9 ^ thing you may look for.” 

Tl^ you,” sud C.B., never thought of that.” 

Muiineu uo»e.— Bankrupti^ Bill read a Second lime. 


Tuesday . — Things rather gone off to-day. Sir R, Cross was to 
have brought on question of Cuban Refugees. But it seems Spanish 
Government are coming round to right view of matter, and Spaniards 
mustn’t be hurried. 

“ Generally long time coming, round to anything,” Sir Arthur 
Otway says, “ especially to right view.” 

Randolph furious. Had meant to pat things straight after little 
weakness last Friday when he agreed 
with Gladstone on Amendment to 
Transvaal Debate. Only did it, he 
explains apologetically, in order to 
get rap at Hicrs-Beaoh. Still, to 
have asked Gorst to withdraw 
Amendment in favour of one suggested 
by Premier, makes him feel uncom- 
fortable. Meant to have put it right 
to-day on Cuban Refugee business, 
and here ’s Cross positively drawing 
back. Randolph gkres upon unoon- 
Boions Sir Richard as if it was hie 
hat he sat upon on resuming his seat. 

Whereas it was only Sclatsr- 
Booth’s. 

Debate on Grand Old Committees 
not precisely entertaining. Mr.RAiKES 
makes a melancholy speech. Gather 
generally that with Grand ^mmittees 
the country will hurry with hastened 
steps to destruction. Honse takes 
matter very quietly, considering, and 
finally agrees to refer Bankruptcy Bill. 

More about Lady Florence Dixie. Mr. O’Shea wants public 
inquiry. Impenetrable gravity of Sir William Haroourt when he 
answers that inquiry goin^ on, but he’s “not in position to make 
any statement on the subject.” More laughter when Mr. Laboit- 
CHEEE asks whether reward will be offered for discovery of guilty 
parties ? Sir William Harcotjrt graver than ever. Like me, 
doesn’t see the joke. Ho joke at all for people witR dark hair ana 
eyes, pale face, and white teeth, especially if they look as if they 
occasionaEy wore a jpreen gown. 

At seven o’clock House up for Easter Holidays. 

business done , — Go home till Thursday week. 



Lord R. GhurchilL doesn’t put 
his foot down. 


A YENETIAN DESTNEE SONG. 

Yenetian Salon,” at the Holbom Bestanrant, has been recently 
opened. ** Grand Marble Staii'case”— and “ Marble Halls” in which you 
don’t “ dream that you dwelt,” but where you realistically dine. For the 
original of this song vide Mr. H. 0. Mbmvalb’s ” Boat Song,” p. 162, in 
his JF?ate Pilgrim and other JBoeme^ 


The People are dining 
Free-lee, free-lee ; 

The marble is shining 
On me, on me ; 

And some folks are growing 
^ gay, 80 gay, . 

While others are going 
To pay, to pay. 

And some guests are calling 
* ‘ Wai-ifer / Wai-fer ! ” 
And waiters are bawling 
“Yes, Ay»r.' Yes, Sir I” 
They give us a filling 
Me-nu, Me-nu, 

The waiters are willing, 

“ And hoo’ — and boo’.” 

In Yenice— no, Holbom, 

To dine, to dine, 

The high and the low-hom 
Com-hine, com-bine. 

The fittings are splendid 
To see, to see, 

You dine (I know ten did) 
Cheap-lee, cheap-lee ! 

We eat to repletion 
Too soon, too soon, 

In this Hew Yenetian 
Sa-loon, Sa-loon, 


The hand plays some Hation- 
-al toon, -al toon, 

Which stops conversation, 

A boon ! A boon ! 

The dinner is good, not 
Cost-lee, cost-lee, 

If ’twere, do it would not 
For me, for me. 

’Tis lit by electri- 
-oitee, -cite^ 

Ton can the effect try, 

And see, and see. 

But here comes the Doge in— 
Hoise cease, noise cease I 
We ’re at, I ’m “ suppogin’,” 
Ye-nioe, Ye-nice. 

Here ’s Shy lock / Hote sound of 
“ Oh yesh I Oh yesh ! ” 

He ’s cutting a pound of 
Cook’d flesh, cook’d flesh. 

And here is Childe Sarold. 

’Tis he I ’tis he! 

Of whom Byron caroll’d 
Sweet-lee, sweet-lee. 

And here comes Othello, 

Tie white, tie white 

lN(m, wakenpl old fellow. 
Geod night I Good night ! 


_ Odd” Contradiction at the Admiraxty Cotot.— Fhillimor 
isn’t, Butt is I 
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THE BOILING POT ; OB, HOW TO KEEP IT HP. 

(.^.5 . — It is done hy a Contents BilV' and a Special'* Edition — 
Vide below . ) 

THE EVENING STAGGERER. 

{special edition.) 

THREATENING TO BLOW UP THE TOWER. 
HORRIBLE OUTRAGE AT THE HOME OFFICE. 
GREAT DISCOYERT OP AR1\1S IN THE REGENT’S CANAL. 
ALLEGED DISAPPEARANCE OF AN ARCHBISHOP. 
EARTHQUAKE AT WINDSOR CASTLE. 
MYSTERIOUS EXPLOSION IN THE CITY. 
FRIGHTFUL RAILWAY COLLISION. 
ANARCHISTS AT CAMBERWELL. 

NARROW ESCAPE OP THE EMPEROR OF GERMANY. 
Latest Betting. 


THREAT TO BLOW UP THE TOWER. 

A iiTTLE boy, -wbo gave his age as eleven, vas discovered in 
Thames Street this morning with a halfpenny sq.aib and box of 
matches. On the exfdosives being taken away from him, he 
admitted, on cross-examination, that his intention was to blow up 
the Tower. The investigation was still proceeding when onr reporter 
left. 

OUTRAGE AT THE HOME OFFICE. 

Between half -past eleven and a quarter to twelve this morning a 
stranger, wearing a large woollen comforter and ordinary black kid 
gloves, but who, the messenger on duty happened to note, was 
eating an orange in rather an excited manner, deliberately entered 
the Home OfS.ce, and asked the way to the Stamp Department. 
Shortly afterwards, Sir William Haecouet having occasion to leave 
his ofSclal room, slipped down on a piece of the peel that had been 
evidently left designedly on the stairs. The worthy Baronet, though 
not much shaken, said he supposed that the outrage was politic^ 
and might not be unconnected with the New Bankruptcy Bill. The 
affair is in the hands of the police. 

DISCOYERT OF ARMS IN THE REGENT’S CANAL. 

This afternoon a dredging-machine, while clearing a portion of 
the Junction basin, brought up from the bed of mud at the bottom 
a couple of old kitchen knives and a carving-fork. The weapons 
had evidently been in the water for some time, and the circumstance 
has naturally caused much excitement in the immediate neighbour- 
hood. 

ALLEGED DISAPPEARANCE OF AN ARCHBISHOP. 

An Archbishop, who has been staying at Buxton for the waters, 
disappeared mysteriously from his hotel yesterday evening, and, as 
snow was falling at the time, it was feared that he had been buried 
ahve in one or more of the drifts on the hills, for which the locality 
is famous. Great relief was therefore experienced when it was 
discovered that the worthy Prelate had been merely spending a few 
hours quietly at the house of a friend. 

REPORTED EARTHQUAKE AT WINDSOR CASTLE. 

A CoESESPONDEET from Egham writes to us;— “I was visiting 
the State Apartments at Windsor in ^e usual manner yesterday, 
when it struck me that I noted a decided oscillation of the stone 
bannisters on the grand staircase. As I had not long lunched, 1 1 
could not possibly have been mistaken, and I called the attention of | 
the Cicerone to the fact. I have not the slightest doubt but that the 
phenomenon was due to a severe shock of earthquake.”, 

MYSTERIOUS EXPLOSION IN THE CITY. 

This morning, between half-past-six and seven, a rather loud 
report was heard in the neighbourhood of Milk Street, and on the 
P(mceman on duty making inquiry, it was discovered that a slight 
accident had occurred to a kitmien-boiler that had not been properly 
repaired. Several arrests have already been made in connection with 
the affair, and some startling revelations are expected. 

FRIGHTFUL RAILWAY COLLISION. 

Yesterday evening, a coal-truok on one of the Great Northern 
sidings at King’s Cross, having been shunted by mistake on to the up 
line, ran against a stationary break-van, with sufficient force to 
damage a pane of glass in the window of the latter, and almost throw 
the Guard off his feet. The noise occasioned by the shook of toe 
meeting trucks is said to have been heard distinctly at nearly three 
yards’ distance. The line was speedily cleared. There will be a 
searching investigation into the anair. 


SUSPECTED ANARCHISTS AT CAMBERWELL. 

Some strangers have lately been seen in the neighbourhood of 
Camberwell ; and yesterday they lunched at a well-known public- 
house, without any apparent object. It is thought, therefore, that 
they are very likely Anarchists, a threatening, coloured, and illus- 
trated letter of a scurrilouB character having been received by toe 
Yicar on the morning of the 14to February last. 

NARROW ESCAPE OP THE EMPEROR OP GERMANY. 

The Emperor of Gebmary was yesterday morning about to take 
a turn in the Garden Platz, at the rear of the Palace, when an 
extremely heavy and drenching shower of rain came snddenly down, 
and determined His Majesty to abandon his stroll. The escape was 
a most narrow one, and has excited lively comment and congratula- 
tion in Court circles. 


DIX'S LAND. 

[<< The Rev. Dr. Morgan Dix has been delivering some ferocious Lenten 
lectures at Trinity Chapel, New York, conceming the shocking depravity of 
the American girl .... It has pleased Dr. Dix to denounce the higher 
education of women as if it were certain to result in toe ruin of the sex.** — 
Ball-Mall Gazette.'] 

Oh, Dr. Dix, oh, Reverend Dix ! 

So hot at denouncing the sex and its tricks, 

Your mind must be full of queer ricks and cricks, 

You are right off the rails, oh, my Reverend Dix ; 

’Tis wrong-headed “ goodies ” like you who would fix 
The yoke on the woman, and then if she kicks 
You slate ” her as though she had stolen a Pyx, 

Like jBardolpK The sex like ourselves— is a “ mix,” 

There are some who are bad, there are some who are ** bricks,” 
But keep them in darkness to cure them P 0, Dix ! 

The whitest wax-candles, without any wicks, 

! Would be little use in this world. The fierce flicks 
I Of your heavy fall wildly ; some pricks 

i Of sharp ridicule’s goad you deserve, for it licks 

Common sense to perceive what you ’re at. Budding quicks 
Need light, nor do women need darkness, my Dix. 

If you ’d nurture their morals by teaching them nir. 

Be sure that you ’d not make them Berai>hs, but sticks,” 

In yonr dull “ Dn’s Land no^ Aroa<fia, Dix, 

But a souUess Boeotia, sombre as Styx. 


A Common Complaint. 

Scene — A Common, of which, by defacing it with a Cutting, a Itaihoay 
Company have sacrificed the Scenery to their Commercial Interests, 

Genius Loci {quoting Falstaff), Company, villanous Company* 
hath been the spoil of me. 


“ Ore Yolunteer is worth six Pressed Men,” as a flattened Gentle- 
man remarked in an overcrowded first-class carriage, going down to 
Brighton on Easter Monday. 


“Restriction of Output.”— The Affirmation Bill. 


This represents i)ictorially Mr. 
Dumb-Crambo's view of what 
we’ve heard a good deal about 
recently, %.e , — 



Manifest-toes ! 


Ballad on a Bouquet. 

Just as, by any other name, 

As sweet would smell a Rose, 
So would an Onion, all the same. 
Offend a dainty nose. 

Plain fact, in periphrase conveyed, 
From naming short we shrink ; 
’Twere coarse to call a spade a 
spade, 

And use toe word we think. 


Reformed Reviewing. 

Reviews are aU too long, and 
too discursive. They should be 
short, sharp, and to toe purpose. 
For example, “JTbw to Ghroio 
Mushrooms, by WiLLiAM Earley. 
There is mush room for a little 
book of this description. It is 
evident the early Bill picks up 
toe mushroom.” This is the 
kind of thing we want to see intro- 
dnced in our critical journals. 
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DISTBIBUTION.'^ 


Jeremy Diddler {reading new Bankruptcy Bill)^ Olij this is per- 
fectly disgusting, yon know I 


drive cleverness to— in point of fact, to dogs ! 

T> ^ • T A J j. a* * J 


Brof^eumal Admeer. Tottr sentiments, Sir, do yon hononr. Ton 
shotm be in Parliament, Tonr ardent love of freedom wonld gladden 
the heart of CownN, and ronse the enthnsiasm of Claekb, 

J^emy Diddler. Oh, liberty for ever ! 1 say. Every man shonld 
be free to ‘‘ do ” as he likes— and can. 

^^^ofeemnal Adviser. A Golden Rule, indeed! *' Honest distri- 
ratioxL of Assets,” the Cancns-monger talks about. Honest distri- 
bi^on, I presnme, means diatribntion among what are called 
imnest ” people. They are mostly idiots. Then what is to become 
of brains P 

Jeremy Diddler. Oh I {Sings.)^ 

We 're going to do withont 'em, 

Don’t ’em any more ; 

We ’re going to do withont ’em, 

As lots ^ve done before. 

To deal with Commerce “ on the sqnare ” 

On a very moral plan. 

And every noodle will declare, 

“ Jam an honest man I ” 

Bah ! makes a feller sick, such hxunhng does I 
jProfeseional Advis^. Exactly, We mnst remember, however, 
<mr professional maxim— found in onr legal handbooks — 

“ foola make elaborate laws, and wise men wriggle out of them,” 
They thonght they ’d tied us up pretty tight in 1869. 


Jeremy Diddler. Yes ; but how about those ** OfSicial Receivers 
Officious Receivers I should call 'em ? 

Professional Adviser. OfBLoialism is the curse of the countr;^! 
Sixty of them, at a salary of about £1000 a year, 1 suppose, and paid 
out of the Assets! It's scandalous. These “Sixty Thieves” 
who've to be paid well for taking the bread out of poor men’s 
mouths, must be the greatest scoundrels 

Jeremy Diddler. By Jove 1 A bright idea ! IHl ctpply for the 
post myself 1 1 ! 

Professional Adviser. Few could he better fitted for it. But what 
do we want with ’em at all, when we can settle it all so comfortably 
among ourselves, and save the Sixty Thousand a year f 

Jeremy Diddler. Just so. Public inquiry he blowed ! What 's 
the Public got to do with a fdlow’s private affairs ? Onr blessed 
legislators seem to think we ’re like confounded cucumbers— can’t go 
straight unless we ’re grown under glass. 

Professional Adviser. Precisely, “Strangle our individuality,'’ 
as CoWBisr says, by officialism and publicity. 

Jeremy Dtddler. Oh, look here, Isay. Don’t talk about strangling. 
It ’s uncomfortable. Chance of practical renewal of imprisonment 
for debt is bad enough without hinting at the hemp business. 

Professional Admser. Centralisation and the Caucus are driving 
us into reactionary courses. Sir. I ’m all for “ freedom of contract ” 


VMS jjkkuv J VVIMPVn, WU. X AU SM.JL JlUli JLJLCCU.UAU UX 

and the doctrine of “ settle it among yourselves ! ” By-and-hy a 
man won't be able to sneeze without official supervision, or borrow 
half-a-crown without the consent of the Board of Trade. 


Jeremy Diddle [aghast at the latter notion). By Jove ! I ! Just 
I fancy what a lively time the Board of Trade, and Yours !liuly would 
have; hut no matter. Not quite so bad as that yet, old man. 
JSaverCt got such a thing as— 

Professiimal Adviser [hastily). I agree, with CoWBisr, that no 
Ban!^uptcy Law at all is necessary. Anyhow, Lord Ha.I£CBELXt’s 
i opinion that “ The principle on which all bankruptcy laws ought to 
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be framed was to leave everybody to manage their own afEairs ” — 
with the friendly assistance of their own legpal advisers, of oonrse — 
is a sensible one.^ Bat this poking and prying, and public inquiry. 

and army of Ojfi&cial Receivers 

J&remy Diddler^ And all to save the ridiculously small sum of 
half-a-crown— 

Professional Adviser. In the pound— 

Jttremy Diddhr. Is preposterous ! 

Professional Adviser, Monstrous II 

Jeremy Diddhr, A public scandal III A national dis^aoe 1 1 ! 
Professional Adviser, Well, cheer up, Jeremy! It isn’t passed 
yet ; and when it is, why perhaps even then^ “ Bankruptcy Made 
Easy ” may be not quite a lost art. But as to the quick distribution 

of a bankru|)t’8 assets amou^ his creditors^'^ Jerry ! 

Jeremy Diddhr, His creditors, mark you ! ! 

Together, Why what would become of us ? 


TWO LIGHTS. 


Wit iaigfit ?i^on. Sit ®torge 

Master or the Rolls, Died the 21 st of March, 1883. 

Justice op the Probate, Divorce, and Admiralty Division, took 
HIS Leave of the Rar on the same day. 


A Licht of Law, none stronger or more keen, 
Quenched in Death’s sudden shadow, to be seen, 
A steadfast beacon of clear Right no more ; 

Lost matchless judgment, lost unrivalled lore, 
The sharp, swift insight, the unerring skill, 

The strength unbending and unshaken will 
That lifted to high fame and pride of place 
The virile scion of a virile race. 

And even as men mourn their cold eclipse, 
Another Light, extinguished not, yet slips 
From the full gaze of countryman and friend. 
Though one great life yet brightens to the end, 
Sad seem the lines that, on one morning, tell 
Of Jessel’s death, and Pbuxdiobe’s farewell. 


^^THE HAPPY PAMILT” 

The Cabinet are not a happy family, in the literal sense of the 
words, as regards the question of Municipal Reform. 

However thoroughly united they may be in regard to other and 
more important matters, although even this has been questioned, on 
the difficult matter that Sir William ELarcoxtrt, in an evil hour for 
his own peace of mind, undertook to arrange to the satisfaction of 
all men, they are certainly not as one man. 

First and foremost stands their great leader with his inborn love 
and reverence for all institutions hallowed by agre and historical 
associations, who takes every possible opportunity of declaring 
emphaticaRy, that the reform of the old Corporation when it' comes, 

“ if eyer it come,” shall only tend to morease' its power, and its 
prestige, and its induenoe for good, and enable it to continne more 
freely its great and useful work. Sir William is said to dnd in 
him anything but enthusiastic support. 

The Lord Chancellor, with his intimate knowledge of the good 
deeds of the Livery Companies, gained by his position as Master of 
the Mercers, the premier Guild of London, betrays no great lon^g 
for any radical change in the Corporation or its associated Companies. 

Lord Granville has that inborn dislike to all unnecessaiw change 
that it is reasonable to expect in a prosperous and popular reer who 
has to couduct all the foreign affairs of this great Empire. 

Lord Derby is, we learn, so utterly disgusted wim the unusual 
conduct, to use the very mildest phrase in our vocabulary, of the 
President of the semi-defanct League, iu regard to the proceedings of 
the City Guilds Commission, that he never hears of his name or his 
acts or of anything that is his, without indulging in unparliamentary 
language, 

Mr. Checders is so constantly absorbed in mental calculations of a 
most abstruse character, as to now to meet the enormous deinciency i 


advice aud stay more at Home, and attend^to the necessary duties of 
his office. 

Mr. Dodson is of course nobody, and he ’s never yet got over the 
look of amazement with which he first found himself really and 
truly a Cabinet Minister. 

Lord Spencer, with his experience of Dublin, naturally shudders 
at the idea of largely increasing the power of any Municipality, and 
has a very ^rong convlctiou in his secret soul that a very consider- 
able majority of his fellow Peers wRl prove to be of the same opinion 
when the question is submitted to them. 

Mr. Chamberlain, it is well known, has expressed himself very 
strongly against one Municipality for the whole Meinropolis, and is 
in favour of separate Municipalities for the several Parliamentary 
Boroughs: and as he has had more municipal experience than all 
the rest oi his colleagues put together, his opinion should have great 
weight. 

The only Minister, in fact, on whom Sir William can rely is Sir 
I Charles Dilxb ; but as the very well understood and very freely 
I expressed opinions of Sir Charles, on nearly all political questions 
of importance, are far and away in advance of those of aristocratic Six 
William, his new colleague’s over-zeal troubles him almost as much 
as the calm indifference, or worse, of his older friends. The one 
point, however, on which they both cordiallj; agree is in their deter- 
mination to shake off all further connection with the moribund 
League ; and if its astonished President could hut know who forms 
the subject of some of the best mote of these equally celebrated wits, 
it might teach him a lesson that would prove worth the learning. 

The last rumour at “ The Reform” is that the returns just sent 
into the Home Office, as to the probable number and character of the 
constituency of the contemplated Hew Municipality, are of so 
strikingly democratic a character, that the introduction of the pro- 
posed measure, put off until after Easter, may even be postponed 
until after Whitsuntide, so as to afford more time for a thorough 
study of the returns in question. 


CRINOLETTE. 

Time was when a hideous fashion 
Moved mankind to ire and spleen, 
Till the Ladies took compassion 
On us, soomiug Crinoline. 

How a horrible successor 
Comes to make men fume and fret, 
And a wild outrageous dresser 
Dares to wear a Crinolette. 

Crinoline was bad, but surely. 

Cages dangling in the dirt, 
Wobbling very insecurely. 

Don’t improve a lady’s skirt ; 

But no matter how this practice. 
Inartistic, first began, 

It, we ’re thankful, as a fact, is 
Chiefiy loved by Mart Ann ! 


most abstruse character, as to now to meet the enormous deinciency 
antidpated from the brilliant sncoesB o£ the Blue Ribbon Arm^r, that 
wheneyer the snbject of Munidpal Reform is ^jpersuadvd^^^- 

Lord Harxinckeon, as is well loiown, vo^ tf^ whole thiug^a bore, 
and tdls everybody that, as Harcourt voluntarily' got himself into 
the mess, he must get out of it agliin the best way he. caajrhnd he 
hopes it wiR be a lesson to him in future to tw 'Mr,' Punches 


IS THE PRESS. 

: Catf a~musing, •Bj' the Author, of JS^t ; a Memory, 

: The I/ieutenanfs Company, By the Author of The' CaptawfS 
jSooTTt. . . . ' ' 

. Merely a Curse, By the Author of Only a Word, 

The Twitch's Mooni By the Author of The W&ard*e Son, 

A Durham'^P A, ' By the Author Of Sigh D^ree, 

Sot to he taken on Credit, By the Author of Por 'Cash Only, 

' The Titthhat Antrry, By the Author of The CentlA Savage, 

The Old^ Old Story, By the Author oi JVo New Thing, 

Merely a Crirris^ Stall, By the 'A'O-thor of Only a Black' Box, 

t -■ - - - 

at.Sonm^. , 'VV.' , 

{By a Slvp^sd 'Victvm of the late speVLef cheerlese Weather,) • 

“ Oh, Sleep it ie* a blessed thing, .V ' 

Beloved from pole to pole.” 

Oh ! yes, Mr. CoLERXDeB, sweetly you sing. 

And are probably right, on the whole. , 

But not this duR diowsiog that comes, day and mght, 

, From presence of Rver ” and absence of Rght. 

“ Easter Eggs.”— Here “ Tom Smith & Co.” set.'the best egg- 
sample. Of course this Firm doesn’t “put aR their eggs in one 
basket,” but Mr, Punch has seen nothing prettier for season pi 

the year than one^^of ,T. & CJo.’a^airiw^F. - They’:re fp nght 

lay,” and not one of ^em addled. ’ < 
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BONG OP A CENTEE. ] 

At Smff at a Fttiital »f tmUm 
Cfmspiratorst 

"W'SEBT the hand-bomb that’s 
hurled by the high-minded 
hero 

Es^lodes underneath the dark 
despot’s doomed car, 

Or when patriots pine in the 
prisons of Nebo, 

And the powder-keg blows up 
the walls where they are, 

Oh, those are the deeds that en- 
noble the martyrs 

Who the frolicsome dictates of 
Freedom obey: 

Though destruction’s, maybe, 
dealt around in all guarters, 

’Mongst the people that couldn’t 
get out of the way. 

But bad luck to the bast, in his 
infatuation, ^ 

Prom revenge inconsiderate, or 
vanity blmd, 

That commits an unpopular as- 
sassination, 

And against true tyrannicides 
turns all mankind ! 

For that places ourselves in an 
awkward position ; 

If Benublics and Eingdoms 
together agree 

That all sorts of assassins deserve 
extradition. 

We’ll have dynamite dashed 
from the fist of the Free ! 


For Ladies Only. 

We are told that— 

‘‘The bridle which was formerly 
used at Reading to stop the mouths 
of scolding women, has been deposited 
in the museum of that town.*’ 

^ This is satisfaeto^. In Read- 
ing now Ladies bridle their own 
tongues ; and if not, never think 
of going near the Museum. 
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“THE TWO ROSES.” 

{A New Sonff^ on BnglUh Operatic 
prospecU at Jkwry ham^ eet to a 
verp old tme.) 

Litblt Rosa back you come. 
Won’t I hear your string and brass 
and drum, drum, drum* 

0 Roze, Mabie Roze, 

You ’re singing for Gabl Rosa, 

“ So the story goes.” 

Chomst, 

0 rows of seats, whole rows, 
Will, we hope, be filled each night, 
For all your shows. 


A Philologist who had been 
much exercised by the American- 
isms “ Masher ” and “ Mashed,” 
recently imported into the English 
language, was in an ecstasy of 
delight at finding in an old copy 
of one of Vaebbtjgh’s plays this 
Stage direction: Belinda, 

mashed.^* He at once sat down 
to write a treatise, when, after 
having; set forth a learned theory 
on derivations and the recurrence 
of terms in the course of centuries, 
it occurred to him to compare his 
edition with several others of the 
same ];>lay, when gradually the 
conviction was borne in upon him 
that the word he haa read 
‘‘ mashed , and which was unde- 
niably “mashed” in his copy, 
was a misprint for masked, 
the Stage direction being Enter 
Belinda, mashedJ^-- Moral. It 
doesn’t do for a Philologist to be 
too impetuous. 


SCIENTmC JOTTINGS. 

Db. Siehents is reported to have 
grown strawberries by means of 
electricity— very nice, he says, 
although slightly savouring of 
the onrrent. Latest fruits of 
Science. 


m THE NORTH COUNTEEE. 

(NEWCASTLE TEBSIONT.) 

With thafiks to dfr. Theo, Maridods. 

Tbcm’s many a famous Member in the Horth Countree, 

Many favourites of the Caucus, many speakers of renown ; 
r o smartest that ever you did see. 

Is Radical John Mobley, who came down from London town. 

We all sat around onr Association Board, 

A Tories had a fancy that their man might win ; 

Am then Ae cme, so square and fair and broad, 
Unwmpromising rectitude about his solid chin. 

^ ^ there a 7*“’^ MaU song, 

^ needs sing too ; 

grand old Leader, and of J oseph smart and strong. 
Witty Yernon, ChdLsea Cbablie frank and true. 

Ana we said, “ Our town will make, unless we much mistake, 

A comfortable seat for you I 
Ay, a comfortable seat for you I ” 

Thwe m many a famous Member in the Keith Countree 
A-taking care the Liberal sun shall not go down. 

Mn'RT.xrv a ....... 


Bhm aM pat to logic’s dance, 
j ^ grand head hung, 

^0 sulked in a comer, and glared askance. 

We heckled” hhn, and searched him through, 


And says we, “ Our town will make, unless we much mistake, 
A comfortable seat for you, 

Ay, a comfortable seat tor you ! ” 

There ’s many a Tory voter in the Korth Countree 
A-breaking of his heart as the Bbuce goes down. 

And Joe stood a-sighing ; but he sap, says he, 

“ After all, it ’s very little use to mine or frown.” 

And the Tories own a “ beat.” 

Liberal cheers then rent the skies. 

At the sound of their defeat 
Our John Mobley did uprise, 

And his manly voice sounded so dear on our ear — 

“ Oh, Liberals straight and true, 

Bbtjce is really a good fellow, for all that I can hear, 

But for Kewcasue he ’ll hardly do. 

’Tis I that will make, unless I much mistake, 

The very sort of Member, friends, for you ! 

Ay, the very sort of Member, friends, for you ! ” 


A Waming in Waxwork. 

SuNDBY posters in divers places amiounce that a “ Portrait Modd 
of Mr. Chables S. Parnell,” M.P., has been added to Madame 
Tussaud’s Exhibition. Surd^, Mr. Pabnell has done nothing that 
can have entitled him to a positiion amongst odebrities associated in 
a certain special Chamber of the establishment in Baker Street-^as 
jet f To do him an honour so very peculiar as that of placing 
him there in effigy, seems, at least, premature. The Waxwork 


I il I k rS ri 1 1 ( riTzJ'H uTO 1 1 ■ k I <:J 


onorsoopc. 
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MR. GREENHORN^S EXPERIENCES. 

Although montlis have elapsed since the events 
occurred to which the accompanying letter refers. I think 
it may be found of snfS-cient interest to all my bachelor 
friends who are blessed with female relatives, to justify 
its insertion. 

A few da;^ after I had given my instructions to 
the Liberal Haberdashers I sometime since alluded to, 
I received, to my intense astonishment, a letter from 
my Aunt, of which the following is a copy 

“My LEAH Joseph, 

“I HAVE received from Messrs. Isaacs ahi> 
Lawsoh a parcel of Silk, which} they inform me, they 
have forwarded b^r your direction. 1 have examined 
the worthless rubbish with an amount of astonishment 


that I really find it quite impossible to express. I can 
quite understand, my dear Hephew, the kindness that 
impelled you to make me, as you fondly thought, a very 
handsome present for my approaching birthday; but 
the shameful way in which you have been swindled, 
and induced to insult me in a way that I never could 
have believed possible, worries and annoys me more ^an 
I can express. 

“ It ’s a long way, of course, from Truro to London, 
and you know how I hate those nasty Hallways, espe- 
cially since 1 have been so lame, but I shall st^ by 
the early train to-morrow morning, and we will go 
toother to those shameful swindlers, accompanied by 
a Policeman, and let them see that we are not quite 
such idiots in Cornwall as to he taken in by such an 
impudent attempt at deception. 

“ I hope the journey will not prove too much for my 
I strength ; but I shall be able to stay with you three 
or four days to recover m^rself. I shall bring my maid 
with me, so we shall require two bed-rooms. It is, of 
course, a great effort for me to make, but noting 
shall prevent my assistmg you in punishing those in- 
famous swindlers who have dared so to impose upon 
your utter ignorance of these important matters. 

“Your afEeotionate Aunt, “ Tabitha Tbevelyah’.’* 

My poor dear Aunt stayed with me a full week before 
she was able to return home. It was certainly the longest 
and the most expensive, and I fear I must add, the most 
untruthful week I ever experienced, and the worst of it 
NPWinPAQ ^ somewhat severe manner at 

ntw IUC.A9. leavingr, that my long weeks sacrifice of comfort and 

“ The fact is, See Hogeb, I don’t approvs oe Foxhunting ; at least, convenience, of boundless extravagance, and of ima- 
NOT for Msy, I THINK IT AN UNMANLY KIND OF SpoRT ! ” ginative oxplanatiOTS was all tuown away. 

it rr„ ry /» I am going to Herne Bay for a few days’ absolute 

*« 'ITT " ’ ^ and repose, and to recover my wonted serenity 

“Well, yes, you know. WoMsy can Hunt, /have, lots of times; £f ter the fearful trial to which I have been subjected, 
AND HAVE ALWAYS SEEN IN AT THE Death, I ’m ASHAMED TO SAY ! ’* from which I dxaw this moral for my futuTe guidance ! — 

“Then what on earth do you consider Manly V* Never buy a bargain in Silk; never make a present 

“Well — Bicycling, Women oan’t do rHAr, you know, not even with to a distant Relation ; and never have a spare bed-room 
Divided Skirts / ” in a small establishment. Trtaurm’Br nL-n'ei'wwn'.^'nvr 


Joseph Geebnhoen. 


THE WAY THE, MONET OOES. 

A great deal has been said and written about tbe funds of the 
Land League. It has been suggested several times that these mys- 
terious accounts shonld be audited. With a view to making a start 
in that direction, the following figures are interrogatively subjoined, 
as, from their nature, they seem likely to pass unquestioned by any- 
one:— 

Zist of JDishursements, 


Tiokets to Paris and America 

Cost of fiirting Overcoat with hand-hugging Pockets • 
Lessons from Dancing-Master in Irish Jig . . • 

Whiskey 

Entertainment of the Fair Sex (no true Irishman, 

hedad, would object to that) 

Boots and Gloves 

Contributions to the Poor-Boxes in Paris Churches 
The “ Masher Suit ” as advertised .... 

Perfumery and Hair-Curling 

Expenses of various Gentlemen— say • . . . 
Charity 


£ a. 
1,000 0 
10 0 
1 10 
1,000 0 


Other Disbursements 


. 19,979 13 9 
£25,000 0 0 


The Bival Blues. 

{From tht Some S&fretary'e point of view.) 

Bobby in Blue, put your truncheon in play, 

The rough ’s on the loose, and the “lag’s ” on the lay. 
Where is the Blue, who wat truncheon should use ? 
OS. to the Boat Race, to guard other Blues ! 


T O BE SOLD, the whole of the Stock-iu-Trade, Appliances, and 
Inventions of a Successful Esthete, who is retinog from busi- 
ness. This will include a large Stock of faded Lilies, dilapidated 
Sunflowers, and shabby Peacocks’ Feathers, several long-haired 
Wigs, a coRectioiL of mcomprehensible Poems, and a number of 
impossible Pictures. Also, a valuable Manuscript Work, entitled 
Instruction to j^sthetes, oontaining a list of sesthetic catchwords, 
dmwings of sesthetic attitudes^nd many choice secrets of the craft. 
Also, a number of well-used Dadoes, sad-coloured Draperies, blue 
and white China, and brass Fenders. 

To shallow-pated, flabby young Men with no education, who are 
anxious to embark in a profitable biminess which requires no capit^ 
but impudence, and involves no previous knowledge of nothing, this 
presents an unusual opportunity. No reasonable offer rezosed. 
Apply in the first instance to Messrs. Jucklehobe and Jalliwack, 
Soiioitors, Chancery I^e. 
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A REMONSTRANCE. 

lUtiring Old Qeiit {who had evadLed the Inc(nn&-tax for years, cmd been ** brought to 
booh** at last). “Well, I caw just mawage it this Time ; but, look hebb, 

YOU MUST IWEO&M HbR MaJESTT THAT IW FUTUHB, *PO’ MY WORD, SHE BEALLY 

mustn’t count upon mb as a Source of Income ! ” 


SA.GE aREEN, 

{Sy a Fadiiig-out Esthete,) 

Mr love is as fair as a lily flower. 

( The JPeacock blue has a sacred sheen /) 

Oh, bright are the blooms in her maiden bower. 

{Sing Hey! Sing Ho ! for the sweet Sage Green ') 

Her face is as wan as the water white. 

{The Teacock blue has a sacred sheen !) 

Her eyes are as stars on a moonlit night. 

{Sing Hey ! Sing Ho ! for the sweet Sage Green !) 

The China plate it is pure on the wall. 

{The Peacock blue has a sacred sheen !) 

Alack I she heedeth it never at all. 

{Sing Hey ! Sing Ho ! for the sweet Sage Green !) 

The heart of the damozel is full fain, 

{The Peacock blue has a sacred sheen /) 

With lanznorons loving and purple pain. 

{Sing Hey / Sing Ho ! for the sweet Sage Green !) 

And woe is me that I never may win ; 

{The Peacock blue has a sacred sheen!) 

Eor the Bard ’s h^d to, and she ’s got no tin. 

{Sing Hey ! Sing Mo ! for the sweet Sage Green !) 


A Board-School Accomplishment. 

What a remarkable omission in the Hew Education 
Code has been xinaoconntably overlooked b;^ its framers I 
They have made careful and ample provision for the 
instruction of the juvenile masses in music. Should they 
not also have taken the necessary order to cause the 
children of the Million to be taught dancing p ** A lively 
measure ** of this sort will evidently be necessary for 
their proper elevation to the level of polite Society, 
which, of course, will delight in being supplied with 
footmen and other servants £dl really capable of elegantly 
dancing attendance. For that purpose steps must be 
taken. 

COLOUBABLB. 

A Spobting Paper says it sees “rooks ahead” for 
British Sport. They are presumably not “ Blue Rooks.” 
Or was it a misprint for “ rooks P ” 


AN EASTER HOLTDAY IN PARIS. 

{Msttis. from the Diary of a Home-JRuler!) 

Monday . — Commencement of the Easter recess. Arrived in Paris 
safe and sound. Precious glad to be here, as my blundering fellow 
countrymen are always making awkward mistakes. As it was, 
during the i^assag^e between Dover and Calais, I found one of these 
donkeys taking aim at me with a revolver from under cover of the 
paddle-box. When I remonstrated with him, he apologised, and 
said he took me for quite a different Gentleman. Of course, we 
know nothing about these mysterious bands, or rather we know they 
do not exist, but still I do wish they would be more oarefol I It ’s 
false economy to employ illiterate avengers because their services 
can be procured cheaply. 

Tuesday . — Took a walk in the Rue de Rivoli, and was accosted by 
two men, who asked me “ if I happened to be Mr. Gladstone P ” 
Replied, “ Certainly not.” They told me that they were delighted 
to hear it, as they had received instructious to stab the Pbemieb to 
the heart, and were unwilling to make mistakes.. Can’t understand 
the matter at all. Called upon M. Henbi he Rochefobt, and 
repeated to him a speech I had composed to be delivered after the 
recess. ^ He expressed himself delighted with it. This was very 
|:ratifying and flattering. The more so as the roeeoh was delivered 
in English, and Henbi only speaks French. Going home to my 
hotel, found a string of men standing in a row.'' Tney all had red 
flags. One of them asked me if 1 happened to be Sir William 
Harcoubt, as if I were he and his companions were to signal to one 
another my approach by waving theiir banners, t*. Assured him I 
was not Sir William Harcoubt, but can’t make out* what it all 
means. - 

Wednesday . a few of my colleagues, and determined to do a 
little busdness.^ Talked over the wrongs of Ireland for five minutes, 
and thenp'i^tis^ the national jig. Adjourned to pay a call npon- 
certaiu oi the fair sex. Behaved in the most elegantmumner. As 


we were danoing the jig we had practised in the morning, and just 
as we and the Ladies were warming to the work, half the house was 
blown down by dynamite. Harried into the street to see what was 
the matter. Yery angry. Fellow countryman most apologetic. 
Said that he and his mates had mistaken one of our number for 
a Cabinet Minister. Well, what if he didP Most extraordinary! 
Why blow up the house ou that account P Fairly puzzled I 

Thursday . — ^Another meeting with my colleagues. Put to the 
vote— politics or beauty P Decided uuanimously in favour of the 
latter. Had a flue time of it entirely. Accompanied distinguished 
members of the fair sex to Yersailles. Yastly polite to the member 
peculiarly hypothecated to me. Was careful, nowever, to ^aw the 
line. Did not wish to have the pain of refusing her. Coming back 
to Paris, train left the line. Lady is terribly frightened, but not 
hurt. Individual in a disfpise-oloak apologised. He said he 
thought that our fair companions were English Ladies. Hence the 
mistake. He wouldn’t have murdered an Irishwoman to save his 
life. What could he mean P 

Friday . — ^When we were breakfasting quietly at the Grand Hotel, 
the entire floor mounted en masse like a balloon, and carried ns into 
the Champs ElysSes. Gentleman in a black mask profuse in his 
apologies. Some mistake. They had been tempted to do it by 
seeing a large family party of English children entering the saloon. 
Were unaware of onr preBence. Yery angry. Man in mask retorted. 
They hadn’t had an advance for a long time I What did he meanP 
He said that he and his mates were not going to do aR the dirty 

work, while we Left him at this point, as he was evidently 

becoming offensive. However, thought it advisable to leave Paris 
immediately. 

Saturday . — Back in London. Beady for the next Parliamentary 
campaign. Outrages going on right and left. Don’t, of course, 
know in the least who the “ miscreants ” are. But they must be 
sharp fellows to think of snoh clever things. ■ Funds of the League 
in satisfactory oondition. But stiR these outrages are terrible. Do 
BO wonder who are the organisers. 


^1* TO COBERSFOUIUEHTS. — no ease can Contxibutions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aeeompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope ox Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders 
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NATURE^S PUZZLES. 

Tommy ! Do you hear the Ovokoo?** 
Yes ; but I don't see the Clocs anywhere I” 


A REAL EASTER HOLIDAY. 

1 WAS enabled on Friday, throaf^h. the great kindness of two of ihe sons of 
the friendly Councillor of whom I have had so often to speak, to enjoy on onr 
noble river, distinguished by our poets for ages past as the “ Silver Thames,” 
a day of the simplest and purest enjoyment. We started at about ten o’clock, 
after a copious breahfast, and boldly walked to Mortlake. It is many years 
since I accomplished so herculean a feat — ex pede Herculem is, I thmk, the 
correct quotation here— and proud enough 1 felt at its accomplishment, and, 
truth compels me to add, tired enough too. However, a capital but economical 
dinner at a neighbouring inn, the closed doors of which flew open like magic at 
the word “ Travellers,” soon set me to-rights, and we sauntered down to the 
river, and chartered a boat. I believe “ chartered ” is the correct phrase, and 
we were, consequently, the charter-parties ; and it being my first appearance 
in that character, 1 of course endeavoured to look as xnnch like a charter-party 
as possible. 

We started in a blaze of hot sunshine, which was, however, prevented from 
being too oppressive by about the sharpest and keenest N’ortn-Easter that I 
think I ever experienced. My two youthful compauions rowed, of course, and 
I, for the first time in all my chequered existence, undertook to steer. So 
long as onr course was quite clear, this did not seem a very difficult or com- 
plicated operation. 1 had only to keep her nose straig^ht, I was told, and I was 
sure to be right. I, of course, had not the remotest idea whose nose was to he 
kept straight, or howj was to accomplish this necessary operation; bnt I found 
if 1 pulled both the strings as hard as 1 could, ^all seemed right, and so I 
continued doing till my arms ached again. 

But when we got further up the river, what with the sun, and the East wind, 
and the other boats that would keep getting in our way, and would keep shout- 
ing out, * ‘ Where are you coming to, stupid ? ” “ Does your mother know you ’re 
out?” and other similar domestic inquiries, I got quite confused, and pulling 
the wrong string by mistake, nearly got under the bough,” I think they call 
it, of what seemed to me quite a girantic steamer ; however, with that presence of 
mind that rarely forsakes me for long, by pulling violently at the other string, 
I managed to run our boat right ashore, when, of course, we were safe. 1 had 
been noticing for some time past that the water was rising rather rapidly in 


onr boat, and 1 now called my companions’ attention to 
the strange fact, and to the rather singular efiect thereof, 
that my boots were thoroughly wet through. Dpou 
exaToination it was discovered that the boat was leaking 
badly, but this seemed hut a very trifling matter to 
my young friends, for, jnmping on to the adjacent mud- 
bank ana calling to me to follow, we soon hauled onr 
outrigger ashore, cleared her out, turned her over, 
launched her again, and there we were, as right as 
ninepence,” as I was informed by our bough oar. My 
utter inexperience of nautical phraseology prevents me 
icom thoronghly understanding how right ninepence is 
generally considered to be, but as I was at that particular 
moment sitting with a blazing sun right in my eyes, 
and a cutting Horth-Easter right in my left ear, and a 
wet steering-rope in each cold hand, with my boots full 
of muddy water, aud my best trousers coated with black 
mud nearly up to the knees, I think I would rather not 
learn from a hitter experience what it is to he as right 
as a shilling. 

Our four hours’ row, which, under my somewhat trying 
circumstances might have proved just a trifle monoto- 
nous, was agreeably varied by the necessity under which 
we found onrselves of running ashore on two other occa- 
sions for the purpose of again emptying our leaky boat. 
On remonstrating somewhat severely with the eminent 
boat-builder from whom we had chartered onr treacherous 
craft, he coolly informed us that ^’as it was the werry 
first time she had been out since she was laid up for the 
winter, he was half afeard as she might junt weep 
a little.” 

We left him and his weeping outrigger, looking as 
indignant as it is well possible to look with one’s boots 
and trousers smothered, so to speak, with Thames mnd, 
and again sought refuge in our friendly inn, where a 
liberal tea warmed and refreshed us, and enabled us to 
make light of our threefold escape. My young friends 
seemed to think it gave the one touch of adventure neces- 
sary to a perfect day’s amusement, and I have but little 
doubt that repeated experiences of the same kind might 
at length succeed in convinoing me that, to walk seven 
or eight miles on a stretch, and then to sit for four 
mortu hours in a small, leaky boat, without even the 
ordinary luxury of a cushion, in a bitter Easterly wind, 
pulling with unaccustomed hands at two small ropes, 
with yonr boots filled with muddy water, and your best 
trousers plastered with Thames mud, and with all the 
anxiety necessarily resulting from the lesponsibility of 
knowing that you are the only one on board who knows 
which way you are going, or by what dangers you are 
surrounded, at once Batiamctorily answer the of t-iepeated 
question, “ How to spend a Happy Day.” 

Asr OirTsrDES. 

THE DUTCHMAN’S BIG DOG. 

(Earl Grey’s Tbrsion.) 

JBoer singrs— 

Oh where and oh where is my big Bulldog ? 
oh where and oh where can he be P 

With his Su-ze-rain-ty and his Con-ven-ti-on, 

Oh where and oh where is he ? 

They set him to watch me, my tricks for to stop ; 
oh where and oh where can he he ? 

But I guess he will never catch me on. the hop. 

And his bark is all fiddlededee. 

I call him mu dog, he would scare me, but can’t ; 

I whistle, he’ll come, you will see, 

With his tail ’twixt his legs, and his ears on the slant, 
As docile a dog as can he. 

My big Bulldog cannot know what he’s about, 

He seems in a bit of a fog. 

If the dog were the stronger, he’d rule me, no doubt. 
As it is, I shall just rule the dog. 

Oh where and oh where, <&c. 


A Little Game op Croxe, eh ?— The Archbishop of 
Cashel, Dr. Croze, has subscribed handsomely to the 
“ ParneE Testimonial.” His Grace’s title should be, 
Archbishop of Cash-ill applied. The Thirteenth Leo 
will roar ; but not with laughter. 


YOL. Lxzxrr. 


p 
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HIS FIRST BUDGET. 

Scene— of the Sanctum at 85, Fleet Street. ^ Mr. Punch 
discovered hard at work. Toby {^pocketing a 5W&e) ushers in 
Pistinguished Statesman, and retires stealthily and hurriedly. 

Mr. Punch {looking up). Ah, Chixbees, you here ? What do 
you want? 

Distinguished Statesman {nervously). Oh, please. Sir, I don’t want 
to disturb you, hut the Grand Old— I should say the Pbemiee— said 
I was to read you the rough draft of my financial statement, and— 
Mr. P. Ah, to be sure— the Budget ! Fire away, then— as you 
used to say at the War Office* 

D. S. Ahl I liked Pall Mall so much better than Whitehall! I 
do so miss the armour I used to borrow from the Tower. 


Mr. P. Well, never mind that. Go on briddy, and tell me if 
you have imposed any new imposts. Cut out the preliminary 
“ dialect,” as jDtjceow used to say, and “ come to the ’osses.” 

D. S. {producing MS.). Well, Sir, I thought Bioydes and Tri- 
cycles — 

Mr. P. Won’t do. They are a bother to the horses of the rich, 
but give a deal of pleasure to the small City clerk and the artisan. 
Leave them alone. 

jD. S. {crossing out suggestiorC). Then a small duty on Cartesde Visite. 

Mr. P. Now that Professional Beauties are out of fashion, won’t 
he very productive. Out with it I 

D. S. {erasing). Then I thought a small impost upon Theatnoal 
Tickets 

Mr. P. Certainly not, Sir I The Puhlio pay enough for their 
places already. Away with it 1 
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D. S, {erasing). Then it seemed to me 
that, perhaps, if Agrated Waters 

Mr. P. Oh, leave ** the Mashers ” alone 
for the present. I have dealt \ 7 ith them. 

B. S. {erasing). Then I thought if we 
taxed the Advertisements, especially those 
on ^e hoardings. 

Mr. P. You wouldn't do mnch harm? 
Well, it was tried years ago, in the papers, 
and wasn’t popular. Gross it out. 

2>. S, {erasing). And then it seemed to me 
that, as there were such a lot of them, if we 
taxed the Volnnteers 

Mr. P. Why, yon wonld set the conntry 
in a blaze I Out with it. Sir ; out with it ! 
I suppose you couldn’t get the War Office 
out of your head ! Well, go on. 

JD. 3. Please, Sir, I can’t go on. I have 
crossed out everything. 

Mr. JP. Well, GLADSTOisra Junior, you 
have made a nice mess of it ! However, 
as I have a spare ten minutes, I will set it 
right for you. 

JD. 3. {falling on his knees). If the grati- 
tude of a life ! 

[iSIcene closes in upon Mr, Punch good- 
humouredly altering the Budget to the 
form in which it is to he presented to 
the Mouse of Commons. 


PLIMSOLL^S PiEAN. 

Sing Ventilators I popular sell 
To put down spouting-shaft ! 
Conspiracy of the loungmg Swell 1 
All Hobdom’s cant and craft I 
The working-man they do not love, 

They ’d stop the holes that blow, 

That they may idly lounge above 
Whilst labour chokes below. 

Infernal stink P Infernal rot ! 

A mere occasional pufE 
Of sulphur-fume ana steam-spray hot I 
Oat on sesthetic stuff ! 

They’d prig “the people’s pleasure- 
ground,” 

In which to stroll and trifle, 

And whilst at ease cavorting round, 

Care not that thousands stifle. 

The Railway is the People’s friend. 

The Swell the People's foe ; 

So long as blow-holes he can end 
He does not care a blow. 

If Railways cannot breath-room’give 
Without park-spoiling, why. 

Better that labouring men* should live. 
Though trees and flowers should die. 
And if you say that on that “ If ” 

All sorts of questions hingfe ; 

Hot logic plus a sulphur- wmif 
Can make a zealot cringe. 



HOME COMFORTS. 

The following is a puzzle which appears 
in the Daily Telegraph (March 26th) : — 

B oard and RESIDEHGE, south Kensing- 
ton. Near park, nnueum, rail, and omni- 
bus. Bath room. Home comforts. Terms for 
partial from 18«. ; full from 2D. ; married couple, 
two guineas. Carpet dances. 

How, partial home comforts at eighteen 
shillings appears reasonable, but full home 
comfo:^ at a guinea is decidedly cheap. 
The flnal sentence puzzles us altogether, 
“Carpet dances,” Does it, indeed Is 
this one of the ‘ * home comforts ” ? Possibly 
the tables turn, the chairs chevy one an- 
other, and the sideboard “ sets to partners.” 
It would perhaps be somewhat perplexing, 
all this frivolity of furniture, after a time. 
Possibly we have ULade a mistake, and that 
“Carpet dances” is a misprint for Carpe 
diem. 


“SERVICE GOING TO THE 

Customer . “ Dm you see tbb Hew Regiment maech in Yesteedat ? A fine body 

0* Men {Barber mifs depreciatingly .) “Eh? Why, I’ve always hbaed thb 150th 

SPOKEN OF AS ONE OF TBB Ceack ” [-* Icukered . 

Barber . “’Poor Lot, I FASor, Sie! All geow theie Bkaeds ; and I’ve hbaed tee 
Colonel shaves hisself ! ! ” 


Theateioal Mems.— Rector at the Court got it hot all round from the Cri^w. 
Mr. PiNEEo has, we hear, seen the error of his way, and has rectorfied Ms mistoe. The 

acting is said to be very good. We shall see. Among the numerous Matinees at the gaiety 

are two of considerable interest ; one when Vice Versa is to be played, am me other is Miss | 
Lindley’s Matinie. when this Lady is to appear as Countess dJAuirenal in T. W. Robbetson s j 
Ladies^ BaUle, and a young Irish Gentleman, Mr. H. Fuz-Pateiok, is to essay the part of 
Pat McNoggerty in That Rascal Pat. A new delineator of Irish chapter m a ranty, 
will he a great attraction for this entertainment, which should be o^ed a ana a 

Patinge. It is on the Thirteenth. Opera Comique. Bondage, last ^turday, proved to be 

a dull translation from the French by a “ well-known London Author,” whose name did not 
appear. This was wise ; had none of the Actors appeared, and the piece itself not been pro- 
duced, it would have been still wiser. 
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TEDS SOCIETY DRAMATIST. 

Society Dramatist has an enormous advantage over his pro- 
fessional brethren. He is so thoronghly conversant with the manners 
and customs of the haut that he can represent polite society as 
it really is, Mr. Soneetan Ttdib has forwarded to us the following 
speoimen of refined Comedy which, he says, was played with enormous 
success at the Duke of Bbiokwaii’s Theatre last week 

LOVE AND WAR. 

A CoitisDr ijr Tsree Acts, 

DRAMATIS PBUSONjE. 

Lord Aedouet. 

Colonel REanrAiD DTrunsrcNU Loveton {retired). 

Captain Aloebnon Staselt. 

Captain Chaeles Siaechlet. 

Lady Abeouet. 

Mrs. Racxswoeth; Jones {of Pillmoney, a rich Widow), 

Aci T.|— c7fj7^ Ifindmg and entrance to the haU-room at 

.^innces &ate,^ the town residence of Mrs. Raoeswoets Jones. 
To the rtght is a Footman^ who is announcing the guests, Mrs. 
R. J . w standing right-centre with a magnificent bouquet. In the 
emtre are two large candelabra, with flowers, ^c. To the left 
IS mwither entrance, through which can be seen portion of the I 
smU of rooms d k Renaissance. The band is playing, %n the 
distance^tme of Waldteotel’s waltzes, and the dancers can be 
o/iAe linhmen heard without Coming 
%n / Coming out “ Lord Rightiand’s Servant ! ” ^c,^ 

Fnter,from left, Captains Staecheey and Staselt. 

Do you know what time the supper-room will be open? 
^asely. One o clock, I think. It now wants ten minutes to. 
m&ghe/bJanmS! awfnUygood coUars of yours I They are 

goHhem in the Burlington, They have i 
A. iShows collar . ! 

omr. An ®*yfQlly good dodge. Here comes Lady Aedoxtet. No 
mistake about her being a beautiful woman. 

Stas, She oidy made her debut last season. 

^ ^ 

Partner (L). Sh» to apeak to 
DTAECHLET and Stasblt, and the Partner returns to ball-room. 

Footman (b.) atmouneea “^lond Lotbtoit.” Enter Colonel 
Reginald DuEmrarG Loveton. 

J^rs. Facksworth Jones {shaking hands with him). How kte you 
Couldu’t get .Way from the Dkess- 

b25^L«f The Royalties stayed K. late, mat a jawtty 

nf' ** pretty. 

tot, L. who IS the beautiful woman talking to SxAECBoaT P 


ilfrs. It, J. Lady Aedotjrt. 

Col,L. Wife of “Tibet” Ardouet. I know him. He used to shoot 
with us at my uncle’s place at Maohaggis. Do introduce me to her 
[Mrs. R. J. crosses the Stage, and introduces him to Lady 
Aedoxtet. She bows, ^ 

Col, L, I know Lord Aedottrt well. 

Lady A, Oh, yea ! I ’ve heard him speak of you. 

Col. L, The supper-room is open. May I take you down ? 

[Lady Abdourt bows, and exit, with Col. L. (b.), followed ho 
Captains Staeculet and Staselt. ^ 

Mrs, It, J. {in despair). He does not love me. I am resolved! 
As he will not hve me, he shall me ! 

[ Curtain, End of Act I, {Interesting so far, isn't it ?) 

Act 11,— October. Conservatory and entrance-hall at Beery Park 
Lord Aedourt’s Country seat. Through the door at back » 
seen a barouche. Coachman on box talking to Ghroom, Footmen 
with rugs, sunshades, ^c. 

Enter Lady Aedoxtet and Mrs. Raokswoeth Joites, equipped 
for driving. 

Lady A, {to Footman), Kent— fetch Connus. {Exit Servant,) 
Will you get into the carriage first ?— I must wait for Connus. 

[Mrs. R. J. exit through door at back, and gets into carnage, 
Ee~enter Kent, the Footman, with Connus, a pug-dog. 

Lady A, Kent, put the dog iu carriage. 

[^Exit Footman through door at bach. 

Col. Loyeton, in shooting costume, suddenly appears from behind a 
palm-tree. 

Col L, {to Lady A.). Make some excuse not to go. 1 must see you 
— and alone. Hush I Here comes Staeculet and Staselt. Send 
them for the drive. I will explain all ! 

[^Disappears behind palm-tree. 
Enter Captains Staececlet and Staselt. 

Lady A. Will you oblige me by driving with Mrs. Rackswoeth 
Jones. 1 cannot go. I am not well. Make my best excuses to her. 
[iS^Ae sits on olue-china stool, (l.). Exeunt ^aechlet and 
Staselt at back. They are explaining, then get into car- 
riage, which drives off. 

Lady A, What can he mean ? 

Re-enter Col. Loveton. 

Col, L, Lady Aedoxtet— Predbeica— I love you I 
Lady A, Love me I Oh, Colonel Loveton, is this honoxur ? 

Col, L, All is fair in Love and War, and this is Love ! 

[ C^r^m. End of Act II, {Exciting, isn't it f) 

Aoi III. — The same day, Night, Scene — The colonnade and lawn 
outside Beery Fark, Easy chairs, Scinde rugs, ^c. carefully 
arranged. To the left are Captains Sxaechlet and Staselt 
at small table, playing “ Spillikins," To the right are Lord 
Aedoxtet and Mrs. Rackswoeth Jones at another table with 
coffee. Lord Aedoxtet ie smoking a cigar, and Mrs. R. J. a 
cigarette. Through the French windows under colonnade in 
centre can be seen the interior of the drawing-room. Lady 
Aedoxtet is at piano, playing “My Queen” waltz softly. Col. 
Loveton leaning over piano talking to her, 

Mrs, R, J, {fo Lord A.). I don’t think 1 ever thanked yon for 
that charming box of Egyptians. 

Lord A, Oh I yes ; you did, indeed. 1 feared you would not like 
them, as they had no monthpiece. 

Mrs, R, J, Indeed [ I don’t like the mout^iece. Well, as I was 
saying, Col. Loveton is no fit guest for you. He has been compelled 
to resign from the Turf, and mark — even now— his attentions to 
Lady Aedoxtet. It will end when the clock strikes eleven ! J 

Col, L, {to LadyA., toAo has stopped playing). Oh! play that 
again. I could listen to you for ever. 

Lady A, What I when you think of Rxtbinstein ? 

Col, L, But 1 don’t! {Sentimentally,) What is his studied 
manipulation to your inspired feeling ? He works hard— you play 
soft. He fancies he plays— yon play his fancies. Oh, Ebedeeica ! 
he may he a learned performer— but you are simple perfection. 

Capt, Starchhy. Ton moved three or four of the spillikins then. 
Copt, Stasely, No ; 1 didn’t I 
Capt, Starchley, Yes ; yon did ! 

Capt, Stasely, 1 don’t thinTr 1 did. 

Capt, Starchley, I fancied you did ; hut I may be wrong. 

Mrs, R, J, Hark ! {The clock strikes eleven,) The end has come ! 

Enter Detective, hurriedly,^ Me goes to Staececlet, and takes him 
by the shoulder. In shaking off the Detective, the table is upset. 
Detective, Colonel Loveton, I believe ? 

Starch, Wrong again, old Sportsman ! 

Stasely, Confound yon ! You ’ve upset our spillikins, and spoiled 
our game. 

Starch, Perhaps you ’ll pick ’em up. . 
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Detective, Very sorry, Gentlemen. But I see my man. 

{Exit into drawing-room^ and arreete ColonSL Loteioit. All 
come forward. 

Detective, It ’s all oye^ Colonel Matchles, alias Captain Tenteb, 
dliae Colonel Reginali) Dunning Loteton. 

Col, Loveton, Feedbbioa— I can explain all I 

Lord Ardoury, LadyAnnouET, if yon please. 

Lady Ardoury, My husband, 1 never knew how much 1 loved ^on 
till now I [SiAECHLEX and Siasely retire^ and pick up the epillikim. 

Col, Loveton {to Mrs. E. J.]« This is your doing. You promised 
never to betray me. 

Mrs, JR. J, All is fair in Love and War, and this is Wae ! 

Curtain, 


Extract from Next Morning Paper^s Criticism^ or from some 
remarks hy an ^^Old Playgoer ,^* — “ That Mr. Soneetan TYi)£E,the 
Author of this clever Comedy, Love and War^ can write brilliant dia- 
logue is evident from the witty passages with which this play 
abounds ; but his aim has been to give us true pictures of the fashion- 
able society of the day, and in this Mr, Soneetan Ttdie, being an 
acute observer, and himself a notable figure in the beau monde which 
he delineates, has been exceptionally successful.” 



THE NEW COLOUE EOR THE AEMT. 

{Extracts from tJie Note-Book of (ywr Extra Special Experimentalist,) 

12 R’oon.— W eU, here we are at Flatfoot Flats, with telescopes, 
spectacles, and measures complete. Obeyed our orders in every 
detm. The Professor and mjself are 
determined to sift the matter thoroughly, 
and not to accept evidence at second- 
hand. We have got a Metropolitan 
Policeman in blue, a Volunteer in grey, 
and a Militiaman in scarlet. Easily 
find out for ourselves which is the best 
colour. Soon see which is most con- 
spicuous at a distance. The Professor 
not only scientific but thoughtful. As 
it is blowing hard, and feels bitterly 
cold, he has brought with him a large 
stone jar of whiskey. We have just 
had a mug of it each, and are all the 
better for it. The Policeman, Volunteer, 
and Militiaman are waiting for our orders. 

1 p.M.— So far we have not obtained any very valuable result. 
We started our three colour-wearers from our post of observation, 
and told them to walk slowly; away. To our great surprise they 
became invisible almost immediately. By the aid of a telescope we 
made out what we believed to be the Policeman at about a thousand 
yards’ distance. Subsequently, it turned out that what we had 
taken for the constable was a windmill. In like manner, a goose 
passed for the Militiaman, and a donkey for the Volunteer. How- 
ever, the test was scarcely a fair one. It appears that immediately 
after leaving us, our three assistants, instead of following out our 
instructions, adjourned to apubUc-house, where we found them a little 
later. We were very much annoyed, and would have been seriously 
angr^ had not the whiskey proved an excellent protector from the 
severity of the weather. It is wonderful what a lot of ardent spirit 
you can consume in a skrong rarefied atmosphere when you have the 
chance— 1 should say when Science demands the sacrifice. 

2 p.ii. — ^Really very much annoyed. Policeman and Militia- 
man had to take Volunteer to station-house. This disgraceful, 
as Scientists should keep sober. Policeman and Militiaman 
came back. Both of them were more than one. Brought other 
people— somehow. Don’t quite know why — but that ’s idea. Pro- 
fessor and I had more whiskey. Keeps out cold. Colour of Police- 
man, blue— Militiaman don’t quite know what to say. Looked for 
them aU over the place, then found them fast asleep out of sight. 
This playing f ool-^on’t know ? 

2 '30 p.iu;.— Lost Policeman. Don’t know what become him. 
Militiaman (good fellow, Militiaman) awfully eorry. He weeps like 
child. So does Professor ; so do I. Saddest thing in life ! All had 
whiskey. Keep cold out. So unhappy ! 

3P.1C. — ^Dishided! Meantersay — de-ci-dedl Decided! Know 
what about! Shouldshayso I Likersee man s^ don’t! Won’t be 
inshulted I Goiim home I What ’s good staying r Finished whiskey ! 
Keepcold-out ! But say, old f ’la I Old f ’la— wan’t dishision P Red ’s 
best colour ! Can’t shee Milishman two yards’ distance I Dish- 
tinoktlyl Hang it all! Can’t ifiiee him’t all! Best colour! 

Course I Very ’tiguedi Gomghomel Bed in boots! 

{At this point the ME, breaks off. 


Motto foe the Muheles.— M ore foresight, and less ‘‘forsite.” 


THE SIXPENNY ^^WIEE.'' 

[Dr. Cameeon carried a resolution in the House on Thursday night to the 
efiect that the minimum charge for Inland Postal Telegrams should be 
reduced to sixpence.] 

A Sixpenny Telegram ! Cameeon won ; 

It passed in the Commons, and now the trick ’s done ; 

And be any message of weal or of woe, 

Ko shilling ’s required, for a “ tizzy ” ’twill go ; 

And all but the Post-Office clerks will admire 
That boon to the public— a Sixpenny “ Wire.” 

So now, when you think that you’ll dine at the Club, 

And cut in perchance at the casual “ rub,” 

A sixpence is aU that in future you ’ll spend 

To make known to your wife that you ’re “kept by a friend,” 

But she needn’t sit up, for that nurses her ire ; 

And you’U soon say it all with a Sixpenny “ Wire.” 


So cheap will the telegrams be, that in time 
The lover will send ofi sixpenn’orths of rhyme : 


Oh 

pet 

at 

each 

long 

hour 

of 

absence 

I 

groan 

Send 

but 

twenty 

dear 

words 

just 

to 

1 comfort 

your 

own 


Thus the poet, yon see, sweeps the Post-Office lyre, 
And he ’ll get it all in to a Sixpenny “ Wire.” 


The rise and the fall of the Stocks and the Shares, 
The Bank-rate, the tricks of the Bulls and the Bears, 
The orders for dinners, for boxes and stalls. 

For coals and for olaret, for dresses, for bans, 

In short all that woman or man can desire, 

Will soon be obtained hy a Sixpenny “ Wire,” 


The Hew Senteies.— The Sentries at the Hew Law Courts are 
posted every morning regularly. On iaquiry at St. Martin’s-le- 
Grand, Our Reporter was unable to ascertam at what hour a Sentry, 
posted in the Strand, would be delivered in the City. One of the 
duties of the Sentries at the Hew Law Courts is to assist any Judge, 
when called upon to do so, in charging a Jury. He wiU urge upon 
them the legal point of the bayonet. The few remaining Serjeants 
are exonerated from Sentry duty. 


EHOIAND’S INVISIBLE 
ARMY. 



Beitish Gebnahiee, 
{After a design by Professors Abel 
and Stokes,) 


A WILL AND A WAT. 

It cannot, good Mr. Pedcsoll, 
he denied that there is some 
justice in a portion of the plea 
you put forward at your Exeter 
HaU meetings. You said that 
“no doubt they were nuisances ; 
hut until a better mode of ven- 
tilating the District Railwc^ 
could be found,” yon contended, 
j “they should not be removed.” 

! Very well ; but has not such a 
mode of ventilating a Railway 
j much more difficult to ventilate 
than the District Railway been 
already found ? Couldn’t Sir E, 
Watxin point it out to you? 
The proposed Railwa3|; under the 
Channel, if made, wiU have to 
he ventilated somehow without 
chimneys, and can’t he teU how f 
If he can, let that method of ven- 
tilation for the District Railway 
he adopted forthwith, and then 
the chimneys on the Ths^es Em- 
bankment riosed immediately. 


Obituaet Hotice,— The Month 
of March expired peacefully last 
Saturday, the Slst, not in the least 
regretted by any;one who had 
known hhn. After a ntomy 
career, his end was lamblike. 
Sic transit, March past. 
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THE ANGLO-SAXON COMPLEXION. 

Frau van Schmeiligraih, AcK 1 Himmel ! Mistke Chonbs I Tat PBAimiruL Mjdes they haf, the Yofkg Enklish Misses ?’* 


ST. STEPHEN'S FERKT. 

Aie — * * Twickenham Ferry, ” 

0-HOi-TB-HO, Ho-je-ho I Who ’s for the Ferry ? 

{The Almond^ s tn hloseom^ and Eastertide *s o*er,) 
And I '11 row ye so quick in my craft new and steady, 
And ’tisn't a mile to St. Stephen’s shore. 

The Ferryman ’s stout if he ’s not very young, 

And a mill-race at Rood is a fool to his tongue ; 

He hasn’t an equal at handling a wherry, - 
And weR he is known on St. Stephen’s shore. 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-flo ! 1 1 

0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho ! “ We ’re for the Ferry.” 

i The Almond^ s in blossom, and Eastertide ’« o’er.) 
t ’s late for a start, and you see we are many ; 

And all of us hound for St. Stephen’s shore. 

They are some of ’em little, and some of ’em big, 
Enough to o’erburden a long eight-oared gig, 

And they ’re all in a hurry and anxious—oh, very ! ” 

“ And sure and ye ’re welcome,-— jT’ll take ye all o’er.’ 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-Ho I ! I 

0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho 1 They are late for the Ferry. 

[The Almond^ sin blossom, and Eastertide ’tf o'er,) 

He pulls pretty qtdok, and he pulls pretty steady, 


Yet with roontfor but two in the stem of his wherry, 
’Twill take him some time ere they ’re all safe ashore. 
0-hoi-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho, Ho-ye-ho-Ho I ! I 


Sr A WeSTIOTSTER SCHOIAB WHO JOTOWS fiOMETHTNO ABOTTI 
EHB Bxaos. — ^Mightn’t Epea pteroenta, “winged words,” he fairly 
translated, or adapted, as “ Prompter’s cues ” r 


“ KNIOETS AT THE PLAY.” 

This is not d propos of Mr. Bititoh Cook’s latest work on the 
Drama, but of the suggestion recently made in Truth that Mr. 
Henbt Belting should be knighted, as “ a compliment to the entire 
Theatrical Profession.” This is, in a general way, true, — as coming 
from Truth it should be ; but were a leader of the Chancery Par to 
be made a Baronet, it would directly be a oompliment to that 
branch of the legal profession ; and so a Knighthood for Mr. Irting 
would he a direct oompliment to the Tragic and Melodramatic 
branches of the Theatrical Profession with which he is more inti- 
mately associated. At all events, to knight Mr. Ibting would be no 
direct oompliment to Mr. J. L. Toole, whom we mnst take as repre- 
senting the Low Comedy department ; nor would it be, directly, a 
compliment to Mr. Habbt Payee, who now represents the Panto- 
mimic Art, which, indeed, may well claim to be not a branch but 
the very parent stem of all Theatrical Art. 

Arise then, Sir Henry Irting ; arise, Sir John Lawrence Toole ; 
and arise, Sir Harry Payne, the last to wear the order of the noble 
House of Crbcalri. Sir Julius, we belieye, still has his “ Benefit 
Concert,” so in the Theatrical Profesadon it will not be derogatory to 
the new titles to adverse “The Benefit Kuights.” But how about 
’ the Ladies P “ The spindle-side ” must be recognised. Is it to be 
Baroness Ellen Terry and Baroness Hbllie Fabren P We submit 
the questiou to Carter King of Arms, and the Authorities of the 
Heralds’ College. 

At the Archbishop of Canterbury’s Enthronisation, there were 
some few of the Clergy “ indulging,” said the Daily Telegraph report, 

inyesteents of a more or less pronounced oharaoter.” What on earth 
does this mean ? We are lookmg forward with interest to some pic- 
torial explanation of these strange garments in the Illustrated papers 
this week. In the same account we read how “ some brass instru- i 
men1», in the hands of surplioed muaioians, added greatly to tl^ I 
musical effect hut probably not to the picturesqueness. A man in 
a surplice blowing an ophioleide or working at a trombone must have 
had rather a oomio appearance, but the artful Reporter takes good 
oare not to mention this. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 



HAT ETUDE OF THE HOUSE. 


(Before Prayers,) 


House of Commons^ Thursday ^ March 29. — Members met 
again to-day after Easter Holidays. Don’t look so pleased as 
they should. At first, little gleam of joy at discovery that Head- 
Master wasn’t present. Bat he came in towards six o’clock, and 
made a little speech on debate that ha^ened to be to fore at the 
moment ; then, like a wise man, went on home. 

* ‘ Just let people know I ’m here, yon see, Tobt,” said he, ** Cnrions 
it should have happened that debate on Woods and Forests going on 
when I looked in. Rather expected it would be something else. 
But doesn’t matter much, you know- Give me five minutes’ notice, 
and you may choose your own topic.” 

Met General Fieuden in Library, looking more woebegone than 
other people. 

“ What ’s the matter, General ? ” I asked, cheerily. “ Has some- 
one been repubUshhig your speeches during electoral campaign ? ” 

“ No,” said the gallant General, “ Worse than that, I ’ve gone 
out of the oratorical line. Haven’t opened my mouth since I came 
into the House. But energies must find some outlet. So 1 ’ve gone 
into literature. Written an article for the April Nineteenth Century ^ 
caUed “ What Shall I Do With My Son ? ” 

“ Capital subject. Specially interesting in domestic circles.” 

“ Yesj” said the General, ruefully, “ that’s just where it’s created 
a stir. The young dog says, if I don’t withdraw it, he ’U send one to 
the Fortnightly entitled, * What Shall I Do With My Father.’” 

Only cheer fm rna-n about is the lighthearted O’Shea. Kilmainham 
mystery beginning to pall. Has taken up the Romance at the Fisheries. 
Insists upon knowing Home Secbetaey’s candid opinion of afiair. 

** Home Seoretaries never give candid opinions,’’ says Ha£.cot 7£T. 
Whereupon O’Shea puUs out pistol of Adjoummei^f of House 
holds it at Habcoubt’s head, and threatens to fixe unless he replies. 
Sir WnLiAii’s answer very neat. “Account of the case rests,” he 
says, “on statement of Lady Flobencb Dixie, Investigations of 
the police have not resulted in discovering any further circumstance 
in confirmation.” 

“ Yery neat,” said Sir R. Cboss. “ ‘ Any further circumstance in 
confirmation ’ is good.” 

O’Shea satisfied. Withdraws pistol, and exit Lady Fiobence. 
Pretty good joke in its way. But some jokes, like every dog, have 
their day, and this has had a week. 

Mr. ScHBEiBEB wants to fill up vacant panels in Centre Hall with 
Mosaic pictures of patron Saints of Ireland, Scotland, and Wales. 
St. George already there trampling down Dragon, whose silver 
scales gleam in the gaslight. House doubtful. Who would Mr. 
ScHBEiBEB propose to represent the three countries ? Mr S. thinks 
Moboah Lloyd done up in coat of mail might represent Wales. 
Sir Geoboe B alfoub with claymore in hand ana shield on arm would 
represent Scotland. Whilst, of course, Joseph Gjllis would repre- 
sent Ireland. Mr, Caveedisk Beetingb; opposes scheme altogether. 
Mosaic-work not true Art. “ It ’s rococo.” 


“ Yah, yah, yah ! ” cries Alderman Fowxeb. “ What is PoeoeoT ” 
he subsequently and confidentially asked Sir W. Lawsoh. 

“ Capital beverage,” said the Son. Bart. “ Strongly recommend 
it to you, Alderman. Absolutely pure, made only from the nibs, 
don’t you know.” 

Alderman faintly said “Yes.” But really distressed at his own 
rashness. “ Must be careful in future,” he said, smiting himself on 
the chest. “ Must restram this too-ready cheer when Gentlemau 
speaks from Front Bench. Rococoa, quotha I I suppose that’s what 
they’ll fill the loving-cup with when the new Government of 
London comes in. Hoi hoi ” 

House feared another explosion in Parliament Street. Only the 
Alderman scornfully smiling. 

Business cZone.— Discussed Civil Service Estimates. Peteb great 
at expenses in connection with Royal Palaces. Labottchebe wants 
to know what becomes of the yearlings of the Royal stnd-house. Ran- 
dolph inquisitive about expenditure iu maintaining and repairing 
Marlborough House. Pounding away from Eight tiU Twelve. Alto- 
gether Shaw-Lepevbe, in charge of votes, spent a bad quatre heures, 

Friday, — ^Mr. Abthtjb Abnold disclosed particulars of his Parlia- 
mentary Reform BiR to a listening Senate. Part of listening Senate 
undertaken, at short notice,; by eleven Gentlemen on the Liberal 
side, and thirteen ou the other, including Joseph Gilijs, who 
remains iu state of deep despondency. 

“ Rouse up, Joseph I ” I said. “ Get thee away to some place where 
the company is light-hearted, and the merry jest goes round.” 

“No, no!” said Joey B. “This suits me best. ’Tis soothing 
and quiet, and, I dare say, instructive.” 

So Joseph sat through it all, and when, at twenty minntes to 
eight, the dreary performance came to an inevitable close, he was 
one of those whom the Speaeeb counted. 

“Did you see that?” he said, with something of old slyness. 
“ Speaker began to count from the Treasury Bench, and Habcottbt 
only man there. Novo we know who ’s Number One.” 

£xmne8S dowe.—Night wasted. 


The TTniform of the Officer of the Future. 

(JVlth acknowledgments to Lord Wolseleifs Committee,) 

Full Dress for Service at Home, — Scarlet tunic, richly laced with 
gold braid seven inches deep. Bullion epaulettes, encrusted with 
gems. Overalls of doth of silver. Cocked hats, with ostrich plumes 
of red, white and bluef eathers. Real gold belts, with silver scahb^ed 
sword. Diamond spurs. White kid gloves, with hand-painted 
backs. Patent leather pumps and white silk stockings. Dress stick, 
with turquoise-mounted handle, and gold and enamelled t^thpick. 

Dress for Service Abroad, — Sword^ revolver, wideawake, 
grey tweed suit (as advertised), and regulation ginghain umbrella. 
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PUMSOLL’S PETITION 
Jh favour of the Vnderffrotmd 
Moto^Soles ! 

Those Passengers who haye 
hitherto signed this Petition 
to Parliament have been— 

1. EpUeptio Monomaniacs. 

2. Confirmed Misanthropes, 
who don’t want to use the 
Embankment Ghardens them- 
selves, and don’t see why any- 
body else should. 

3. Crednlous individuals 
who really believe that the 
Metropolitan Hallway Com- 
pany is spending its money in 
order to oenefit the public by 
better ventilation, instead of 
to get rid of the steam which 
interferes with the working 

I of the signals. 

4. Sailors out for a spree. 

3. The workmen employed 

by the ventilating contractors. 

6. The second cousins five 
times removed of the work- 
men so employed. 

7. Infants m arms. 

8. Their nurses. 

9. Infants in intellect. 

10. Their keepers. 

11 . Young females who have 
nothing better to do, and who 
would petition for a railway 
to the moon if reciuested. 

12. Males who have 

something better to do. 

13. Persons to whom being 
asked to sign a Petition to. 
Parliament adds about fifty per | 
cent, of personal importance. 

14. Readers of a halfpenny I 
evening paper, who are con- 1 
vinoed that to be suffocated in 
a public garden, in order to 
save a Railway Company ex- 
pense, is one of the proudest 
rights of the down-trodden 
working-man, and 

15. Persona who, being un- 
able to write, affix their 
(Plimsoil’s) mark ! 



WATT’S THIS? 

How doth the little busy House 

Improve the Session’s hours, 

And John BulIi’s hopes betray 
and chouse, 

Till John Bull’s forehead 
lours I 

How skilfully they plan their 
“sells,” 

How neatly Gladstone 
“ wax,” 

And labour hard, with groans 
and yells. 

And * * block ” with stubborn 
backs. 

For works of labour and of 
skill 

Each takes his seat or 
“ screw,” 

But John cannot help think- 
ing still 

His Parliament a “ do.” 


fraot: holl, Esa., r.a. 

** Holl-o, Bovs, Holl-o ! Here’s another R.A. !” 
{Elected Thwrsdouy, 29^^ March*) 


Black and White. 

Mr. Leigh Hunt Wallace, 
lecturing on “The Martyr- 
doms of Modem Dress,” came 
to the conclusion that the 
colour of our drees should at 
all times be white ! One feels 
disposed to exclaim, like 
Scott (with a difference)— 

“ 0 for one hour of Wallace 
white 

And of genuine British black 
fog also,— just to prove the 
exquisite compatibility of the 
two I 

Bamea who have with Wallace 
dressed, 

! Barnes by London smut-falls 
messed, 

Let your judgment be confessed. 

Chorua of Soiled (?nw— Theory 
won’t wash ! I ! 

But the garments would have 
to, or they would not long be 
white. 


THE GOOD NEW TIMES. 

{A Cover-side Forecast for 1889.) 

It certainly promised to be the best meet of the season. 

Hot a cloud in the sky ; the earth hard as a flat-iron, and three 
inches and a half of goodrock-ioe on every bit of water within twenty 
miles— it was jnst the sort of prime sporting weather to gladden the 
heart of a thorough-going old hedge-row Himrod, like Sir Jorah 
Tantiwt. And as he came quietly jogging up on his familiar white 
clock-work cob, wound np within an ace of bursting his spring, an 
involuntary shout of “ Toicks, ye ho ! Forrard ! ” went up from the 
assembled field. The old Baronet drew his blankets and hot bottles 
closer around him, and gave a friendly nod of recognition right and 
I left with a sly twmkle in his eye. He was answered with a wdl- 
bred roar of laughter. 

“ Ready, as usual, for a snapped wheel, and a five-hours* stick on 
my Bide in a freezing tumip-field,” he said, with a cheery wink ; 
•and how are you, Lady Jessie?” 

A neat little horsewoman waltzed np on a beautiful mecbanical 
cr^ture. Frodshah’s well-known name was stamped over its eye, 
and as the fair Diana, dexterously sorewed round its off ear, it gave 
a pretty wheeling stagger to the right, with a natural np-and-down 
steamboat motion that instantly elicited the admiration of the hunt. 
But at this moment all eyes were turned in another direction. 

With an imoontrolled rush a splendid electric bay had bowled in 


laziaea iis owner wiin a suaaen tnua, turougii the walls of a bam, 
into the midst of a haystack that fortunately happened to he standing 
on the other side. 


“ Confound it 1 said the latest comer, who was no other ^an 
Lord Spavin on his brand-new thorough-bred, Accumulator^ the 
beast is always playing me that trick ; and 1 thought 1 tyrned his 
tail the right way ! By Jove, this comes of tooling out without the 
printed directions.” The Hoble Sportsman wrenched with some 
uneertainty at the animal’s switch as he spoke. But he was ag^ 
at fault. In another minute it had backed, with a shower of sparks, 
in a direct line straight right in among the dogs, and was only 
brought to a standstill against the stump of a gigantic oak, between 
which and itself it sharply jammed the Yicar, who had been placidly 
watching the lively scene on his old-fashioned steam-mare. Boiler. 
There was a smart shock or two, an upset of red-hot cinders, an 
oath, and some burnt fingers and calves ; but the field soon settled 
down to business, for the Master of the Hunt now joined the party 
with his mahogany box. 

“ The new musical fox from Paris ! ” everybody shouted, as the 
welcome official carefully produced the woudenul mechanical crea- 
ture, windiug it up slowly as he advanced. 

“ It plays three overtures, two sets of quadrilles, a polka, a waltz, 
and the ‘ Dead March in Saul^^ ” he observed with some pride, as he 
set the carefully brushed but life-Uke brute iu their midst, “ and so, 
if by some mischance it runs to earth, we shall at least know where 
it is. Besides, it has a little fountain of superior Jockey-Club 
Bouquet in its lor^ead,” be added, at the same time turning on a 
small silver stop-cock, cleverly placed near the creature’s 
“Tally Ho! I fancy we can’t lose the Scent.” A deHcioufl 
Bond-Street perfume instantly filled the crisp cover-side air, as the 
overture to Tannhduser merrily tinMed out with pleasing precision. 
Some of the pack howled, but another rapturous responsive shout of 
“ Yoioks ! ” showed with what a keen sportsman-like relish the field 
appreciated these arrangements for a glorious run. It was a moment 


APBrD 7, 1883.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




GRATIFYING ! 

Amateur Artist {to the Carrier). “ Did toxt see Mr Piotubb safely dblivebbd at the Kotal Academy ? ” 

Carrier. “Yessib, ahd mighty Pleased they seemed to be with it— leastways, if ohe may jedgb, Sir. They didh’t 

BAY HOTHIIT*— BUT— Lor* HOW THEY DID LADGH ! ’* 


of thrilling excitementy and all, as if by a common mstizict, gave 
their mechanical hacks a final screw. 

And now the pack and their medical adviser hurried to the front. 
They were a miscellaneous, but talented and highly-trained family, 
and were of all kinds and sizes. This was a natural result of the 
new condition of things. The old-fashioned foxhound was extinct. I 
Declining, when the famous Bill passed, tofoUowacross country a red- 1 
herring on a tricycle, the first roughly-suggested substitute for I 
Beynard, he even showed greater repugnance to the more perfect and 
perfumed modem contrivance. So the Circus-monger had to take 
the matter in hand, and soon every hunting county was once more I 
alive with the old hue and ory, though pitched in a somewhat I 
different key. But the Skipley Poodles were famous from Warwick- 
shire to Sanger’s. 

And they were in full force to-day. Not that they all were of the 
famous moustachio’d and trimmed-tail breed. Among them were 
huge heavy-witted St. Bernards, over-fed Maltese, aged Sleuth 
Hounds, a retired Newfoundland or two, toothless Mastiffs, and a 
good average spiinMing of the common street-dog, ready to pick up ! 
a living anyhow from hand to mouth, and not above chasing a scent- 
bottle for a mile or two in the open, lor the price of a pound of tripe 
at the finish. 

But the Skipley were popular. There were few of them that 
couldn’t shoulder a musket or walk on a barrel at a pinch. The 
Master of the Hunt gave them their tongue. They had it in the 
shape of sandwiches, and now they were ready. The Doctor took a 
last look at them. “ A run this morning wiU not injure their health 
or affect their spirits,” he said, cheerily, “ and I can sign the requi- 
site certificate for the ofdcers of the Protection Society. JEottp-ldl 
Off you go ! ” 

In another second the mechanical fox had dashed forward with a 
pleasant springy whizz that set every sporting heart in the field 
beating twenty to the dozen. “ Forraid I x oicks I Tally ! taUy-ho ! 
There he goes!” and the pack, some curvetting, some jumping 
through imaginary hoops in the hedges, some even walking on meir 
forelegs, bnt all rolling along in well-fed and highly-trained indif- 
ference at a comf ortahle pace, followed the ingenious toy with all the 


intelligent regularity of a three-hundredth-night’s performance. 
Not so the gallant sporting assemblage who hurried after them. 

Headed by the hardy Sir Jobam, these showed that, in them at 
least, the spurit of the Good Nieto Days was not yet dead. At every 
fence, at every ditch, at every slight inequality of the ground, some 
county champion had come to grief. Here a burst spring, there an 
exploded boiler had done their work; while further afield some un- 
manageable hit of mechanism had carried its helpless rider across 
the lawn and into the breakfast-room of a country mansion, from 
which he could only retire with a hearty laugh, to be .followed up. 
however, by a threat of heavy damages from the exasperated 
owner. 

Still the fox, true to the prospectus of the inventor and patentee, 
kept on his way, and turning down a spinney, and still playing The 
Zancersj headed away bravely for Conabe Hanger Junction ; finally 
running to earth in the signal-switch, and by sticking between the 
points, stopping the 4'50 down express for a good three-guarters of 
an hour. 

The pack meantime, not caring much about the scent, had cleverly 
lost it at Friars-Minton, and making for a cat’s-meat cart at Dingley 
Bottom, were only recovered in the course of the following week at 
the Dogs’ Home ; while Lord SpAVor, who had kept up with them 
by running Accumulator backwards with the safety-valve down, 
was ultimately blown through the roof of the Town-Hall at Little 
Pendleton, and coming down on the head of the Clerk, had a narrow 
escape with his collarbone. And so ended a day of moat enjoyable 
and delightful sport. 


THE INNS (and OUTS) OP COURT. 

It has been arranged that the great Equity society will shortly 
migrate from its present quarters to Lincoln, while the two Temples 
will return to Jerusalem. These moves will take place after Gfray’s 
Lm gives up its grand old site, and comes down to the Strand. But 
not before I 
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PEESONAL ATXEKDANT TO HEE MAJESTY QtJEBN VICTOEIA. 
Bobk Dbcsmbes 8, 1826. Eisd Makcb: 27, 1883. 

“ How well in thee appears 

The constant service of the antique world ! ” 

As You Like It, Act II. a. 3. 

Seevicb of Kings not always in earth’s story 
Has been a badge of honour ; gilded glory 
Of silken favourite dulls down to dust ; 

Devotion self-respecting, sober, just, 

Lifts lowliest tendance to ennobling state. 

A good (Queen’s faithful follower ! His the fate 
To wear the honours of the antique school, 

Eight Service, nobler than unrighteous rale. 


THE DOWAGEE DUCHESSES CAPKIOE. 

An Uncommon “ Queer Story. 

Loan TTa-rht.t^ held open the carriage-door for his Mother-in-law. 

“ Your boxes w ill be sent after you,” he said in a cold, formal 
way. Then the barouche rattled down the street, and he returned 
to the house, twirling his moustache with a sinister smile. 

His noble relative, however, as she was borne swiftly along by the 
family bays to a back street in Soho, Imd a dilEerent expression on 
her well-chiselled features. Her life in Belgrave Square had not 
been a pleasant one. There had been scenes. Hare china had 
been thrown about. Even the family diamonds had more than 
once been torn in half in an unseemly scuflBLe, and only last week, | 
Mr. PuRnLE, the trusted and confidential business adviser of the i 
ancient house, had been thrown, together mth a draft copy of his 
own marriage-settlement, by Lord Harold, into cistern. 

His Mother-in-law, who looked on, took it quietly. She merely 
said, “You have degraded me ; hut 1 will pay you ouV^ Then she 
drove ofE to the hack street in Soho. 

Her interview with Mr. Macliggee, the celebrated Stage-trainer, 
was in every way satisfactory. “I understand your Grace 
thoroughly,” he said ; “you wish to show Society that you can not 
only lead but amuse itr” “Precisely.” “After three months’! 
study with wie, you will be in a position to play Juliet— ol, a Matinie, 
You will probably be hooted. Still I will guarantee you a six days’ 
engagement somewhere as Mrs, Bouncer, After that the matter 
leaLiy rests in your own hands ; but unless 1 am much mistaken 
in my tutorial powers, you wUl finish up as a Second Chambermaid 
in the Provinces. I presume that your (Jraoe will play under your 
own name ? ” 

The Dowager-Dnehess smiled sweetly, Mr. Macltggee bowed. 
“ That will pull twenty pounds into the house owce,” he said, “and 
prove an agreeable and permanent surprise to your family,” 

From that moment the “ study ” went on unceasingly, and at the 
end of the appointed period, the eventful Matinie arrived. As the 
sagacious Mr. Macliggee had predicted, though she was supported 
by the Romeo of Mr. Bilton Sxiets, his fair but portly pupil was 
hooted well hack into her chamber in the Balcony Scene. Hot did 
better success attend her Mrs, Bouncer, On the fifth zdght, as she 
was delivering her last speech to Cox, a huge green missile was hurled 
at her with telling efiect by a critical patron in the Q-allery. Some 
sympathisers who had oome’with paper to the Stalls cried, “ Shame I ” 
But she took the hint. The name of “ Honoeia, Dowager-Duchess 
of Boxbuxgh,” appeared no more in the bills of the Yulgarity. 

^ ^ 

Some years after this little episode in her life, she was seated in 
her own private boudoir at Ballchamps, and idly turning over the 
treasured contents of a secret drawer. She had just taken from its 
recesses a large withered cabbage, and was looking at it with a 
curious pout, when her son-in-law (they had halved the family 
diamonds now, and the solicitor, Mr. Puedie, was nearly dry) — 
entered quite suddenly. It was too late to conceal the tell-tale 
vegetable, and the quick well-bred eye of the young Peer rapidly 
noted the embarrassment his entry Imd occasioned. He gave his 
Mother-in-law a gentle kiss. . 

“ Let us bum it,” he said, softly, trying to lift it ; “that is,” he 
added, as he felt its weight, “ if it does not put the fire out.” 

The Dowager Duchess dropped a restraining finger on his arm. 

“Ho— no,” she said, with a well-studied calm. “Ho, no, 
Harold. I would keep it as a good friend— would that others like 
me could meet with many such!— that first reminded me not to 
meddle in busiuess with which 1 had no possible concern. Heavy as 
it was, and it was heavy, it was but the meet reward 

“ Of your laudable ambition P” 

“ Ho— of my vulgar caprice J ” 


“A EEOTLAE OWD AH’ OWD ’UH.” 

According to a Police report, a speech of the good old 
Aldermanio sort was lately spoken at the 
Mansion House by Sir Thomas Owden in 
sentencing a disorderly open-air preacher to 
a month's imprisonment for “creating a 
disturbance in the area in front of St. Paul’s 
Cathedral during divine service, and refus- 
ing to leave when required.” The excellent 
Alderman informed tke Prisoner that “ It 
was very foolish of him to preach outside of 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, as there was plenty of 
preaching going on inside.” This happy 
observation recalls the sallies, of late some- 
what fallen into desuetude, by which Civic 
Magistrates were commonly accustomed to excite mirth iu other 
and merrier days. The fine of a fiver, for disturbing the congre- 
gation and doing a considerable amount of damage, was another 
Aldermanic joke. Take care. The Seldom-at-Home Secretary has 
his eye on Municipal Magistracy. 

MEDALS AND MTJETI. 

[It has been finally decided that officers may wear all their medals in 
miniature in evening dress.] 

Shade of great Dizzy, if he could make shade. 

Who to all shine and shimmer was so partial. 

Descend, and see what vast advance we ’ve made 
In matters martial I 

Gone, Casxleeeagh’s “ so distinguS ” black ; 

When next Ambassadors are named to fib on 
Their country’s service, neck, and breast, and back 
Shall be all ribbon. 

Ho more we may contrast our nice and neat 
Costume with that in vogue across our borders ; 
Disorder ’s ooming fast when the Hite 
Stoop to low orders ; 

When Britons’ staid sobriety of dress 
Shall give place unto variegated acres 
Of spangles, and our wicked sons look less 
Like undertakers. 

The waltz, however, may acquire new charms 
For frisky matrons and for fiirteis single, 

When, twirling in the arms of men of arms, 

The Jingoes jingle ; 

And just below, the bright eyes thus are bound, 

If they ’re polite, to seek a looking-glass in 
Their own, where there ’s a brightness just as round, 

And marked : Kassassin. 

Let no brave use a bushel for his light. 

Be it but rush-light ; there is no true rising 
Without, for men who trade like men who fight, 
Self-advertising. 


AP-PY THOUGHT. 

A PBizB is to he given at their next Eisteddfod by the Cardifi 
Committee for the best W elsh Pantomime Libretto. Our 0 wn Panto- 
mimist, Ap-Jones, is in this, though he says he wUL not compete 
against Mr. Osboenb Morgan, or Sir Lewis Morris if they are 
going in for it, so as to give them a chance. Ap- Jones’s first notes 
are sounded, and as an instalment he sends us the following sugges- 
tions, on which he is going to work his libretto :— 

Bad Spirits — ^The Welshers, Welsh Sharpers, and Flying Wdsh 
Harpies. Good Spirits — the usual ones, hut not to be summoned 
fcom vasty deep cellars on Sunday. ATor^aZs-Ap- Thomas, Ap- 
Morgan, Ap-David, with chorus, “ We are an Appy Family; we 
are^ we are, we are ! ” 

Grand Procession of The March of the Men of Garlick. 

Sensation The Shipwreck; Sprioging a Leek. 

The King of the Bigheads will be Sir Watkin Pudding, and the 
female interest will be centred in the Maid of Llangollen. The 
Pantomime will be filnally submitted to Ap-Habris, and, if he Ap- 
proves, it will be produced with new scenery, dresses, and Ap-point- 
ments. Clown by an Ap-Bhryl Fool. 

One op the Light-Fingered Glass. — A Lady with small taper 
fingers. This^would account for oases of Kleptomania. 
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HOME-THUTHS FHOM ABROAD. 
{A L<m^ Way after Browning J) 



“ Oh, to be in England 
Now that April’s there, 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees some morning,” in despair, 

There ’s a horrible fog i’ the heart o’ the town, 

And the greasy pavement is damp and brown ; 
While the rain-drop falls from the laden bough, 

In England— now 1 

n. 

“ And after April when May follows,” 

How foolish seem the returning swallows. 

Hark how the East wind sweeps along the street, 
And how we give one universal sneeze ! 

The hapless lambs at thoughts of mint-sauce bleat, 
And ducks are conscious of the coming peas. 

Lest you should think the Spring is really present, 
A biting frost wiU come to make things pleasant, 
And though the reckless flowers begin to blow. 
They ’d better far have nestled down below ; 

An English Spring sets men and women frowning. 
Despite the rhapsodies of Robert Browhihg I 


Irish Landlord (io his Agent, who has been to London as a Witness), An© did 
TE MIX MUCH IN SoCIErV, MURPHY ? ” 

Mr. PeU Murphy, “Mix is it? Faix I did that, evert Nioht or the 

WHOLE TIME, AND THEY SAID THEY ’D NIVER TaSTED ANYTHINO LIKE IT 1 ” 


Not Gtenerally Known. — Unprecedented precautions 
were taken at the Enthronisation of the Archbishop of 
Canterbury. It was at flrst proposed by an Extreme 
Church Party that His Grace should wear full mediscval 
poutificai “ ornaments,” but the possibility that a dyna- 
mitre mij^ht he among them caused the proposition to 
be immediately rej ected. Among other interesting disco- 
veries conneoted with this ceremony, it has been ascer- 
tained with tolerable certainty that about the period of 
the Reformation the title of the See was slightly altered, 
and Cranmer, at the time when his reputation was at 
stake, where, by the way, it was made, was called the 
Archbishop of Reoanterbnry. This is among things not 
at all generally known. 


The King and Queen of the Netherlands.- 
and Proserpine. 


LITTLE SARAH AND HER TOHTHEUL SALLIES. 

{One or Two more of Them.) 

The highly entertaining extracts from the renowned Sarah's 
forthcoming “ Ma'Vie de ThTdtre,^^ furnished last week by a daily 
Contemporary, giving, as they do, a brief insight into the extra- 
ordinary precocity of her early years, have, as was to he expected, 
only whetted the public appetite for some further acquaintance with 
that interesting period of her life. 

Indeed, if the publishers now and then allow a favoured corre- 
spondent or two to have a judicions peep at these very advanced sheets, 
there is no saying what the flrst week’s sale of the book may not 
realise. Here, for instance, is a bit, dealing with a still more remote 
epoch in the career of the remarkable genius whose slightest doings 
are soon to be matters of European interest. 

M. Idles Charetib merely began his fragments^ excerpta in the 
atmosphere of the schoolroom. The following little passage goes 
even further, and takes the reader straight to the nursery. The 
incidents are, of course, commonplace enough, and snob as might 
have been expected under the circumstances; still, they are 
characteristic. 

“ The moment,” says Sarah Bernhardt, “ I was installed in my 
cradle, my character underwent another complete and radical change. 
Hitherto I had merely stared at a magnificent fresco of ^ Nero 
Flaying at Skittles with Jehoidkim in the Areophagus,'* that used to 
hang suspended from the ceiling of my mother’s bedroom, in a 
dreamy state of passive disgust. Now, 1 seemed to req^e aggres- 
sive action. I began by eating my coral, whistle, b^s, and all. 
Then I clutched at everything. I had torn a few sheets and blankets 
to shreds, but my flrst regular onset was made at my nurse’s front 
Lair. Every particle of this I pulled out in firm, tiny handfuls 
by roots. My Great-great-grand-unole, who was always walking 
about on all fours and imitating the screech of a cockatoo, with a 
heax^broom down his neck, to amuse me, tried feebly to intervene. 
I beat him about the head with a couple of feeding-bottles, and he 
got quietly under the sofa. This made M. Z laugh. 


“ ‘What shall we do with her ? ’ he said, holding his sides, in his 
brutally vulgar manner, ‘ she can’t keep on her legs. What do you 
say to making her a Stewardess on a Boulogne Steamboat ? ' At j 
that moment my mother’s five maiden Aunts, pretty, airy, ourly- 
headed, nimble-kneed little souhrettes, danced in, and struck an atti- 
tude round the foot of my cradle. But the Doctor (be was the oldest 
friend of the family) had given me the kitchen-poker to play with, 
and I soon made a pass or two among them that sent them capeiiog 
ofl to the other end of the room. So sped my babyhood away. All 
my happiness was in that poker, and I was always hitting somebody 
over the head with it, and I hit hard.” 

There is a further little story of how the youthful Sarah, while 
cutting her second front tooth, carved a colossal group of Hercules 
strangling the Infant Hydrants'^ out of a simple block of Aberdeen 
granite with a blunt razor ; and also some further details of her well- 
known feat of paving the Rue Rivoli with asphalte one hot summer’s 
evening when no one was looking. Most amusing, too, is ihe account 
of the wiity practical joke she at last managed to play on her would- 

be tormentor, M. Z , with two quarts of boiling lead, on his 

eighty-third birthday. This should be read to be enjoyed. Altogether 
the volume promises to be a most delightful one, and by anticipation 
we already take off our hat to its spirited Editor, M. Derenbourg. 


Paradoxical. 

Something ’s wrong with the “ rule of the road ” out at sea, 

Or else onr ship-steerers are foolish and feckless. 

More wreckless, perhaps, the great ocean might he, 

Were those who sail on it less reckless. 

New Reading. — John Bull reading the perpetual iteration of 
Conservative oratory, complains “ his Tory repeats himself ” 
rather too much. 

High Spirtts.— When are Spirits like Axioms ?— When they are 
” above proof,” to he sure. 
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TU QUOQUE. 

Atmy **Ain> I only mueped one thing in ths Geography 

Paper. Couldn’t nob the life of me think where the Straits of M.a- 

0A8SAB WERE ! ” 

I IPmA FaJHher, *‘0h, I sAY, YOU OUGHT to have known that. Fancy— the 
Straits of Hacassar!” 

Army CandidcUe, “Well, I didn’t, anyhow. By the way, where are 
THEY, Dad ? ” 

Fond Father, “ Oh— where are they 1 Oh— er— they *rb— well, they 're 
But don’t you think we *d better go to Lunch ? " 


KING MOB! 

TTtwg Mob as ever on ndscbief bent, 

In a lend of freedom pitched his tent, 

In every capital round the world, 

His blood-stained banner King Mob unfurl’d. 

As a cowardly cur and a secret spy, 

With a treacherous hand and a devilish eye, 

He stalked unseen and with bated breath, 

He marked the Monarcbs of earth for death. 

Xing Mob in civilisation’s sight, 

Proclaimed his gospel of dynamite, 

For one or other he laid his snare, 

“ Invincible ” here and “ Xihilist ” there. 

In reckless fashion he flung his net 

That was proof against sword and the bayonet: 

What matter, he said, if the innocent fall, 

Be they women or children, murder all I 

He came at last over land and sea, 

To the home of peace and the island free. 

A spirit of discontent he cast^ 

And tore the page from a nation’s past ; 

He spread the terror of force and nst, 

And flattered the impudent Atheist ; 

Having preached up crime as his soul thought best, 
He was treated by law as an idle jest I 

Wherever he came and whenever he spoke, 

They took Xing Mob for an idle joke ; 

When he entered a church, and began to swear, 
He was only considered a harmless bear ; 

And a Magistrate ready with courteous whine, 

Let His Majesty ofl with a simple fine. 
Bed-handed caught at the dynamite store, 

The House of Commons began to roar I 

Beware, Xing Mob ! for tbe time has come 
For Britons to strike— and to strike right home. 
The days are over for empty sneers 
When houses tumble about our ears ; 

It ’s a little too late to hold our breath. 

With a mighty Metropolis mined with death. 

But rebels will tremble and laughter cease 
When the Hangman’s knot— is the Bond of Peace I 


Mrs. B.AMSBOTHAH is delighted to hear of the establish- 
ment of the Vine Club, which she thinks is evidence of a 
strong Anti-Blue Bibbon Army Association. Xow, she 
says, she begins to understand what has lately been 
alluded to in the papers as The Tipple Alliance.’’ 


There is a small msh on to the Stage just now of 
talented Amateurs. Hot vanity, but a praiseworthy 
desire to realise a modest competency is their motive. 
That they deserve to attain their object is evidenced by 
the public display of their inoompetency. 


A ¥OED FOR THE DOCTORS. 

The Tivisection Abolition Bill was talked ont the other day, and, 
as we do not msh to see the progress of medical science ohe<^6d, we 
oannot xenet that the proposal was lost. The whole question lies in 
a nutshell. Yiviaeotion, as the law stands, can only be practised 
under wery stringent regulations and the authority of a licence 


granted by the Home-Ojffce, which in very rare cases allows experi- 


invesagaiions maae equals uie pain oi an ordinary surgical opera- I 
tion. And what does the world owe to Yivisection ? The discovery 
of the circulation of the blood, the antiseptic Surgery of the present 
^y, thefamous operation by winch Mr. Spencer Wells and others 
have saved the lives of many hundreds of women ; all these, and a 
thousazid other beueflts we owe to the experiments which it is now 
proposed to abolish. ^ Mr. Cartwright said during the debate — 
we prefer to quote him instead of a medical twa-ti like Br. Playfair— 
** FTofessor Lister’s dlscoTeries had rerolatioiuBed surgical science, and it 
was said he had reduced the mortality of man by 7 or 8 per cent., and yet 
on account of the restrictions suirounding the proFuions of the present Act, 
he had been obliged to go abroad in order -to prosecute his invaluable researches. 
In the Larson case the clinching evidence ^hich brought about a conviction 
was derived from an experiment on a living ftniTnal .... If Bill were 

passed into law, experiments would be made on human frames and in the 
rudest form. lu the nineteenth century the hon. and learned Member asked 


them to prohibit investigation, to annihilate inquiry, and to say science was 
a thing that must be curbed.” 

cases of cruelt:|^under the existi^ Acts gan ^ed ted^oocmring 

nent^ citie^here there are no restrictions. As Sir^rLLiAM; Hab- 
couRT said, the question is, ** YThether man as the superior animal 
had a right to use animals for his beneflt ? ” Of course that can 
only be answered in one way, but the Anti-Yiviseotionists rush ofl 
into shameless abuse of a noble profession, and do their cause no 
good by it. SirWn.LiAic HarcourtwcU summed up the debate 
when he said— 

** They must bring a little common sense to bear on this question. They 
must look at it in the light of experience, and he ventured to say that true 
humanity was on the side of these eminent men, nsany of whom were among 
the most tender-hearted members of society. He was satisfied that under the 
administration of the existing law very little pain was indicted, and that 
what pain was inflicted was under such securities and guarantees that it was 
not only in the course of experiment, but was abundantly justified.” 

Mr, Punch yidds to no one in his detestation of oruel^. But orimes 
must not remain undiscovered, our children must not die of zymodo 
diseases, and our wives and sisters perish for the want of the skill 
and the knowledge that have been obtained by humane operators 
horn Yivisection— conducted, be it remembered, in ninety-xune oases 
out of a hundred with the adminisdration of ansesthetics. 
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THE TEMPERANCE BUDGET; OR, VIRTUE REWARDED. 

John Bull , “ TnaEE-HALFpjENOB ! The Price op a Cup op Cocoa and a Slice op Bread-And-Butter 1 1*7e been too Sober. 

I SHALL HAVE TO TAKE TO DBINEINa ACAIN. B'UItC JSST BlBENLmiJ^' 


OuTBAaE BY A VoLTOTEEE.— They were marchiDg down to; The Channel Ttiiuiel, if made, will he hnown as a portion of the 
Brighton tMongh HOTley. Notioing the gay holiday aspect of the ■ Infunnel Eegions. This notion struck Sir 'Watken, S.E.R., but 
village, said the Old volunteer to the Young Yolunteer, “ What is funnelly enough it had previously occurred to Mr, Siaat Fobbes, 
the dmereuce between this place and our most popular Sporting L. 0. & J). 

Novelist?” Before the Young Yolunteer had time to think, his 

ruthless companiou shouted out, The one is smart Horley, and the 

other is Hawley Ssiaht ! ” The matter is now in the hands of the New Nahe foe a Theatre where the Across ahb more oe 

War Office. But the Authorities are “ At Fault.” less Unintelligible.— “ The Mumbles.” 
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A LITTLE MISTAKE. 

Tiui Few Rector's Wife, ‘*Oa.n YOU EBOOMMEin) this Sea-kale?** 
Greengrocer, “ Ir it *s for the People aboye-staibs, Yes ; but 
IP it’s fob rOCBSELFPS, I WOULD SAT, DO^’jT TAKJ& ITf" 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

XKTBACTED FBOU 

THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, April 2,— Yery cuTious how Sir R. 
Cboss objects to people smilingr, Dmoh. less laughing. Wheneyer he 
addresses the House always keeps his eye fixed upon Right Honour- 
able Q-entlemen on Treasury Bench. If anyone smiles he *s sure to 
hear ot‘ it. Dobson always safe, but Habooubt constantly ofiending, 
and Mr. Gtlabstone has been specialljr reprimanded. Last night 
Sir Richard on his legs making disjointed remarks on Criminal 
Appeal Bill. Stopping suddenly, with head on one side and gadier- 
ing clouds darkening his brow, he exclaimed, ‘*1 hear someone 
smile.” Terrible moment of suspense. Expected some trembling 
man to be given up by his afirighted companions, and soundly 
birched before the whole school. But danger passed over. After 
listening intently for a second and hearing no more smiles. Sir 
Richabd went on, not quite satisfied, but baffled. 

“A strangely chequered career, Cboss’s,” Mr. Chabees Russell 
mused. _ “ Heaven intended him for a schoolmaster, his neighbours 
made him Chairman of Q^uarter Sessions, and Dizzy projected him 
mto the Home Offloe. But scratch the ex-Home Secretary and you 
find the schoolmaster.” 

Y ery interesting talk with Randolph. He * s been issuing another 
manifesto. The Count de Chambobd nothing to him in Triw^ of 
literature. Prince Napoleon not a patch on him. 

‘‘Yes,** said Baron de Wobhs, ruefully eyeing my young friend 
as he sits below the Gangway, carefully dressed for diTinAr ; “but 
Prince Napoleon was straightway cast into prison.*’ 

“ Of course Nobthcote ’s done for now,” I said to Lord Randolph, 
and the lourgeois placemen, the honourable tadpoles, the Irish 
lawyers, and the rest, are out of the question. Seems to me choice 

f rown exceedingly limited. Bnt would Baxpoub do to succeed Sir 

TAPFORD?** 

*■ Afraid not,” said Lord Randolph. “ He 's rather young: and 
wha^ou may call pretty. Wants backbone.” 

“WOLPP?” 


“ Ah I WoLPE *s a good fellow. Speaks very good French, and 
knows the mouths of the Danube. But I am not sure that the Party 
would follow bim. He’d make an excellent Under-Secretary for 

Foreign Affairs, lu fact, I have promised him that when I ^in 

short, WoLPE isn’t thinking of the Leadership.” 

“ Well, there’s Gobst. Do you think he *s capable of ‘ agitating 
Scotland and arresting the attention of the Midlands* ? ” 

“ I do not,” said Randolph, with firmness. “ Goest is a little 
lacking in imagination, and his humour is atrifie musty. I remember 
liiTn once saving to me he couldn’t understand what Boubke meant 
by impossibility of drawing up indictment against a whole people. 
‘Entirely a matter of fee,* the dear old Chappie said, quite 
seriously.” 

“ Then choice becomes quite too utterly narrowed.” 

“ I say nothing about that, Toby. But a Leader is a man who can 
lead, and if there is a Party in this House well disciplined, it may be 
the one I have had something to do with.” 

Business done.— Read Criminal Appeal BiU a Second Time. 

Tuesday,— Cave Caine-mP^ Sir Statpobd Nobthcote whis- 
pered in Mr. Lowtheb’s ear, as that gay young Bliiight rode forth, 
like young What *s his name, to make a speech or two in the Easter 
recess. But it was no use. “ I never posed as a cautious person,” 
James plaintively observed to the audience at Kirby Moorside. 
After which confession he ran a-muck at Grand Committees. Declared 
they were packed by Birmingham Caucus (of whom it seems Sir 
Jopuir Mowbbat is Chairman) and more than hinted that when Bills 
came back they must be gone through over again in the House. 
Caine going to put question on subject. 

“ Most unfortunate tendency this of Jemmy’s to blnrt out things,” 
says Mr. W, H, Smith. “ What the fighting section of the Carlton 
think to-day, he’s sure to tell everybody to-morrow.” 

Q,uite pathetic to see Truthful James waiting to he dragged up for 
his Caineing. “Don’t know anybody of his experience and habits 
more fnlly capable of putting on air of ingenuous simplicity, ” says 
Habcouet, eyeing him admiringly as he sits with head bent, toying 
with the paper on which his answer was written. “ But when he 
looks mildest he ’s most daugeious. We *11 see his heels fiy out in a 
moment.” 

But we didn’t. The Spbakbb, doubtless touched by James’s 
helplessness and pretty childish ways, interposed, and on point of 
order ruled question inadmissible. 

Afterwards spent an agreeable evening iu forei^ parts under 
guidance of Jacob BRiaHT and Sir Joseph Pease. J. B. interested 
on account of the Congo River. “ Must remain a territory,” . he 
says, “ where Missionaries and Manchester men Cou-go and come as 
they ]please, without interference from Portugal.” 

durious mixing-up of long-cloth and Missionary labour both in 
this and the even more Peasefull debate on Opium which followed. 
Mr. Samuel Smith, iu course of brief lecture, put the case for sup- 
pression of Opium Traffic with irresistible force. “ Abolish Opium 


? reBsion oi Opium Tramc with irresistible lorce. Abolish opium 
‘raffle,” says ne, “and you shall make ten thousand miles of railway 
in China, besides giving a chance to Christianity.” That fetched 
the House ; and the Government, instead of, as usual, meeting the 
Motion with a direct negative, wriggled out by moving the Previous 
Question. 

Wednesday Afternoon,— Jszoisi Playpaib ’s foot is on his native 
heath, and his style Professor. Question is, that Yivisectiou be 
abolished. Lyon Playfair says “ No I ” and tells the House why 
in most charming lecture. Members been yawning all afternoon, 
and mooning round corridors, library, and terrace ; now fiock m, 
and listen with growing interest. Joseph Gillis sat speU-bound as 
the Professor traced the links between Man and Animal, glancmg 
aside for a moment to express the hope that missing one may some 
day be found. 

“ Man,” said the Professor, “ is only the King of Animals.” 

This disappointing, but might be worse. 

“ Let me teR the House how I killed two rabbits,” coutinues the 
Professor. 

“ Knocked them on the back of the neck, I suppo^se,” the irre- 
pressible Randolph murmurs. But the rest of House thrilled 
with anticipatory horror. Seems that late Professor Simpson called 
one morning on rLAYPAiB in Edinburgh, and asked him for “ some 
liquor.” Thought a Scotchman would instantly have produced a 
bottle of whiskey, and one of those little wooden cups that grow m 
the Highlands, and treated his friend handsomely. On the contrary, 
Playfair took him to laboratory, and brought out some home-made 
stuff. Professor, evidently mad with thirst, about to gulp it down. 

‘ ‘ No,” says Playfair ; “ let ’s try ib ou a rabbit.” 

Gave a noggin to one rabbit ; dies on the spot. EME a noggin 
I to another ; lived two years a hopeless idiot. Professor Simpson 


to another ; lived two years a hopeless idiot. Professor Simpson 
left the House hale and hearty. 

I “ Ah I ah I ” cries ‘Wilfrid Lawson, triumphantly, “ that comes 
of total abstention.” 


Not sure I ’ve got the rabbit story quite right. Fancy it was some 
other liquor made somebody else hopeless idiot. But there certainly 
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was a hopeless idiot in the case. Proposal on foot to engage Ltoit 
Platfaie for the Session, one lecture a week. Find him with black- 
board and chalk, and, if necessary, white cloth and magic lantern. 

JBitsiness done.— Discussed Married Fellows and Yivisected Dogs. 

TAwrsday.— Mr. Ckeldees introduced Budget tq-night. Very 
good speech and yery good Budget. Speech particularly artful. 
Conservatives been preparing all week to come out to-morrow as 
champions of Economy in National Expenditure. Ready to show, 
with tears in eyes, how recklessly present Grovernment been going 
on. Meant to make it clear to tax-payer that, if he wanted to save 
remnant of pocket-money, must get back Conservatives with or 
without a Leader. To-night, Chtlpees, with most innocent ex- 
pression, mentioned, d propos des hottes, a few figures showmg how 
things stood during six years of Conservative Administration, and 
how in l^ee years of Liberal. Conservatives shocked, Sir Staffobu 
Noethcote quite pained. Lord G^eoeoe Hahxlxoit furious. Sir 
Kiceabj) Cboss indignant. 

“So rude of Cb[Ili)ees,” says Grand Ceoss, “going mentioning 
these things in a Budget Speech. Especially just now, when we had 
all got our speeches ready for to-morrow night. "Would never have 
thought it ot Cheldees.” 

Mr. Glajdstonb had very pleasant evening. Luxuriously listened 
to Budget Statement, went ofi leisurely to dinner, returned at 
eleven o’clock in evening dress, with a rose in his coat. 

“ Haw ! Anything going on, Toby ? ” he said, slightly yawning. 
“ Oh, of course, Budget Night. I remember ; Cboebees made 
speech ; riled other side. Must be awful bore, don’t you know, to 
have to make Budget Speech, and then to listen to other fellows ; 
getting no dinner. Had very pleasant evening myself. Sorry for 
Childbes.” 

And the Gay Old Man, with a toothpick projecting from his 
eloquent lips, stroUed away. 

Business done. — ^Budget introduced. 

Friday.— Gieo-t day this for Petee. Government have accepted 
his Amendment on Reduction of Expenditure. P. positively pervades 
the place. Linking arms with everyone. Two at a time preferred, as 
that makes the corridors more impassable. Got hold of me just now. 

“ All very well for you fellows to laugh at me, Toby,” he shouted 
in my ear. “But I’ve beaten the strongest Minist^of modem 
times. Forced GxABSioijrB to his knees. United both parties under 
my banner. Nunc dimiiiis, Toby, nunc dimittisJ^ 

“Why, cert’nly,” I said, “ Petee means well : but he’s a little 
boisterous for constant companionship.” 

Business dotie.— Decided to be more economical. 


The field were wild with excitement. “ Which way did he go ? ” 
“Where was he?” 

“ Knowmg that yon wished to kill him expeditiously, I did my 
best to accommodate you. I was perfectly successful. I closed my 
eyes, pulled the trigger, and shot the fox as dead as a door-nail ! ” 
There was a shout of anger, a cry of hate, and— a Murder I 


THAT THKBE HA^PENOE! 

By a no7irpolitical Taxc-payer. 

HooeJlY ! Let rival Chancellors war, 
Chilbees and Noexhcoie snap and spar ; 
One thing I mark— it brings me pax^ 

Three ha'pence off the Income-tax ! 

What matters whether old or new 
The hand that doth relax the screw ? 

At least the screw it doth relax, 

Three hc^ pence off the Income-tax I 

A Surplns I True, ’tis rather small, 

Bnt better that thm none at all. 

And there ’s one burden leaves our backs, 
Three ha'pence off the Income-tax / 

Egyptian War ! Its cost is paid, 

And there ’s a little left in Trade ; 

The Revenue doth slowly wax. 

Three hd^ pence off the Income-tax ! 

A Business Budget ! full of sense 
Though void of the sweet eloquence 
Of him, the wielder of the axe, 

Three ha'pence off the Income-tax I 

A Temperance Budget ? Yes, from Drink 
The Revenue may shrink and shrink, 

Yet in remission all go snacks; 

Three ha'pence off the Income-tax ! 

Ah ! that three ha’pence in the pound; 
Covers a lot of faults all round. 



A BROKEN REID. 


[A possible Bpisodefrom the Life of a Practical Philanthropist,) 


The red-coated sportsmen were eager for the hunt. The hounds 
could scarcely restraiu their impatience, and the horses were restive 
from inaction. It was a lovely morning— just the very day for a 
graud run. 

The Master, the Huntsman, and the Whipper-in were ready to 
start, when the report of a gun was heard. Then there was a rust- 
ling of branches, and Mr. Reid, M.P., appeared. Mounting on a 
tub, he called the equestrians around him. , I 

“Ladies and Genllemen,” he said, “you know I am an Anti- 
Viviseotionist. You know I object to cruelty to dogs and other 
dumb animals.” 

“We know you are very feeble about your facts,” replied the 
Master, who found Mr. Reid tedious, and was anxious to be ofi. 

“But although I am an Anti-Yiviseqtioniat,” continued Mr, 
Reid, M.P., jtuietly ignoring the interruption, “ I have still a hearty 
sympathy with sport.” 

Here some of the Members of [the Hunt audibly; suggested that, 
although Mr. Reid’s words were of an excitingly interesting cha- 
racter, they might yet be kept for some future occasion. 

“ I see that yon are growing impatient,” continued the good man ; 
“ and I am not surprised. Although no sportsman myself, I can 
quite understand the keen pleasure, the iutense satisfaction, of a 
glorious burst over a ploughed field, or a leisurely saunter through a 


“ Yes, yes,” said the Master, impatiently ; “ but the fox is await- 
ing ns. So we must say good-hye I ” 

“ You can surely stay a few minutes longer,” continued Mr. Retd, 
M.P. “ The other evening, in the House of Commons, I insisted 
that your one idea was to 1^ a noxious animal.” 

“Yes, yesi” 

“That you did it as. quickly as you could. That the first who 
came upon the creature had the right to despatch him.” 

“Certainly, certainly!” 

“ And that being the case, as I was walking along the road I hap- 
pened to come across Mr. Reynard, and " 


Financial fight my mind bewilders, 
Bnt here ’s a health to Mr. Childees I 
Announcing, spite of party snacks, 
Three ha'pence off the Income-tax! 


COLLOCIUY ON ARMY ECONOMY. 

Safecaed and Scbew. 

Bafecard. More work for the British Officer — Lord Wolseley’s 
work. [Reads from a paper.) “ Each company in a battalion is to 
be struck off all ordinary duties for about six months in the year, 
find in its turn, in order that it may he passed through a complete 
course of drill and instruction under its own officers instead of being 
exercised and taught by specialists such as musketry instructors.” 

Screw. Delightful task for the British Officer— “to teach the 
young idea how to shoot.” Give tiiem more work. 

Safecard, More work, hut no more pay. Expenses of living in- 
creasing too, and allowance stationary— for your Subaltern at five- 
shillings-and-six-pence a day. , . 

Screw, ftuite right. Competition for Commissions continuing all 
the same, and supply exoeedmg demand. Wages of military labour 
regulated by the rate of the labour market. 

Safecard. AU very well; but the employments go to those who can 
afford to take them. The purse gains the day. Money still makes 
the (milit^) man. 

Screw. What then? , . ^ « 

Safecard. What was the use of abolishing Purchase in the Army r 


Kew Version of the Old Adage. 

(By One who had his Throat cut hy the East Wind at Easter. 

Whew Easter falls in My Lady’s lap. 

Then Easter deserves a good sound slap I 


Paety Embiejis.— If Conservatives keep up the custom of wear- 
ing Primroses in honour of Lord Beacohsftbld, Liberals will have 
to display button-holes of “ Sweet William.” 
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DISTINGUISHED AMATEURS. — ^THE PAINTER IN WATER-COLOURS. 

JDistinguisUd Amateur, ** I— A,— BUB OUT A gbeat deal. Most of my Effects abe got by that.*' 
Old Sriarle, oafital Pbooess ! Only you don't cabby it quite fab enough ! " 


THE BUMPTIOUS BOT. 

Aib— ** The Truthful Boyf^ 

Oncb there was a bumutious youth, 

With poodle hair and fishy eye, 

A boy who loyed historic truth. 

And never, never sold ally. 

And everyone admired him so, 

He was so rude, so void of ruth ; 

They cried, The lad has dash and go ! ” 
They said, He ’ll rise, this bumptious 
youth!” 

This bumptious boy, in boyish pride, 
Observed the hunters in full night, 

And said, “ Could I not better ride, 

I ’d hide my head in night-cap white 1 ” 

He sought a mount, a schoolboy’s scrub 
To most it seemed, and small at -^at. 

He stood a-tiptoe on a tub. 

And scrambled to his seat, and sat. 

Said he, “ They mate a jolly fuss, 

These huntsmen old ; the pace looks hot ; 

But I and my Bucephalue 
W^ni lead the field and lick the lot I ” 

And when he trotted, smart and cool, 

Ofi to the field, the people cried, 

“ The boy though bumptious is no fool. 

He like enough knows how to ride.” 

But when in spite of WBining shouts 
Of “Hi! ’ware wheat!” straight on he 
pounded, 

like any ’Abby, serious doubts 

' About his harsemanship aboundedt 


The leading huntsman, wary, steady, 

He challenged,— it was cheek, indeed. 
Crying, “ Q-et out, you ancient Heddy, 

I ’ll give the lot of you a lead ! ” 

That skilful horseman, with a wink, 

Said, “All right, youngstmr, ts^e your 
line; 

I know the Country, and I think. 

If you donH mind, 1 ’ll keep to mine.” 

And aU the people laughed and said, 

“ lU-mountea urohin, bumptious mite, 
Tou’ll come a cropper, tip o’er head, 

The general verdict, ‘ ^ve you right ! ’ ” 

“Whebb abb thb Policb?”— Why, as 
far as the Detectives go, and they seem just 
now to be ^going everjrwhere, the more fre- 
quently this question is asked and remains 
mianswered the better for the interests of 
justice and the safety of the community. 
The less the public bmows of the whereabouts 
of the Police the better will they be able to 
do their work. But when every one of their 
movements is dogged by Beporters, and the 
results made pubhc by the Dailies which are 
all struggling for the Earliest Fews or 
“Latest Intelligence,” the conspirators re- 
ceive timely warning and the well-arranged 
plans of the Police are frustrated. To the 
Intelligence Deputments of the Dublin, 
Londox^ and Birmingham Pdlioe the greatest 
prame is due. And— another thing— we are 
delighted to hear that in Birmingham the 
Deteotives who made the dynamite captures 
were armed with revolvers. We trust it is 
the same in London. 


Cave Eelem ! 

It has been lately pointed out that, under 
eYistiog statutes, ofienders convicted of 
damaging, or attempting to damage, persons 
and property by the explosion of substances 
snob as dynamite, are liable, in certain cases, 
not only to imprisonment or penal servitude, 
but also to he whipped. Could not this in- 
formation be published by notices posted 
about in the proper places P It might save 
some of ns the pain of seeing a degrading 
punishment inflicted on our (Fenian) fellpw- 
mon. For the protection of public buildings 
there is probamy no house-dog that would 
equal the Cat. 

“thb fbbb and the bebi.” 

If I had a Daughter what would go 
On to the Stage when I’d said “ No,” 
Wouldn’t I stop her ? Yes. Just so. 
Woa, there! Steady! 

Mbs. Bamsbotham says two of her Nieces 
are going to a Fancy B^ as Carmen, She 


smock frocks, and corduroys, and thinks they 
might have selected a more ladylike oostome. 


As an evidence of extraordinary warmth of 
the first week in April, the penny ice-carts are 
already out in the most aristooratio parts of 
the Metropolis, and doing a thriving busmess. 


Let view of the Divided Skirts and Fan- 
tail Dresses, can 188$ be termed, as fax as it 
has gone at present, “ this Year of Grace ” P 






LrETLK Lobjj E-hd-mh (to M.F.H.) “ OTTT 0’ THE WAY, GtTV’NOBr-I ’LL GIVE ’EJI A LEAD OVER I 
Bib Si-M'-kd. " ALL RIGHT, YOUNGSTER— TAKE YOUR OWN LINE— J KNOW THE COUNTRY I ” 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— Apkii. 14, 1883. 



Apbil 14 , 1883 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




ESMERALDA; 

OB, “ Meet me at ‘ the Labe ’ when the Clock stbikbs Eight.” 

CoBSiBEBiNG that Mr, Gael Rosa has only got Drnry Lane for an 
Opera Season of one month’s duration— just sufficient time to let 
people know that he is there— the performance of Esmeralda is 

most creditable to 

> -Sr \v management. 

V, , .///^. ^. ->1^ 'A‘"M The mise-en*scine 

the nnited 

whcT* haye seen 

** All Hands ” for the end of Act II. the new Eden- 

Thetoe in Paris, 

of the striking action of the crowd in the Prologue to the Great 
Ballet. The only sign of anything like hxtrry or incompleteness was 
to be found in the costume of the “ men in armour,” belonging to 
the brave corps commanded by Captain Phcehus^ who, intended to 
be armed cap-d^pied^ were perfect as far as the ankles, where the 
ordinary modern waUdng-boot was distinotlyvisible— and even this 
might be set down to the indomitable energy and enthusiasm 
of the choms-men, who would rather be on the scene with seven- 
teenth century armour on their backs and nineteenth century boots 
on their feet, than sacrifice one of the grand ejects of the Opera. 

Mr. Gobibg Thomas’s music is throughout graceful and’melodious, 
but it lacks character, as, for example, in Esmeralda? a first song, 


It 



« All Hands » for the end of Act H. 



Esmeralda, evidently one of the Romany or Roman nez tribe, interviewed by , 
the Rev. Claude EroUo, of the Medimval Church and Stage Guild. I 

train and the time of its starting. The heroine had about as hard a 
time of it as any prima donna we ever saw. 

The Reverend Claude Frollo (Mir. Lttdwig), whose taste for theatri- 
cals led him into the commission of some very unclerical acts, was 
apparently suffering either from a cold, in which case we sincerely pity 
him, or from a mistaken notion that, to convey the idea of concen- 
trated passion, the singer should be as confidential as possible, and 
so, thongh no doubt he was very good and sang perfectly, we were 
unable to give any opinion on the subject, as to us he was almost 
inaudible. 

Mr. Leslie Cbottt’s Quasimodo is a very clever performance, 
seeing what a difficult character it is, 
and how completely the librettists have 
washed all the colour out of it. Occa- 
sionaUy Mr. Ceottt, by the production 
of his voice and his pronunciation of / 

certain words, vividly recalled Mr. Sabt- / 

LET. He has to sing the best and most 

telling air in tbe whole Opera ; and had , 

the situation been more favourable, the 

audience would have enthusiastically ' , ' 

insisted on his taking their encore of “ L * 

cursed of gods and men.’' Why “gods”? 

Quasimodo wasn’t a heathen. The cST ^ 

Hbrettists have damaged the story, and 7^=*^ 

the fi-niah is ineffective. Fancy missing 

the grand effect of Quasimodo chucking ^ ^ . 

... n ’vr.t . TV.-*.- nifnairnnHA* At" KATIT fttl 


Claude over the top of Hotre Dame 
tower I What a splendid Wagnerian sen- miscmei. 

sation this would have been, musically . x • I 

illustrated by a chromatic scale descent, from the topmost note m | 
the treble down to the lowest note in the bass,— then one solemn 
whack on the drum, and “ the rest is silence.” 

^ Could Esmeralda have had one such song as 
falls to the lot of any one of her operatic lela- 
77^®^ tives, Arltnet Maritana^ Carmen — could poor 

^ A ^ Quasimodo have had something as brusque and 

^ catching as the of AfarceZ, — could 

— ^ Phoebus have walk^to the “ flote,” and come 

out with something as stirring as the Toreador, 
Two of the Leading or Miss Pebet, as Fleur-de-Eys, have had a 
Features in the Opera, song like the dueen’s in The Huguenots, the 
lasting popularity of Esmeralda would at once 
j have been secured. But as it is, the public has to make its acq^uaint- 
anoe, to get to know the Opera, and so to “ learn to love ” the 
what Bizet-Wagnerish music, for which process, on account of Mr. 
Rosa’s very brief London season, the public literally has not the time. 

Colomha is the new Opera, of which, as at present advised, we can 
only say that the mnsio is by A. C. IMackbbzi]^ and the Ithretto seems 
to he good, Whoever wrote it— no, we riiouldi say and correctly— 
Etjbepee wrote it. 

CoBBECi Title bob the New Liee. — The Charing Cross-the- 
River-and-under- Water-loo Electric Railway. No ventilation 
necessary. This scheme can’t end in smoke. There sa ihst-rate 
Board of Electric Directors, and no chance of any Elec-tncks upon 
travellers. 


Quasimodo ; or, Bent on 
Mischief. 


« Goring Thomas.” 


which rather reminds us of a sea-nymph gliding through the calm 
water, and singing to the accompaniment of her, harp, than of a 
dancing Gipsy Girl with her tambourine and her performing goat. ^ 
Madame Geobgdta Bubns is better suited to the part as a vocalist 
than as an Actress. She is always on the scene, and, when not engaged j 
in being fondly, or insanely, hugged by her lover, or threatened by 
some disagreeable person, she is at once set upon by anyone who can 
get at her, hauled and lugged about the stage, and generally bullied 
in the most cruel manner. Like Mr. W. S. Gilbebt’s Policeman— 
“ When operatic duty ’s to be done, poor Esmeralda^ s life is not a 
happy one! ” At the end of the Second Act, Mr. McGhcxib— a 
stalwart representative of the dashing Phosbus — takes the poor 
Lady’s head under his protection in such a manner that he appears 
to have got her, as the pugilists say, “ in Chanceryj” in which try- 
ing position she is dragged hither and thither, singing all the time. 
Finally he lugs her desperately, and still in Chancery, up ihe steps, 
with such vigour that we wondered she had any breath left in her 
body. Occasionally, when Mr. McGtrcKiBr gave her a second’s rest, 
we heard her voice making a plaintive appeal in a high key from 
somewhere under Mr. McGucKni’s arm ; but directly he became 
aware of there being any life left in her, he set to work to hug her 
head more closely tbin ever to him, and in this helpless position he 





toilees and spinners. 

Thb Ministerial Member for Bir- 
mingham pitches into Lord Sajis- 
BTTBT as a member of a class tnat 
“toil not, neither do they snm. 
This is not one of the manv dever 
things, Mr. CBJJiBEBiAi3r,micbyoTi 
axe noted for paying, ^eadmg 
politician, of ■whion.ever party, beuig 
also a Peer, whether in Opposition 
or OfGlce, mnst necessarily toil, more 
ox less, but can hardly spm, ^uiuess 
he “ spins round’* with a fair partner 
in the giddy waltz. Or he may go 
ont on horseback for a spin on the 
downs. But these are two instances 
where “ spinning *’ is a pleasure, not 
a toil— or at least it ought to be M. 
Por ourselves — ^but no inatter. The 
only sort of lord who spins ^d toils 
at the same time, toiling as he spins 
is a Cotton Lord— and he doesn t 
personally always toil or spin very 
much. 

“The MAGtAZDSTES ron Ainu.”— 
have all been CMefnlly g^ded. 
Sentries are posted at all the chiei 
publishing offices. Some explosive 
material was detected in the IViwfi- 
teenih Century Magazine, but its 
effect has been carefully neutraused. I 
... In spite of all precautions, the 
Magazines have all gone off, but for- 
tunately without doing any injury. 
Most people have only been able to 
judge of their contents by the various 
reports. 

Titb Pbemteb, while in London, 
being compelled to leave off ^cutting 
trees, has been advised by his medi- 
cal man to lake to cutting jokes. 

Moklet’s Tebdict os Oiio- 
sinonr Tactics. — “ The trail of the 
is over them all. ” 
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LORD HENRY LENNOX, M.P., 
As “ Mastsr SlsndbrJ^ 


MRS. GENIUS. 

{Song of a Sorrowful Sero- WorsMpper , ) 
Ain— Johmon,^ 

aBBAT Mr. OBimis takes a bride. 
Through life to struggle at his side. 
Bylaw, and her ownheart-strings, ti^ 
To mighty Mr. Obnius. 

Her task to feed his spirit’s flame, 
Tomendhisbreeks, andmarkhisfame, 
To meet all bother, bear all blame. 

Oh, happy Mrs. Genius I 

He to his desk devotes the day ; 

Shall he be plagued with biUs to pay, 
Costers or cats to scare away r 

Leave that to Mrs. Genius 1 
His duty is big books to write. 

Which give Society delight ; 

To tend the house from morn till night 
Is task for Mrs. Genius. 

To halls of light he may repair. 

His name is famous everywhere ; 

She stays at home and suffers there. 
Poor jealous Mrs. Genius 1 
Shall he stint ease or pleasure ? No ! 
She cannot Boar,^then let her sew, 
And sim on porridge: ’twill keep low 
The pulse of Mrs. Genius I 

He ’s of an atrabilious mood, 

At bearing pain he is not good, 

But given to grumble and to brood 
And worry Mrs. Genius. 

He growls much likea bee-stung bear, 
Denouncing all in earth and 
She loves — andlistens ; that’s the share 
Of lucky Mrs. Genius. 

Among earth’s stars he’ll deign to 

Dames pet him. She can patch, at 
home, ^ 

The dressing-gown of Gentos. 

Of letting her make friends he *s shy. 
No, let her feeble Angers try 
To wring wet sheets (with wetter eye) 
Poor, lonesome Mrs. Genius I 


SHOW SUNDAY; OE, QUITE A LITTLE OILYDAT. 

[Bu Ow Own Mr, Merry-go-Bownder commissioned to visit all the 
^ ^ Studios.*) 

The President of the Republic of Painters told me oonfidentiaRy* 
while expressing, through the half-opened door, ^ at being 

unable to admit me into his studio, that his prmcipal Pictoe would 
not he ready, or, if ready, only just in time, lor the Academy. 
“ Then,” I exclaimed, “ you are keepmg up your name, and you U 
be known this year as Sir Fbbdebick Late’un.” A shriek ot 
laughter, and a heavy fall in the passage as tide door slammed-to, 
proclaimed that my side-splitter had had its effew. 

1 ascertained in the neighhourhood that Mr. Potntbe s Qttsew 
” AflllAfl “ ■RAtiTTa is willinar.” will not be exhibited at the 


1 asceruamea la wo -rr.r 3 a I-L 

of ShehaJ^ called “ Baieis is willing,” will not be exhibited at the 
Academy. “ A disap-poynter,” as the funny Author of Jocosena 
observed. At Mr. Agnew’s Gallery [always Bag news At the 

> . ^ 3 CM ^ T viAo-f. lu.* K'DTPn'N' 


but as far as I could gather from the Policeman who ttos keeping 
the crowd cfiE, it is romeftiag ahoat a farmyard from w]^h aU the 
fowls hOTe beea taken, except one old tooato Tw is gpmg a ni^ 
“ Coek-a-doodle-doo 1 ” before being carried off by the <^ok. Bo 
much I made out from the title, whion is “ The Last of the ^ew. 

While taking some slight hut necessary refreshment at the soda- 
and-milk shop next to the (Mlery, I was aUe to pi<sk up a good deal 
about the Pictores on yiew from tihe rei^kably well-inf otioed and 
intelligent young milk-and-water colourist who serves the customers. 
From her 1 understood that Mr. B. Rxviebb’s other Picture— or one 
of his other Pictures — ^illustrates a scene where the Leviathan of the 

♦ From internal evidence, of which the «ader will be able to judge, we 
have our doubts ai to whether he visited any one of them. We were not 
aware that Befteshment-places and Picture Galleries were open on Snow 
Sunday.— Ed. 


Turf (whoeyer he may be) and a few tniUiowMiret we 
^of the ronlette-tables at Monaco ; it u called “ 

I then inauired abont Mr. MscWhie^’s work^ Mii 
Ms great Picture was something about a young Lady atSiacHS, 
being treated to a turtle luncheon, I pr^nm. . . , ftonTjie of 
From here I went to Mr. Hole’s. He ^s pamted a couple m 
subjects,— the Queen’s subjects, and both 
which, if placed together^ wiU, of course, 
and “ Far”— the first being Mr. John Beiqht, ^d 
H.R.H. the Duke of Oambeidge m 
talented Academician has also done a first-rate portrart 
TiimiKL.” which, however, w goiM to the ^sy^or 
tile latter work was not completed, it was hidden from this visitor s 

mininTi, as I tried to raise a comer of the papery and obto a pwp. 
But Mr. Horn was Holltogether too qmok for me, and bemg m 
hurry I left without seeing the Hidden Gem. ■foimd out 

Mr, Botoktow has choseii an Mstorioal paraM, ^d ^ f^a^ 
a resemblance between Ike Pmne Mi^tw of Hpl^ ^ the^ 
offidal in Prance; 

he will follow it up with » A Bwman GUd^, 

Sistnarek,” ‘'An Amf^an Sahtbury,” m. He^s^ 

fancy portrait of a modern playwrwht, oall^, _ 

Mi.^BBLT HiiswuLitfs .was tie W I 
. return visit to where the Piotnres are topt m Bo^^^«^^ 

■ very polite Qentlemsn. m a vdvet sknll-wp, bdld i ne 
K. Lfs snbjeot is intenied as an opposition to 
I trated advertisement for Pham’s soap, and m called 
I Windsor:* “,So that ends w^” 

> informant, which rib-idbkler was too much for him, aim 
t cramming his skull-cap into his moulli to prevent 

r wMoh^hthavebeenmist^enfordwa^'^d^^^apw^ 

Mr. Tooth has a great draw in Six John u-ilbebtb p 
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Mr, Jorley our BiUlar adjoined tcs when we fust come to JSaton Square is quite 
a Artis aitd paints Oil Pictures that hvtiful his Fantryis a regilar Stewdeo he send 
them framed lovely to the Foyal Acadimy Exihishon which they generilly gets tmg on 
the line Mr, Carver ov/r Ed Footman is orfle jelous of him and says its all along of 
the Adress he writes on the dock ’* / / — (Letter irom Jane the Upper SouUery-maii) 


^^THE THIN EED LINE.” 

{Morse Guards Duo.) 

“His Eoyal Highness did not welcome the change. He 
thought it a good thing for a soldier that, when in action, he 
should be visible.*'— Paper, 

Pro, 

Who says a soldier *s a thing ready made 
Of a suit of grey and a service-spade ? — 

That there ’s pluck in picking a ’vantage ground, 
Then dip:ging a hole and heaping a mound ? 

The notion ’s preposterous, laughable, quizzihle ! 

By Jove, Sir, a soldier— Ae ought to he visihle / 

Con, 

I grant you all that ; but when Six-foot Ghiards 
Like ninepins go down at a thousand yards, 

’Tis time to note that, if work ’s to be done, 

A held to be saved, a day to be won, 

It won’t be by speeches as firework as fizzible, 

But by getting well home with movement invisible. 

Pro, 

Pooh ! Stuff, Sir ! What served us at Waterloo ? 
Your neutral tint, or your washed-out blue ? 
Digging and dodging?— I rather opine 
A rush with a cheer of a thin red line,” 

In the midst of a hailstorm of all things wbizzible ! 
Don’t talk, Sir, to me of a coat that ’s not visible I 

j Con, 

No use, my good friend ; for though you may bless 
I The days that departed with old Brown Bess, 

I If you make that ‘ ‘ red line,” that never will yield, 
A target for every shot in the field, 

Of your foemen you’ll stir the faculties risible — 

For neither your troops nor your brains mil he visible ! 


The Fxshebtes Exhibihon,”— Among the wonders 
of the deep will probably be included The ‘^Fishery” on 
the Thames, or a working model of it, contributed by Sir 
Beauhont and Lady Florence Delie. 

Now ready, ^ Bloch on the Understanding, By the 
Member for Bridport. 


representing a fraudulent ^carf^-player at the very moment of 
detection, swallowing the king of trumps to prevent exposure. It is 
called “ The Trump Eater The crowd was so great I was com- 
pelled to take my information from the Dentist in uniform who 
guards the Tooth exhibition. 

Mr. J. 0 . HonsLET’s “ Wedding Bings^^ appeals to various circles, 
but as the distinguished Artist only shook his head and frowned on 
me from a first-floor window, calling out angrily, “Not to-day; 
don’t want you to-day,” I rather imagine he mistook me for a model, 
and so I was obliged to obtain information secondhand ; that is, for 
the moment. No doubt he will write to me and explain. 

Pushing through.the crowd in St. John’s Wood, I met Mr. Masks 
on his own doorstep. I knew him immediately from his having been 
pointed out to me on the First of April, and it was impos- 
sible for anyone who has once seen him not to recognise at a 
glance that tall ascetic nervous figure, that thin, pale, thoughtful 
face, those coal-black locks, finely chiselled aquiline nose (which a 
Caesar might have envied), those dark heavy eyebrows, and sweet, i 
m, melancholy smile. “You needn’t come in,” he whispered, in j 
low, musical voice, “I will tell you that my best picture is 
that of a Modern Masher, who is dressmg for a hall, and at the last I 
moment is unable to find the link for one of his wrist-bands. Need 
I say I call it ^ The Missing lAnh^? Good-bye!” .^d bowing' 
courteously he turned to spe^ to a couple of Bishops, with whom he 
was soon engaged in some abstruse theological argument. 

I just caught Mr. Millais as he was mounting one of his own 
Pictures preparatory to going into the Park. “ What is it my dear 
young friend?” asked the great Painter whose resemblance to the 
late Earl Bitssell in hei^t and general manner is remarkable. 

The names of your Pictures ! ” I shouted as he was just moving off. 
“I’ll tell you one of them,” he returned blandly, “it illustrates a 
scene in a Sculptor’s studio. I call it ‘ The Ghost Chamber,^ ” And, 
bowing to his saddle-bow and to me, he ambled gaily away. 

I was fortunate in gaming admission to Ihe exterior of Mr. Cal- 
deron’s studio just as the shutters were being put up for the day, 
but the boy on duty told me that the Picture would be a figure of a 
fishmonger’s lad carrying a fish in a small piece of the Daily Telegraph 


newspaper. “It is called,” said the honest youth, as he pocketed mj 
handsome largesse^ while tears of gratitude stood in his eyes, “ it is 
called ‘ The Wrapt Sole,* And if you want to know anything fur- 
ther ’’—but I didift, and, jumping into my cab, I urged Mm on at the 
rate of two shillings an hour to Mr. Watts’s, who, ever-mindfnl of 
his great ancestor, the “ How-doth-the-little-busy-bee "-Doctor, 
has simply painted a hoy, and called it “ One of Doctor Watts* s 
Little Sims, 

I had yet many others to see, but the shades of night were fallrng 
fast, and my Excelsior cab— [title my own and patented — Why 
“ Excelsior ” ? Because he is always on hire and hire]— was becom- 
ing weary of waiting half-hours at the doors of the best Artists, and I 
was anxious and hungry. “ Home ! ” I cried, when suddenly Mrs. 
Sbtmotje Lucas drove up iu her well-appointed Victoria^ and pair. 
Standing on the step with the grace of an Apollo and the lightness of 
an Ariel, I begged to knew the name of her picture, as “ 1 can’t go 
and see it,” I said, “for I am quite .” 

“ Hred Out** she said. 

“ I am,” I returned. “ And as to-day I can’t see more, looh as dose 
as I may,”— but ere I had finished my graceful carambole on the fair 
Artist’s name, one of her thoroughbreds gave a start and in another 
moment I was in the arms of the Crossingr-sweeper with a little piece 
of paper in my Imnd, on which was written, “ Tired Out, by Airs. 
Sexmoue Lucas.” Then it broke in upon me, and after rewarding the 
Sweeper, I was driven home, had a row with the Cabman (of which 
you will hear more if there is justice left in the land), and went wearily 
into dinner. The first thing they placed before me was a hors-'d* oeuvre 
(began to hate the name, f had heard so much of chef-d* oeuvre all 
day) of sardines done in oil. “A perfect picture,” said my wife. 
“ Take ’em away 1 ” I cried ; “ I cannot hear anything more in oil, 
specially if it ’s a perfect pictore.” She explained that she thought 
the dish would suit my palate. “ Oh, don’t I " I groaned. I felt I 
had been all among ttie Oils all day— quite a little Oilyday— and 
had worked like a man on the huile, , ^ ^ 

Friends dropped in to discuss the Pictures. We sat up late that 
night. And when they left me, at 3*30, after a protracted artistio argu- 
ment, we were all, more or less, colour-blind, w ended the Show Day. 
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'AERY ON HIS CRITICS AND CHAMPIONS. 

Dear C * I ’ap yours 0. K., and the noosepaper cntting inside,* 
Appariently writ by a party as puts up his dooks on my side, 

Wich thank ’im for nothink ’s my arnser. Tim ink-slinger *s plamly a flat, 
as for defending me — ^Walker I I larfed, Charlie, all round my at. 

UTioe sort of old miwy te makes me. I ’m ‘‘ poor and iU-feissed,’’ CHiBUB— ws 
■When Rhino-cwm-Knro 's my motter ! It ’s all bleswd fid^ededee. 

“ A ill-used”— is it ?— oh, “ Citizen”— soiuids hke a steamer, I know— 

As if I was old Sir Johh.Bennett, or Alderman “ out in the snow. 

He’s a “don’t-nail-his-ears-to-the-pump’’-^thMparty,dear W and no Wd. 

He says Hoscak Whde doesn’t like me ! 1 1 Who ’d care nalf-a-hnll if he did . 
But he ’s maybe a bit orf the rails, Mister Hoscp ’s no mnegms, you bet, 

And we snide’nns are birds of a feather, and wide-oh at spotting the net. 


Ana tnOUgn J. m nou uuus uu i«uej.j: uvu-uxta XI* uu.L*oj. 

He ’s a tidy bit out in his rcok’ning who sets either down as a flat. 

Lor\ Cbcablie, ihev ’re fair on the job ! They are like me in one thing, old pal ; 

TarSAly oTki^ Tin ormf.. HTHa 'W’nrld IS arf fad and ral-lal r 


1 've mine, ana you ve youm, auu. uue uaiic* lo joou w 

AthI if I *d long ’air and the Bkriggles,‘’twonld suit me right down to the ground. 

Their lay would, I mean. As to Wistleb., I went to his Show. Seoh a spree ! 
Hot the Pieters— they didn’t count much, but the pick o’ the f uu was to see 
The Swells gawping round at his scratches, like lunatics puzzled and flustered, 

In a room like a big padded cell as they ’d used for the stowage of mustard. 

I carn’t say I like Hosoar’s hair, and a kink in the waist ain’t my style, 

I *m more ah lar militate^ Charlie, close cropping and plenty of ile ; 

But if fluffing and flopping was fetching in suckles in wich I might spin, 

Vy I ’d flop with the best of ’em, Charlie, so long as it pulled in the tin. 

As to young Oxford nobs and the Mashers, that ’sjest where this chap shows the 
green, 

Got the very wust eye for a likeness, my pippin, as ever Vm seen. 

He says I am “ fond of a lark ; ” right he is, though it ’s jolly stale news ; 

And so are the Gaiety Johnnies, and ditto the ’Yarsity Bines. 

You see larks are larks. They’re the “relish” as life ain’t worth living 
without, 

To any young fellow of sperrit who knows his meander about. 

Wot hodds it it ’s chivvying swells with red ties, doing spoons at the “ Gai,” 

Or leading a rash along Fleet Street, as we did that last Lord Mare’s Day ? 

It ’s only the jugginses grumbles at me and the Mashers, dear boy, 

Young pidgins too funky to flatter, old roosters too stale to enjoy. 

We smart ’uns must put on the pace, that ’s a moral, and if in the run. 

We bump or bowl over the stodgles, wy, that ’s more than arf of the fan. 

You git yerselves up,— that ’s the fust thing,— it may be in Knro’s “Two-two’s,” 
Or “ claws” and a acre of sbirt-front, accordin’, o’ course, to :fer “ screws.” 
Then go it ! For ’Arry or Johotit, the only safe rule or receipt; 

Is make fun/or yerself and of others. That tottles it ’andy and neat, 

Hoise? Hoosance? My eye and a bandbox I What nidditty-nodditty rot ! 
Row-de-dow is the mark or true dashers, all game ’uns who ’re fly to wot ’s wot ! 
Can’t say as to Mohooks and sech like, but Undergrads, Mashers, or me, 

We all likes a turn at the bellows when properly out on the spree. 

Wot ’s life ? Wy, Love, Lotion, and Larks,— the three L’s,— and the mark of 
a man 

Is to take ’em unwinking, like ’urdles. Yoihoioks ! let them foller as can ! 

If we thought of girls’ ’arts, our own ’eads, public taste, or the popular ear. 

We might be gilded toffs or two-qnidders, but Johhnies or ’Abries ? Ho fear I 

Tin does it, my pippin, not taste. I cam’t mu to the Gaiety Stalls, 

Cig’rettes, sooperSy and so on; but then I ’ve the run of the ’AUs. 

Penny plain, tnppenoe otQlered, my boy. Let me land all the luck I can carry, 
And the most undefeated of J ohnnies shan’t knock many stars out of ’Arry. 

* Our young friend has evidently been reading an article in Zife, in whiok he is com- 
pared— to his advantage in some respects— with our modem ** Mashers,” Esthetes, and 
XTniversity roaring boys,* * 


WHAT THEY WILL COME TO I 
{Advertisements extracted from “ The New Era,^^) 

W AHTBD, to open at the Yariety Theatre, Little 
Peddlington, a Juvenile Leading Gentleman, or 
one to share the Business. Must have good wardrobe 
and sobriety indispensable. The Duke of Blankshire 
ma y writ e. 

W AH'TED, through disappointment, a noTnh iTiq ,tioh 
Walking Lady Chambermaid who can play the 
piano when reqtuired. Must be a quick study, and able 
to work tbe limelight. The daughter of an Earl pre- 
ferred, and none under Baronesses in their own right 
need apply. 

W ANTED, to ioin at once, a steady Yiseount of 
middle age (married preferred), to augment the 
Champion Marionettes’ Company as a flgnre-worker. 
Must have a good voice and know his business. Ho 
novice required. Will be expected to sell the programme 
of the entertainment when not otherwise occupied. 

ANTED, a few Dukes and a Marchioness to take 
round the world an established, successful, aud 
high-class entertainment. Moneyless Members of the 
House of Peers don’t write. 


J . M. Molloy’s new song, well toned by tbe Composer and well timed by 
the publishers, Mbtzleb & Co., for the opening of the Royal Academy, is entitled 
“ Eietwres in the Jirc.” Intending Burlington House Exhibitors, please take 
notice. 

X 4? passed this Session, we shall see a practical illus- 

tration of the Survival of the Fittest. 


MAKING A MOUNTAIN OF MONTE CARLO. 

{^To the Editor of PumK) 

Sib, — ^I write to yon as I feel that yours is the proper 
paper in which to ventilate my grievance— a terrible 
one. The Bishop of Gibraltar has called attention to 
the horrors of Monte Carlo, and warned doctors not to 
send their patients to so health-destroying a spot. Of 
course he is right, as gambling mmt be injurious to 
people Bufferiug from bronchitis. 

But, Sir, I know of a place infinitely worse than Mo- 
naco. In this place tyrants, robbers— aye, and murderers, 
too— can be found by the score, not to say the hundred. 
In this place the most abandoned of both sexes hold a 
Uvie by day and by night— men as brutal as a First 
Napoleon, as false as a James the Second, as cruel 
as a Robespierre, are always there. Nay, more— men 
and women whose names have been rendered infamous 
in the pages of the Newgate Calendar y smile and smirk 
again. And amongst this awful company move young 
men, women, and children. 1 am told that the place in 
which the levee is held is particularly popular amongst 
the agricultural classes. During Cattle-Show week the 
rooms are crowded from morning until night. At other 
times the London public throng the salonsy and seem 
never weary of gazing, with open-mouthed wonder, at 
the notorious characters assembled there to receive them 
with a hearty welcome. 

What makes the matter more disgraceful is the shame- 
less fact that the gatherings take place in apartments 
exactly situated over an innocent-looking bazaar ! What 
can be more prejudicial to the best interests of the young 
and inexperienced P I can assure you I have shuddered 
when I have passed the detested portals of this pesti- 
, lent Pondemoninm. 

I ask yon, Sir, then, in the name of decency to do 
your best to remove the scandal. Paint the place in its 
true character. Tell of the criminality of a vast propor- 
^ tion of those who go there. Use your pages to point out 
■ the pitfalls in the way of those who run the risk of 
keeping certain company. It is impossible to touch 
pitch and to remain undefiled. In like manner, it is not 
practicable to go to Monte Carlo, or the spot I have 
attempted to describe, without sinking— sinking— per- 
haps never to rise again. 

And protesting from the very bottom of my heart, 

I I remain yours most sincerely, 

Xst April. 1883. {Signed) A NooniR. 

The Mare^s Nest, Donhey Town, 

. P.S. — ^I have just been told by a friend that the aban- 

[ doned creatures of whom I complain are made of wax. 
Need I say that I cannot, do not, believe him r R m 
quite true I have never been inside the place of which 
I complain. But what of that ? As a matter of fact, 
the Bishop of Gibraltar has never been to Monte Carlo. 
- And see what a great — ^what a very great— deal he can 
write abont that ^ce ! 


TO CORRRSPONBEKTS. — ^In no case can ContritKitionB, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be returned, unless acDompaniei 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. shotfid be kept by the Senders. 
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, oyerdone,— let us hope it never will he, — and the character, in make- 

A ROUND OF AMUSEMENTS. up and m acting', was true to the life. It belonged to genuine 

_ __ '.tt j.t- Comedy. Theboys, too, from the biggest to the smallest, played so 

TTn Voyage d^s la iMne^ at Her l^jesty s, ad^t^ naturally, that they could have given any performance of the School 

Frenchof Jules YEENE into the English Verne -acular by H.S. Leigh. Scene in Patents and G-uardians any number of lengths and won 
A prettier effect than the Snow-Storm Ballet which concludes the easily. Clegg (Mr. F. Wood), Tipping (Mr. F. Hamilton- Bell), 
Voyage dans la Lune is not to be found at any other Theatre in gjnrl Chawner (Mr. T. CANisrAM] were simply the boys they repre- 
London. The scene between that excellent Pantoniimist, Mile, sented. We haven^t the remotest idea what their ages may be individu- 
Theodoea EE Gillbet, and Mile. -dSNEA, as the Flying Dove, is ally, but they appeared to be Comedians of sixteen downwards. 
charmiiTg in every way. ...... . , Miss Lauea Linden- made a decided hit in the part of JDukie. in 

The Swallows are stm the characteristic feature of the Snow Ballet whose hands Mr. Bose has cleverly placed 

Scene. Though the dinounient. We suppose Mr, Edgar 
5^® Swallow Beucb will produce it at the Imperial. If 
^ doesn t make a }xe does so, we strongly ad-vise Mr. Rose to 
^ eliminate the comic Cabman, and sub- 

Ml ' these four Swal- stitute the Butler. Short as the piece is, 

<■' ' ought to go it will still hear cutting, and ought to be 

v ' ■} - towards mak- reduced to exactly an hour. The Curtain 

J ^ Summer should never be down for more than a 
Season profitable ininute. 

1 0 The Geemah Reeds have got a very 

p ■ A A /S . Mile. Adelina amusing piece in the Mountain Seiress. ' 

i — ^ IV \ ^ IRossi hasa Mr. Alpbed Reed, as a Cockney Brigand, 

' /M ^ and Mr. Cornet Geain, as a Solicitor, 

rV \ ^ abnegating, re- compelled to appear in a brigand’s cos- ^ 

]/ / ) " "" tiring way of tnme, are both very funny. Mr. Benson’s ' 

^ ,v v.- r,efnsing an music is pretty, but nothing more. We 

^ vIan; ■ encore^ which don’t forgive Miss Holland for making 

^ encourages ^ the tip plain, and giving herself such a sun- 

Leader and the Swallows. audience to insist burnt complexion that she would be set Comet Grain, of “ Our 

, ^ , on her repeating down at once as Brown Holland. She Mess." 

her dance, mss Fanny Leslie is a valuable acquisition as Prince sings and acts as weU as ever. 

Caprice. Miss Annie Albtt has vasGy improved since she attempted “ Qur MessP Mr. Coenbt GejlIn’s new song, has this fault, that 



Comet Grain, of “ Our 


_ . _ . “ Our Mess^^^ Mr. Coenbt Geain’s new song, has this fault, that 

Princess Toto. But, let her beware of certain Americanisms m there isn’t enough of it, and it is so far from exhausting its 
action, which though supposed to denote ease and freedom, soon subject, that it might be taken as Part the First of a series “to be 
degenerate into -vulgarity. Miss Marie Williams has little to do, 
but that little is so well and artistically done, that we began to ^ 

think that Queen Popette was 












somehow or <^er,^we cj^dn’t 
bach’s^ n^o ^^light, sjarfc- 

i'f'^ some fanny dialogue, at 

all events, one thoronghly 
good Low Comedian, ^ show 

K j ' ' ’ and no laugh can’t P^'T in the Alf-Reed the Great (disguised as a Brown Holland ; or, The 

\ ^ n-n u J Td loug ruu, -—and, lu fact, there Mutton Pi-rate of the Sandwich Isles). Merry Dutchess. 

\ Miles. GiUert and JEnea— wouldn’t be the chance of a 

Depth of Winter, Height loxLg run for it to pay in. Of continued in our next." The best thing in it is the imitation of the 
^ of Spnng. course, after Mile. Albu, Miss military band, which goes with shouts of laughter. 

Fanny Leslie, and Miss Marie Williams, the main success of A There is a very pretty lever du rideau now being played at the 
Trip to the Moon must be the Trippers. Savoy, entitled A Private Wire. Music by Reeve, and 

Vice Versd; or^ a Lesson to Fathers. All who are acquainted ZaJrc^^o by Arnold Felix and Fi^k Desreez. There is not a bad 
with Mr, Anstey’s original and eccentric story must have felt “number” in the score, which is none the -worse for T^eserymg a 
that its dramatisation was a difidoulty, and its satisfactory repre- reminiscence of Aetbcue Sullivan in ^e Lullahy. The mise~en~ 
sentation on the Stage almost an impossibility. Mr. Edward Rose, scene is most praiseworthy, such care being, we regret to say, seldom 
who himself plays Lich Bultitade^ has, however, triumphed over bestowed on a lever du rideau. . se Tk 

all obstacles, and the piece, in three short The music of lolanthe improyes on acquaintance : Don t go^^ 

Acts, playing barely an hour and twenty and“0, Captain jSAaw are aelightful. Mr. George Geossmith is 

minutes, at Mr. Geifpith’s Matinee at the very droll as the Chancellor ; hut plot and dialo^e are not up 

Gaiety, was thoroughly successful, very wW to the mark of Patience and Pinafore. The whole Company act 

funny, and well playd all roxmd. Mr. ^ rSV with the greatest possible care, and the Chorus go through their 

Edward Rose thoroughly looked Dick ^ work like carefully wound-up pieces of mechanism, which is exactly 

JBuUitude the hoy, though his tendency to what they ought to do. All the Principals wear the electric spark on 

overdo facial expression, and his one mono- ^ their hair, and are clearly light-headed. 

tonons action with his hands, considerably Toole is immensely funny in Artful Cards^ and the 

impaired the merit of his performance. precision with which the change of the gambling-table into a ^uple 

Mr. C. H. Hawtbet, in the difficult part semi-grand pianos is managed, is most creditable to the Stage- 


Alf-Reed the Great (dlsguUed as a 
Mutton Pi-rate of the Sandwich Isles). 


Brown Holland ; or, The 
Merry Dutchess. 


all obstacles, and the piece, iu three short The music of lolanthe improyes on acquaintance : DonH ^ 0 ," 

Acts, playing barely an hour and twenty and“0, Captain jSAaw are aelightful. Mr. George Geossmith is 

minutes, at Mr. Geifpith’s Matinde at the very droll as the Chancellor ; hut plot and dialo^e are not up 

Gaiety, was thoroughly successful, very wW to the mark of Patience and Pinafore. The whole Company act 

funny, and well playd all roxmd. Mr. ^ rSV with the greatest possible care, and the Chorus go through their 

Edward Rose thoroughly looked Dick ^ work like carefully wound-up pieces of mechanism, which is exactly 

JBuUitude the hoy, though his tendency to what they ought to do. All the Printipals wear the electric spark on 

overdo facial expression, and his one mono- ^ their hair, and are clearly light-headed. 

tonous action with his hands, considerably Toole is immensely funny in Artful Cards^ and the 

impaired the merit of his performance. precision with which the change of the gambling-table into a ^uple 

Mr. C. H. Hawtbet, in the difficult part 'yi'* semi-grand pianos is managed, is most creditable to the Stage- 

of Mr. JBuUitude^ was amusing, and very Soft; Rose ; or, Vice Versd. Management. Miss Marie Linden is a most attractive Countess 
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little fault could be found -with his change Ast^skiy and Mr. ‘Ward a capital Sir Smrcut Sh^tUigh. _ 

of manner when his son’s mind has transferred itself to his body We are bound to finish our round with an “ Obituary 
through the agency of the Garuda Stone. On Friday night last, at the Haymarket Theatre, siOTOunded by a 

Anything better than Mir. W. F. Hawtret as the Schoolmaster, host of sympathising friends, and deeply regretted by everyth e 
>r. Grimstoney it is impossible to imagine. It was never- once connected with the Management of this Company, expired, in 'he 


Dr. Grimstoney it is impossible to imagine. 


jompany, expired, iu 'he 
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suiteen.'^ year of Ms age, the Acting Eight of OaxtB^ hitherto exolu- 
Biyely t]^ property of Mr. and Mrs. Baitceoft. Dr. Jora Haee, 
the original of Sam Gerridge^ was called in at Ihe last moment, hnt 
ms mvalnahle assistance only wdvanised into brief but brilliant Hf e 
the last moments of the rapidly sinking invalid ; and, despite the 
admirable n-^sing of Mrs. SriRiiiiro as the Jfarowwe, the devoted 
attenuon of Mrs. Baitceoft inimitable as Folly, tnc tender care of 
BAEcattOFT also inimitable as Mawtree, and the solicitude of 
James, great as old JSccles, all was over at ten minutes past 
eleven, when mvidble music played “ Auld Lang Syne,” and the 
moiraers strewed the stage with wreaths and bouquets. We are 
E” to that the ^sUent baby, the infant phenomenon of the 
Jhira Act, whose face for sixteen years has been hidden from the 


view of the audience, and who has never once uttered a cry, or even 
had a measle, has been handsomdy provided for by Mr. and Mrs. 
Baitgeoft. The Canary in the cage that adorned the window of the 
little house in Stangate, that never moved ofE its perch, never sang, 
and whose keep was absolutely inexpensive, will, we hear, be pre- 
sented to the Aviary department of the Zoolomcal Gfardens. Sad 
for the Ban-ceofts— to have “lost Cizete,” and, like Jfr. Btdtilude, 
to have to go to School again. 


Feofessoe Abel and Dr. SiEMEirs are the new Knights. Sden- 
^0 men are ddighted and electric-lighted. “ De Navy,” a Nigger 
Sea-Cook says, “ take it as a compliment to Abel Siemens.” 
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THE THEATRE OF THE FUTURE. 

[Speaking at the Annual Festiyal of the Lyceum Theatre 
ProTident and Benevolent Fund, Mr. laviNG said that ** the 
extraordinarily large number of Amateurs coming upon the 
Stage seemed to him to threaten to sweep away professional 
Actors altogether.”] 

’Twill be a sncoess, that is certaizi, 

Reflecting the taste of the age, 

A Yisoount will pnll up the Curtain, 

And Dukes will appear on the Stage. 

Ho pretty plebeians before ns 
Shall shake their auricomous curls, 

But here will the Ballet and Choms 
Be culled from the daughters of Earls. 

A Marquis, in trunk-hose and camlet, 

Will surely attract quite a host ; 

A Baron shall flgure as Hamlet, 

An Earl will stalk in as the Ghost, 

And who dare predict that we sell not 
Our Stalls, where there is to be seen 
A live Lord come on as Claude Melnotte^ 

A Duchess appear as Pauline, 

Though haply the acting be “ shady,” 

As slang-loving critics may say, 

Methinks that My Lord and My Lady 
Should draw just as much as the Play. 
Though Art be not here, wby what matters 
Its absence, for snobs will not fret, 

Since those who tear passion to tatters 
Have all of their names in Debrett, 


DOING THE GRAND ! 


ETERnHiNO *s Grandnowadays— Grand Concerts, ^and 
Hotels, Grand Old Men, and Grand New Committees. 
These last have begun well, at least the G. C. on Trade 
did, but there was a bit of a hitch in the Grand Law 
Committee. The room is stated to be “ more richly f ur- 
nisbed” than that of the Grand Committee on Trade. 
This doesn’t look well — ^at least the .furniture looks well 
enough, but it sounds as if the Grand Comndttees were 
suddenly becoming too grand. A ** G. C.” is just like a 
sedan-chair. Whether it goes along easily or not, depends, 
even in a high wind, on the steadiness and perseverance 
of the Chairmen. 11 they get through a Grand lot of 
work, the G, 0. M. will be complimented on his G. C.’s, 



and will receive the Louis-^natorzian tiUe of Grand Old Blbkheim, top know ! 
Mon-arqne. « what a Subjbot ! 


A CAPITAL REASON. 

“ It *s TffiB Duke anp Dctohbss of Marlbokotxgh, just befoeb the Battle 


Mon-arqne. « -v^hat a Subjbot ! Mv dear Fellah, if you must paint Dukbs and 

Duchesses, why the deuce don*x you paint MoDSRy Ones ?*’ 

Mpfl. Ramsbotham’s CooKEET-BooK.“She is making “Modben Ones! Why, dash it all, Man, I nbvee saw a Modern 
a obUection of receipts. Hashed mutton and varicose Duke in my life, noe a Modern Duohbss either !— and, what s more, l 
beans when in season, she says, is an excellent 'dish. don’t want to 1 ” 


don't want to ! ' 


BOMBASTES BOBADIL AT HOME. 

{From Our Own Corresj^onde/tvt,) 

New York, Monday, 

I HAVE just bftil the privilege of a personal interview wi^ 
O’D-n-v-n H-ssa, on the subject of the Dynamite Conspiracy in 
England. I found him in a luxtuionsly-furnished set of apartments 
in die Broadway, which somewhat astonished me, as last time I saw 
hjm he was in a grimy garret at the top of a third-olassltenement in 
one of the lowest parts of New YorL ^ 

Oflering me a particularly flue Havanna cigar, and ringmg the 
beU for a couple of bottles of champagne, he sank back in his luxu- 
rious cushions, and requested to know what I wanted. Any infor- 
mation, he obligingly added, which he had it in his power to anord, 
he should take good care to keep to himself. I succeeded, however, 
in restoring him to something like good-humour by reading aloud to 
him from mis morning’s ;paper an account of Sir William; Har- 
court’s new Explosives Bill. 

0*D-n-v-n R-S3A thinks it'will do “the cause,” as he called it, 
“a power o’ good, bedad.” I should mention that aR the time 
he was speaking he kept toying with a large dynamite bomb which 
lay on l^e table, and wnich, as he boasted, if loaded, would blow a 
goo^art of Broadway to smithereens. 

“However, it is not loaded,” he smilingly remarked, and added 
that he personally was rather timid about nrearms and explosives 
and such things. 

His language with regard to “the craven Cabinet of London” 


was far too strong to be respectable. He seemed annoyed at the 
stupidity of Whitehead and Qie others in allowing themselves to be 
caught so easily. 

“ They don’t know the A, B. C. of the Dynamitist professwn,” 
he said; but added that they were intimately acquainted with its 
L. S. D. Gulping down.a huge jorum of champagne, and stroking 
his moustache with heavily-jewelled Angers, he rem^ked that he 
sincerely hoped that his self-saorifioiag example would pro^ce an 
excellent impression among the starving peasantry of theW^t of 
Ireland. The agitation, he remarked in a spirit of singular cwdour, 
which is perhaps attributable to the chairmagne, keeps England in 
panic and himself in plenty,— and what better arrangement could 

be desired? « ^ , a- x 

As for the inhabitants of London, they deserve, accordiM to 
R-ssa, all that they get, for their treatment of Ireland. He wd not 
hesitate to say that the spirit of strict equity, and even the law of 
mercy itself, demanded that those terrible tjncants, the women and 
children who happened to live near Government Omoes in Lon^n, 
should be dain in tbonsands by explosions of nitro-glyceme. The 
dreadful ruffians who might be passing by when one of his mfemal 
machines exploded also deserved no pity. . I 

As for the Amerioan Government, they certainly wouM not sur- ! 
render him to British justice. Did I tmnk they wanted, he aik^ 
me, the whole voting strength of the Irish thrown into Ike scale 
against them ? I replied that I did not know, but thought it highly 
improbable. Winking his small eyes, and knitting bis paxticulaxly 
low forehead, he said he thought so too. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Apbil 21, 1883, 


XXTBAGTED PBOK 


■ direction of Galleries. Found them packed with Gentlemen, who, 

FQSENOE OF PARLIAMENT- La.wson tells me, are of the puhlic-honse persuasion, come down to I 

£ S S b IN debate on Sunday Closing Bill. Members chiedy arriyed in 

EXTRACTED PEOK four-wheelers, carrying great bundles, petitions for and against the 

m-rTTi T^-r A /Mji rnmi V iw p Bill. Mt. Coweit being a man of impartial mind, presents two from. 

THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. FTewcastie, one for the Bill, one against. Sir Wisi. McArthur still 

touring” IrisTi Menlbers. ^iit and other resorts of those intereshn? people. 

to STa^ Giaiidiose Old Man froW .upon ^Debate on Spday Closing not _reaohed,_ _and Genflernsn in the 


TOiM to lowerttan^lTrawdy when referring to the clause dealing listened languidly, staling ai ^ yy. ajawbojs , pomong out to 
^ri^tbeffiSitot “X wTto SI or America, and is eaoh other . Mr. . OKSLOtv, Mr. WAfTOS, and Mr. Caixajx, and 
SVtoW^yr&tlyor indirectly, byword or by speeds to secretly takmg nipa, wlnobaoto^te to ^ 
any of these transactions.” Justdt McCartht wanted to know what Bu6%ness (fone.— Dehate on Sunday Closing Bill circumvented, 

was the difEerence between ** hy word or hy speech,” hut restrained Thursday Night, — Great men ever subject to aspersion. Lord 
critical faculty. , . j j- • Mayor Dawson no exception to rule. It is said, and by a Country- 

Sir Richabi) Cross, in his sparrow-like fashion, shoyrod disposi- that Petition he presented the other night as an accesory to the 
tion to chirrup and hop around the Fourth Clause wim' intern to gown and gold chain, and a preliminary to the dinner, was 

show how much better a superior kind of sparrow would have ^ne w yote of a majority of Gentlemen “ actually engaged in the 

it. But Gentlemen behind him howled. Sir Richard aghast, was ^hig^ey trade.” 

it possible that loyal Members of Conservative Party wwe interrupt- n At^ h why not ? says W. H. C’ Sullivan, who has come back 

lag him with impatient cries ? Couldn’t believe it. Tried another to-day, with his whiskers another shade darker. “If there’s any 
chirrup. BLowls again. Sat down abruptly and aghast. persons concerned to stop Sunday Closing, it ’s thim engaged in the 

In the House of Lords the Marquis unexpected^ broke out. whiskey trade. No one better right to sign Petition.” 

Denounced the Bill as Party manoeuvre unworthy of Parbamentary out that Mr. Blare, who is responsible for the statement, is 

traditions. «« r 3 n misinformed. 

“ Good Heavens, my Lord I What do yon mean? Lord Cairns « majority of Twenty-five of the Dublin Town 

asked, when the Marquis sat down highly refreshed. _ Council who signed the Petition,” says Lord Mayor Dawson, draw- 

“ ’Pon my honour, don’t know,’’ said the Marquis. ^ JAncy i himself up to full height, and casting a withering glance on the 
mean nothing. Fact is, been hanging about here all night topass ordinarily hla^meless Blare, — “only Ten were engaged in the 
this Bill, having meanwhile to sit through speeches by Lytton, ^t^iskey trade.” 

bbeley, and Northbroor, So depressed ; felt I must have a fiing ; Blare crushed. House expected he would rise and apologise 

though, to tdl the truth, when I rose meant to eordiaUy approve the ^ Corporation of Dublin and its Lord Mayor. Told me afterwards 
Bill, and say that it ought to have been brought m long ago. j^g would have done so, only so overcome that he couldn’t trust him- 


that loyal Members of Conservative Party wwe interrupt- n At> h why not ? ” says W. H. C’Sullivan, who has come back 
ith impatient cries ? Couldn’t believe it. Tried another to-day, with his whiskers another shade darker. “If there’s any 
Howls again. Sat down abruptly and aghast. persons concerned to stop Sunday Closing, it ’s thim engaged in the 

House of Lords the Marquis unexpected^ broke out. whiskey trade. No one better right to sign Petition.” 
i the Bill as Party manoeuvre unworthy of Parbamentary out that Mr. Blare, who is responsible for the statement, is 

r 3 n misinformed. 

Seavens, my Lord I What do yon mean? Lord Cairns « »pgj,^ gf ^j^g majority of Twenty-five of the Dublin Town 

on fVtA 'M'o'i./iinia oof. lliollltr TAfrefibed. oo'aro 'M’aTrni. T^ATiranKr ^i.DTir_ 


Business done, — ^Explosives Bill went off like a shot. ggjjl ^ Ig^g^ 1 

Tuesday, — ^Lord Mayor of Dnhbn arrived at four o’clock, in “ They told me there were Thirteen,” he said, “and it tons out * 
scarlet robes and chain of gold. Magnificent spectadle as he walked there were only Ten. I am astonished at their moderation.’ 
up the fioor of the House, and took his accustomed seat below the Innocence and ingenuonsness of Irish Members cruelly traded upon 
Gangway. Many a man in his position would have ordered Spbarer by Attorney-General. Crimiual Code ^ Bill down for Secmd 
out of Chair, and seated Himself therein, or perhaps shouldered Reading. Lawyers on both sides agree/that it’s an admirable 


I only so overcome that he couldn’t trust him- 


Sir William: Harcourt out of Premier’s place. But Charles measure. Wanting, of course, a little trim mi ng in Committee. 
Dawson is better bread. Great excitement in House. Members uncer- Been hard at work aU afternoon in Grand Committee onCrinmd 
taiu whether tihey ought to rise, and remain standing, as his Lord- Appeal Bill, and so disinclined to talk. At a quarter-past eight, 
ship strode to his place. Some for it, some against. Before discussion Debate, after dribbling along for the [last hour, finally stopped, 
was over, the Lord Mayor was seated, and had carelessly thrown Irish Members away holding secret meeting. Eight English 
hack the folds of his gown, so that the massive proportions of the Members present all agreed for Second Reading. If Attobney- 
shapely limb might he seen from the Ladies’ Gallery. General had got up, spoken for five minutes, and sat down, Bm 

‘^Swendid ! ” said Lord Dunravbn, who witnessed the spectacle would have passed. But Sir Henry James had devised deep scheme I 
from reers’ Gallery. “ As compared with this, Solomon in all his to entrap Lrish Members. (At least so O’Donnell tells mej If he 


glory was a poor white.” 


spoke long enough, they would come hack, plunge into the debate, 


Subsequently, Lord Mayor entertained Patriotic party at dmner, would waste remainder of night, and then Cloture be brought into 


over which he presided with mingled grace and dignity. “ We ’re play, Irish Members shut up, and Bill passed Second Readmg. | 
all prondjof him,” said Mr. Shaw, with a glow of warmth on his Hound to say, seems to me Second Reading might as wm have 
honest countenance. “ Sim Tappertit was nothing to him.” been taken at half-past eight, and rest of sitting used to get on 

Met Joseph Gillis coming from the banquet, evidently in high with hnsiuess. But Attorney-General’s sure to know best, 
spirits. Cluite a contrast from ordinary manner of late. Afraid Things fell out as he planned. Spread over half an hour what he 
he ’d been dazzled by the presence of the Lord Mayor. But it was might have said in five minutes. Irish Members came back, J»ok 
something else that had cheered his sensitive mind. up the debate, and kept it going till two in the morning. Cloture 

“D’ye think, now,” says he, “Labby will reely he sent to threatened, Debate coUapsed, and Bill triumphantly passed Second 
gaol about this ’ere libel case ? ” ^ Readmg. Wonderful success ! But business^ways in the House 01 

“ You ’d better go and ask him,” I said, a little tartly. Can’t Commons more than ever puzzling 
bear spiteful men, though they re thick as leaves in YalZambrosa. Business done, — Criminal Code Hill read a Second Time. 

Jf-nday.-Spfflit morning in diBOOBsiiig Transvaal. At Evento 
B Sitting, Mr. Momi came down, very nicely dreesed, to move Eesplu- 

same time. Perhaps in^om^ o^. But the Marriage Laws. Full tench of Ministers, and things 

V emotion, u he and Oonnted the House Out long before Mr. 

JcauaShuiMlrithti^^ “ representing the happy Bridegroom, reaohed.the Altar. 


proposes to move an Amendment on Omelty to A-niTnaftt Bill, 
“Cheer up, O’Shea I If they’re ‘quodded’ — ^which I’ 


I’U lay a 


Business done, — Discussed New Scheme, propounded h 


I Power, for Re-settlement of Ireland. Government co 


aauy paper. " ui course it is, my dear," rejomea nm Aumi. 
d by O’Connor shioe 1 can remember Paris, me doom of the Invalides always was 
►uldn’t see it. laost pronounced, specially when the sun shone on it, when it was 


Wednesday Smell of whiskey in House to-day. Looked - 

about for W. H. O’Sullivan. Thought he might have a few 

wmples in Ms pocket. But he’s not here. Yery rarely is now. Tss Land of Misforbme, By Lady Florence Dixie. Is this 
Become, in short, a “silent spirit.” Noticed perfume was wafted from where “The Fishery” is situated P 
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OUR DARK BLUB LINE. 

“ The first line of defence that we haye is the 
Police, and I hope I may pay my tribute to the 

S lendid services which the Police, not only in the 
etropolis, but also in the provinces, and above all 
in Ireland, have rendered to the cause of Society,” 
Sir William Haucourt. 

iPuncJi to the FeehrSm 
We have heard of our “ Thin Red Line,” 

Of ita battle-front steadfast and fine, 

Now lyrists must raise 
A new paean of praise, 

To which England’s ear will incline, 

1 opine, . . 

Or wrongly the Sage doth divine. 

The name and the fame of ohr Bed 
Have stirred admiration and dread 
In friend and in foe, 

When the hattle-hlasts blow, 

And the death-flights of pitiless lead 
Are sped, 

Eirm stretches the fine- scarlet thread ! 

Yet ’tis not the sole colour that’s tine. 

That as hrave hearts may heat beneath Bine, 
Had we doubted before. 

We have proofs by the score, 

Since the Dynamite Demon’s foul crew 
Eirst threw 

O’er OUT cities chill Death’s ghastly hue. 

Splendid service ! Sir William, yon ’re right, 
Those breasts beneath Bine buttoned tight, 
Standing filnnly and st^ 

Between England and ill, 

Axe heroie as ever in fight, 

To flight 

Put the foes of oni land by their might. 


Civic servants in plain woollen stuff. 

Civic badge upon coUar and cuff, 

Yet cynics.mnst own 
Simple “ Bobbies” have shown 
Something more of true soldiership tough 
Than enough 

For mere dealing with burglar and rough. 

The sleuth-hound and hull-dog in one 
Is a guardian indeed. They rave done, 
These men in plain Blue, 

What to dare and to do 
Is as much as face steel-stroke or gun, 

Nor run 

When the death-shells are flying “ like fun,” 

There is hell in our midst, its black band 
Threats the cities and homes of our laud. 
These have struck on the trail 
Of the Terror, with pale 
Set faces, cool head, and firm hand. 

So grand 

State service should guerdon commaxid. 

Here ’s “ Our Dark Blue Line”— our Police I 
May their work so well started not cease. 
Their resolute grip 
Never falter or slip 

From the Anarchs who lengthen hate’s lease, 
IjK^rease 

Tophet’s borders, and murder sweet Peace I 


LEaAL aUEBIES AJH) AXTSWEES. 

Will the Director of Public Proseoutionfl 
take notice of any case of assault f— Yes,— if 
you get sujflciently Mauled. 

Then what answer would he make ?— He 
would at ouce say, “ I ’m Mattle there ! ” 


HARCOURT’S “RAPID ACT.” | 

SEEnra how rapidly an “ Explosives Bill ” | 
can become law— how both sides in Parlia- 
ment agree to bury the wor-hatchet, how 
the House of Lords agrees to sit after the 
aristocratic dinner-hour, and^how the Sove- 
reign is kept out of bed, or knocked up 
early in the morning— it is impossible not 
to regret that the same dynamite influence 
could not he brought to hear upon our ordi- 
nary legislation. Destructive forces, when 
properly governed, become the most useful 
agents of civilisation ; and it has long been 
notorious that the only way to carry any 
nseful reform is to establish a state of panic. 
Perhaps the Sunday Closing fanatics will 
create sudi a tempest of popular wrath, that 
we shall get free-trade in drink, drama, 
music, and danciug, while the draughtsmen 
are pottering over the clauses of the Municipal 
Reform Bill. C?) 


TTurequited Advance. 

Old Flame (tn a tom of tender melamholy 
to Old Fogey, whom she regrets having rc- 
jected when he once made her an offer), * Do ' 
you think, Mr. BucsTHOBiir, we i£aJl meet 
those we love in the next world ? 

Old Fogey, Perhaps, Ma’am. And, let us 
hope, in that part of it where they neither 
marry nor are given in marriage. 


Mss. Ram says she likes pure unadulterated 
coffee, no chicanery in it. 
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ITALIANO IN COVENT GARDEN. 

Thb neat novelty of the ensuing Italian Opera Season 'will he 
the production of a real Italian Opera. It is called La Gioconda^ 
libretto by Absigo Boito— no relation, vre believe, to M. Abbigo 
Beabo— and the music by Signor Aiulcabe Pobobieixi, whom 
Simor Pubchielij: of Eighty-fivo, Fleeti Streetti, is delighted to 
wmoome to England as his long-lost cousin several times removed. 

Madame Patti is to give ns a treat in La Qazza Ladra ; Madame 
Albabi is to be the Senta of attraction in the Italianised Flying 
Dutchman^ The Land of Song must be hard-up for prime donne^ 
aa, though the names, just for the look of the thing, are Italianised, | 
there isn^t a genuine native of Italy among: the lot. Is there . 
a notioe over the Stage-door of the Italian Opera in London 
headed, ** Ko Italians need apply ’’ ? As to the tenors, Mr. Maas 


joins them, and will sing in his .usually Maasterly style. Will he 
Italianise his name P If so, there ’s an operatic one ready to hand— ^ 
Si^or Maasabiello. | 

^ The Oovent Garden presets are good* if not brilliant. Mr. Haxl | 
m at his post, as nsr^ in the Box-office : open the front door of 
Covent Garden Theatre, and you come at once to the HaU. Appear- 
ing generally with a gardenia in his evening dress coat, Ibis .worthy 
offi<^ is sometimes confounded with the Floral Hall. To dp so is a 
mistake. . F. Hall is lower down ; this is E. Ball, and— that’s h-all, 
at presentnn this sul^'ect. 

' But what does .this. mean-. in the Prospeotos P-^" Gempanies of 


but time is not specified. Are they warranted to keep in any 
climate P It sounds like one of Professor Blabb’s advertisements 
of a Box of Tricks, or of somebody who provides an entire evening’s 
entertainment; and Mr. Gte might have added, “Samples sent 
post-free to any part of the Kingdom on receipt of thirteen stamps.” 

The energetic Entrepreneur already complains (through ns) of the 
applications of which the following, inolosd for pnhllcauon, are, we 
suppose, fair specimens : — 

[To The Manager of the L 0. C^ATAmited,) 

Deab Sib, 

Seeing your advertisement, I beg to request that yon will 
forward a company of Artists to play the Huguenots^ with Accompa- 
nist and Conductor complete. W e ’ll do it in our back drawing-room, 
as a Kttle surprise to my wife on her birthday. Eighty guineas being 
your lowest figure, I don’t mind going to eighty fi you’ll throw 
in Sir Julius. Song, but no supper. Yours truly, 

Handel Souse [No 32, corner of Axbebt Bassoob. 

Brown Street), Kensington, W, | 

{To Mr, Gye, Covent Garden Opera Souse, London.) 

Sib, 

We are opening the new wing of Sfc. Florida’s Church, next 
Thursday. Having seen your representation of The Cathedral Scene 
in the Frophete, should like to know if we can arrange for an 
“ Entire Company ” (according to the advertisement in your Pro- 
spectus) with costumes complete, including the Bishops who, if I 
remember rightly, are always on in this Scene, and the Choristers 
who sing that charming Chorus while swinging the incense. Your 
minimum, 1 see, is ei^ty guineas, “ with Accompanist and Con- 
ductor complete ; ” but, in a good cause, surely, Sir, you would make 
some reduction, and we can dispense with the services of the Con- 
ductor and the Accompanist, as our own Organist will do all that ’s 
necessary on our full-toned American harmonium. I think we can 
manage fifty pounds, bnt we are only a poor fiock, and cannot bear 
mnch shearing. Temper then the wind instruments to us, and 
oblige Yours truly, 

CopeEeetory, Cbas. Yeubel. 

Deab Sib, 

I’u giving a little festivity Entertainment to a few 
JoHNBiES, a baohelorjparty, and think it will be jolly to have one 
of your Companies down for the night. Your advertisement says, 


and Chorus. Chuck in a Ballet, and I ’ll go to ninety quid. The 
Accompanist and Conductor included, of course. Send Bevigbabi. 

Yours, truly, 

Beaness Lodge. Titus A. Dbuiot. 

P.S.— On second thoughts,’ I don’t think we ’ll have the Chorus. 
It ,will be after dinner, and we can do that part of the busineBS 
ourselves. 

2rLd P.S.— I reopen this letter to say that, on consideration,''we can 
do without a lot of singing Artists. One good ’un will do. j i A real 
Comic cove, with a set of first- rate songs. 

3rd. PS.— Haven’t time to re-write foregoing ; but on carefully 
thinking over what will most amuse the Chappies, I have come to the 
conclusion that you’d better make the entire Company Ballet. We 
can do without old Bevigbabi, and prefer Bevy of Gals. The 
Accompanist will be necessary ; send anyone who doesn’t go in for 
liquor, and who is strong in tiie wrists (deaf chap preferred), as we 
sl^ only want him to turn the handle of my meohanical piano, 
which plays a hundred tunes, with all the latest Bnrlesq^ue novelties. 
Perhaps I ’d better come up, and choose the troupe myself, or you send 


rate Ballet. By the way, supper afterwards. Come down yourself, 
and Gye-ne the party. Larks I 

THE GHOULISH RAILWAY. 

There was a time when Railway Directors, for the purpose of 
Railway extension, were content with the homes of the living; hut 
latterly they have {[coveted the resting-places of the dead. The 
Churchyard of old St. Pancras was the first annexation, and now the 
Burial-ground of St. James’s, in the Hampstead Road, is threatened. 
Ho ground in London is probably more wanted as an “open space” 
for the recreation of the poor creatures who are chained "by work to a 
crowded neighbourhood, but as those who have had the purchase- 
money for it once are wuling to sell it again, with the bones of the 
helpless tenants for whom it was bought, the chances are that the 
Ghoulish Railway Gomi^any wiR get it. Is the money to be used for 
tiie decoration of a fashionable Church in Piccadilly ? 


; Whbbe axe the Solomon Islands? W^‘*-vre should say they ore 
[exactly the antipodes of the Soilly Isles. 
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THE TWO HUNDEED. 

{J. litthafUf a famous Original^ 

Oheebs to the right of him, 
Cheers to the left of him, 
Cheers^ from the front of 
him 

YoUeyed and thtindeied ! 
That wasn’t half enough, 
Eude Eakdt to rehuS, 

Tell him his talk was stofE, 

Tot^ Two l[^dped f 
“Pooh I let young puppies 
yell, 

We snow you lead us well, 
Scom'faction’s low bray ! 
’Gainst jeers to mock you 
meant, 

Letters to shook you meant, 
Just put this document,” 

Says Sir JoHHhLowBBAY. 
Quite ws\ Your health, Sir S.! 
Woodcooe: has made a mess, 
Finds he has blundered ; 
Long may you lead your.lot, 
Q-ive it your f oemen hot, 

Cut by Lord E., but not 
Not your Two Hundred I 


In Earnest. 

The portrait of Mr. Shnest 
Hahx was presented to Mrs. 
Haht by the leading members 
of the Medical profession, in 
reooffuition of his great public 
servioes, particularl^r in oon- 
neotion with the British Medi- 
cal Association. The names 
of Sir Hknbt Thompson, Mr. 
Spencer Wells, Hr. CIuain, 
and others of the same emi- 
nence, show that it was a 
genuine tribute to the work 
of one Ebnest Habx from 
many Earnest Hearts, aided 
^ Cool Heads and Steady 
Hands. The address itself 
was read by the G-entLemon 
who bears the appropriate 
name of Hosle Smtch. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 132. 
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CSIEP-SUPERUriENDlNT ‘WILLIAMSON, 

Ax THE Head op the DnrAMiTE-DErBJxtoN and Fenian Ferre riNO-oux 

Department. 

** Palmam qui mvruit^FSKRKT^' 


EATHER CRAFTY. 

While taking our “re- 
freshment” after “khour,” 
we read the following 

His Royal Highness the Duke 
of Connaught yesterday after- 
noon laid the foundation-Btone of 
St. Ann’s Church, at Bagshot, 
with Masonic rites. . . . The 
Bishop of Winchester officiated 
during a portion of the service.” 

Odd this. Is St. Aim in 
the Freemasonio Calendar ? 
We can understand “Masonic 
rites ” at the foundation of a 
Temple dedicated to Hiram of 
Tyre,>f which Hjeam Masons 
must be a little tired. The 
Bishop of Winchester seems 
to have struck. Perhaps it 
occurred to his Lordship that 
“Masonic rites” on such an 
occasion were not quite in his 
line, so he would ‘ ^ either letter 
it or halve it”— and he 
halved it. By the way, Past 
Grand Master Punch has it on 
record that the last ecclesi- 
astical Grand Master in Eng- 
land was Cardinal Wolsey. 
It is commonly said that it 
is so useful for a tradesman 
to be a member of the Craft ; 
but, we ask, what well-known 
partner of an old-established 
urm is decidedly not a Mason P 
The immediate answer must 
I be “ Fortnum,^^ 


“Counts Out.”— The place 
par excellence for “ Counts 
Out” is Italy. Any number 
of Counts out there, being 
often Counts out at elbows, 
Counts out of employment, 
and Counts out of luck gene- 
rally. 


The Railway Passengers’ 
Duty. — To see that the Direc- 
tors are up to their work. 


NOTES PEOM THE DIARY OE A CITY WAITER, 

We ’vb bin a-jogging on wery comfortably at the Maushuu House 
lor^the last two or three manse. We ginrally has a Roval Prinse or 
a Dock or a couple of Markisses every week. Hothink keeps ’em 
away for long. If they ain’t asked to dinner to eat and drink, 
they cams to meetings to talk, and to recommend other, and ox 
oourse commoner peeple to subscribe their money, which is, I think, 
w«ry kind on ’em. That’s wot I calls a werry fair diwlsion of 
labom. The swells does the talking and the snobs finds the money, 
ana both f nllfills the nateral law of their waried existence. I allera 
gits a peep at ’em if I can possibly manage it. I Hkes to see the fond 
and almost revverenshal look with which the xniddUng orders gazes 
upon a reel live Prinse, and how th^ hangs with perfect rapshor on 
ey^ word as falls from his Royal Lips. 

, We have^ had all our reglar Bankwets as usual, and they’ve all 
i keen apperiently enjoyed as usual, but there was nothink speshal 
about em to call for remark, until last Wensday, and then I ’m 
enolined to thmk as our nobel Egipshun All saw such a sight as 
must have gladdened and estonished its werry eyes if it had 
topped to have any. Fancy the subblime idear of asking All the 
Egipshun O£5.oers to come to the Egipshun All and have some 
dinner I And not only the Commanders and the Hernels and "the 
OaptingB, but even the werry lowest of the low, even the deputy 
Surgeons wasn t left out in the o(^, bat ba d reel turtle Gham- 
pauL just like the rest. 

Al^st l^^st thing as stmok me was the gratifying fact that the 
mmbers of the old Copperashun wasn’t a-going for t^et theinelves 
be eat out by thgr scarlet gests, so every one of ’em, as it seemed to 
me, who could either borrow or higher a red ooat, put it on for this 


speshal mlllitary occasion. I herd one on ’em who had got a red | 
coat on that was quite big enuff for two, explain that he came in ; 
that wunderfool garment coz the ticket of inwitation said Uneform. 
The Lord Mare set the egsampel, and looked Hke a reel Majar- 
General, nearly all the Court of Aldermen followed sute, and then 
came the Deputy Leftenant Common Counsilmen, and a worry 
striking display they made, you may be sure, speshally two or three 
remarkably stout Deputys who seemed to have been getting ready 
for an enlarged Copperashun. Then again, to match the two field 
Marshalls as came with the other gests, we had our own City Field 
Marshall, Major Campbell, looking as solgerly as the best on ’em, 
and the Sheriff’s Field Marshall, roNnPBX, looking theappiestof 
the lot, because he had his own Field Marsbiuless with him looking 
as bright as a sunbeam. 

j The trabbel I had to explane to the reel solgers all the unyfoxms 
of the sham solgers was sumthink quite strawnery, and I am afraid 
in sum cases I had to shoot the long bow. Of oourse I may be sum- 
wot predjudished, but to my mind, of all the splendid unyforms in 
that noble All, commend me to those of the 4 Royal Waiters m 
atendanoe on the 2 Royal Princes, and in atendonoe on nobody 
with their hutif td scarlet coats, and their golden epperlets with 
real solid gold fringe, and their stately and horty demeaner I 1 had 
quite a frendly chat with one of ^em after the Bankwet, of oourse 
paying him propper respect, and he told me, quite in oonfiMnoe, 
while he langwidly puffed his Siggaret, that not only his own Boy^ 
employer— they never use the word Master— but also his Elustrus 

Brother the P— — e of W s have exprest theirselves werry strongly 

indeed against the abberBshuu of the Grand Old Copperash^, not 

only BO, but their equally Elustrus XJnkel the D e of C— -e 

expressed the decided opinion that it would be a dashed shame to do 
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SO, as to his thinking: the only place in which to get a reelly g^eat 
dinner was the Manshun House. Of conrse I don’t pretend to know | 
mnoh about how importent matters |like these is managed in the 
Pollytickle World, but I should think that snoh rewelashnns as these 
wonid settle the matter at wnnse, and shut up the Firth of Forth 
like a werry hard frost. | 

I wish sum of our bitter foes could have herd the Lord Mare’s 
speech. Didn’t he teU ’em just all about the Egypshun Champain ! 
Why there was sum things as he told ’em as even I hadn’t heard on 
afore. And what did Lord Q-abret Wolset say in reply, and this 
ought to be writ in gold in the memory of every friend of the old 
Copperashun, “ I ask for no greater reward, however long I may 
live, than that 1 have received to-day.” 

It’s the custom of many unthinkmg people to laugh at the old 
Copperashun because they indulges theirselves and their frends 
pretty ofEen in all the dellyoases of horspitaUty, but the nex time as 
any such ungenerous thort comes across what they calls their minds, 
let them remember the grand old history of the grand old Ooppera- 
shun, and let them also remember, that one of the coolest as well as 
one of the bravest solgers this great county ever produced not only 
said the words quoted tabove, but also said at GHddhall that werry 
same morning, as I herd witli my own ears, that the receet of the 
Telegram from the Lord Mars and Copperashun immediately after 
his great wiotory gave him the greatest and most intense pleasure. 

^And why, because for ages and ages, no great man who 1ms dun 
his country good serwice thinks he ’s had his full reward tOl he ’s 
I made a honnerray freeman of the oldest the richest the charitablest 
and the horsepitablest City as is to be found in Drop in Asia in 
Africka or in Ameriker. Robert. 

The Proprietors of the Illustrated Weekly Papers must have 
trembled last Saturday morning when the JDaily Telegraph came 
out with a couple of Pictures of “ No. 1.” If “ Your likeness in 
I this style ” be frequently repeated, it will be fatal to the existence 
Police Newe. 


A CAST-IRON EDITOR. ' 

[A Journal, devoted to the cotton, wool, and iron trades, asks if “ someone 
will only get up a patent, automatic, self-adjusting, double-backed, cast-iron I 
Editor ! ”] | 

Wanted, a double-backed, cast-iron Editor, ^ 

One who ’s as strong as a fnll-armoured sbip,^ 

Who, like a spendthrift when greeting his creditor, 

Faces the world with a sneer on his lip. 

He must have works like a patent automaton, 

Orinding out leaders in regular way. 

Tackling all dry correspondence, say from a ton 
Up to a trncK-load of letters a day. 

Then, when the public is tembly down on him. 


Folks too may always be sure of his attitude ; 

Springs of cast-steel never vary an inch : 

He ^ reel ofE epigram, paragraph, pktitnde— 
Such is an 


TGUJ OiU JOAWU , 

>^am, paragraph, platitnae— 
itor good at a pmch. ! 


Hope for All. 

Law hless us I ” a very natural exclamation when we read in 
the Morning Post— 

“Mr. R. S. Wright has been appointed to the post of ‘Devil’ to the 
Attorhby-Gbnbral.” 

The deuce he is 1 Had Obigen lived to see this day, how 
delighted he would have been; so‘also'the Poet Burns, who shared 
his Origenal opinions. Eh, men I just to think that the Devil should 
come to be Wright at last! Poor Sir Henry James! A forensic 
Famt with a Mephistopheles always at his elbow Is Sir Henry 
“The Devil’s Advocate”? How, in view of this fact, can Mr. 
Bradlattgh remain an Adiabolist ? 
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THE WHITET-BEOWNING SOCIETY. 

(0(mmimieaiectr-iy oar oain very aerioua J iTe&r,) 

April i,im. 

The Meeting of tte aboTe Society held this month on 

the aforesaid nsnal inangarai date, and was in every respeet a most 
sncoessf al gatheria?. ... , -i 

After reeapitolating tlie delightful waste of time, temper, 
iutelligence that the Society, through its efforts to farther mvolve 
and confuse the obscurities of Mr. W mcEr-BROWOTN’o s capital oon- 
nuudrums, had effected during ttie course of the past y®a.r,^ the 
Chairman proceeded forthwith to read the following Imt of subjects 
selected by the Yice-Presideuts for the present discussion : — 

1. Wkitey-Srowning as a substitute for cheap Champagne^ 

2. Narcotic Teaching^ , , . , , 

3. Neady-^made Clothing and its JP sychological Disadvantages^ as 
gathered from the Philosophy of Whitey-Browninga 

4. jBLis JSstimate of Concrete^ Clog-Dancing^ 

5o jTAe Inductive value of his after-dinner Adjectives, 

7. Tf^itey-Browning regarded as an Omnibus Conductor, 

8. His subjective love of Jilarmalade, „ . i 

9. The Secret of his Abstract Influence at Colney Hatch, 

On the applause that followed the reading out of this capitally- 
selected list having somewhat subsided, Ihe Chairman proceeded. 
He said : “ He thought that the time had now come when, from a 
sufBloient acquaintance with the fo^gy— he might say—the mex- 
plicable phraseology of their illustrious Master, they might them- 
selves, in their own humble discussion, freely indulge in an obscurity 
that would render their remarks quite as unintelligible to themselves 
as they had, he was prond to b^eve, hitherto proved to the outer 
world- {Applause.) That manifestation encouraged him. It would 
be his endeavour, in future, not only not to cultivate the art of 
expressing himself in ordinary English, but he would go farther, — 
he would do his very beat to get along without any grammar. 
{Applause.) There was, as their great exemplar had well taught 
them, a wonderful profundity of thought associated with a hriok- 
wall sentence ; and the illustnons thinker, who was able to oommaud 
an army of interpreting disciples, all of whom knew a good deal 
better than he did himself what on earth he meant when defying 
liiNDLET Mubrat, became the unconscious Author of a side-splitter 
so rich, so racy, so rare, that they could hardly hope to follow in his 
iiDling footsteps. Still they would try. 

The Chairman then proposed, as subject-matter in illustration of 
their first thesis^ “ Whitey-Browning as a Substitute for cheap 
Champagne,” to read and examine what he described as one of the 
illnstrions master-singer’s “stiffest little posers,” and proceeded 
to dedaim the following, amid abashed and respectful merriment : — 

BKOWNING- IS ^WHAT? 


Browning is— what ? 

Riddle reduudant, 

Baldness abundant. 

Sense— -who can spot ? 

Playing with wisdom, yet fiddle-de-dee. 

Telescope waiting an eye that can see ; 

What of the cow that jumped over the moon ? 

Dishes enspooning with naught to enspoon 1 
Come, then, unstrung strangulation, 0 fiddle, 

Scrape through the baldness, shy at the riddle I 
€hiess it again 
Over your grog. 

And aught that was plain 
Grows thick, grows fog. 

Grows fog ! 

The discussion of the above was then commenced, and led, as 
usual, to the customary displays of irritability aud ill-temper on 
the part of the withered and worn-out disputants, the Deputy- 
Secretary being specially aggressive in his attitude as to the exact 
psychological significance of the expression, “fiddle-de-dee,” 
Matters, moreover, were brought somewhat to a crisis by the propo- 
sition of a new member that the meeting should <fiose its proceedings 
appropriately with a game of blind man’s buff. 

upon the Chairman, who seemed to take to the task cheerfully, 
putting the Resolution to the vote, though there was a good deal of 
nasty feeling manifested by a small minority, who insisted that 
** they stiU had their heads tolerably clear,” it was carried at once, 
and the. further discussion, of the rest of the programme was 
adjourned almost unanimously, ‘'amidst cheers of evident relief. 

After a little desultory and nagging conversation as to the advisa- 
DUity of entering into a contract with some respectable local bntter- 
man to purphase the surplus numbers of the Sooiet^s Papers by tiie 
hundredweight, the proceedings terminated:. 

P«nc;i, beiiig“oonsciou8 of the existence of a Society 
eBtaDiished by some very well meaning and worthy people, that 


nevertheless appears to him to have certain vague, yet kindred 
points of resemblance po the institution with an account of the 
proceedings, of which nis seriously jocose correspondent has here 
furnished him, wishes, while passing little judgment on either, to 
do full justice to both. Bo' one has a greater regard and respect for 
a great name than Mr, Punch, But knowing that the injudicious 
and exaggerating adulation of over assiduous disciples will often 
not only make genius itself look ridiculous, but sometimes even 
flatter and delude it till it wander unconsciously from the pathway 
of its own loftiest purpose, he publishes the above for what it is 
worth— a hint to be taken, cum grano^ no doubt, but still he thinks 
— ^to be taken. 

PEOSECUTING— A SEAEOH ! 

{Mctractfrom the NoU-BooTc of Mr, ‘Pumchs sharpest Detective.) 

9 A.M.— Q-ot my instructions. Thought the task a most difficult 
one, hut determined to succeed. Laid in compressed provisions, and 
chartered a flre-engine, so as to get from place to place with the 
greatest possible celerity. Started. 

10 A.M.— Have been to all the Police Courts. Many interesting 
cases. Brutal assaults, successful attempts at fraud, &c., &c. How- 
ever, in spite of all my efforts, could hear nothing of him. He didn’t 
seem to be known anywhere. 

12 Boon.— Attended all the County Courts now sitting. Again 
found lots of work which he might have undertaken. But no, they 
hadn’t even heard his name. Officials thought I was joking when I 
asked for him. General impression was tiiat he had never been 
appointed. 

2 P.M.— Been to all the Private Inquiry Offices. Plenty of matters 
there ripe for his manipnlatlon. Was informed that he never inter- 
fered. Could get no q.uestion about him answered. Consensus of 
opinion that he was a myth. 

4 p.M.— Have spent the last two hours in the Royal Courts of 
Justice. Seemed for a moment to be upon the scent. His name had 
been mentioned recently in a case which had come before the Lord 
Chief Justice. Apparently he had been “ inquired after” (like 
things in tiie City), but had not been found. Many trials were 
going on iu which he might reasonably have taken a part. But not 
a vestige of Mm to be seen. Baffled everywhere. Think, after all, 
he must be a “legal fiction.” However, will not give up. Shall 
ruu him to earth it my life is long enough. ^ 

6 P.M.— Tried at all the Police Stations. Nearly got “run in” 
myself in consequence. Inspectors on duty thought my inquiries 
were “ a lark.” Assured them that 1 was in earnest. Inspectors 
convinced, hut told me that “information had not been received” 
'»out him by them, nor hy anyone else. 

8 P.M. — ^Attended by a Constable, visited all the^ Pawnbrokers’ 
Shops in shady neighbourhoods, and offices of receivers of stolen- 
goods generally. Bone of their proprietors had ever heard of Mm. 
They said, however, that if he had been appointed, they did not 
object to him if he did nothing more in the future than he had done 
in the past. Constable, in taking leave, advised me to give up my 
search. Observed that he was evidently invisible. Rather dis- 
heartened. But courage ! courage I courage ! Once more yoioks !— 
hark away ! — I will have Mm yet I 
10 P.M. — Looked in at all the Yestry Meetings. Labour spent in 
vain. Asked the Clergy of all denominations “if they had ever 
come across Mm?” ‘They answered, “Bo— they had plenty of 
work for him, but, as a matter of fact, they had not seen him.” 
Galloped in my fire-engine to all the Gaols. Governors very civil 
and obliging. But one reply, “ Did not know Mm.” Bone of the 
pri soners seemed to have any recollection of Mm. Utterly defeated 1 
Weary and sorrowful, returned home. 

12 Mipniqht. — ^H ooray ! Eureka I Have discovered Mm at last 1 
Took down^on “Almanack for 1883,” and spotted Mm at once! 
Here he is, accompanied by an “Assistant (£1000\” a “Chief 
Clerk (£380),” and costing, with the rest of his staff, £3821 (pre- 
sumably> a year ! Behold nun, “ Director of Public Proseoutions — 
Sir John Blossev Mattlb, Q.C.— £2000.” I have found Mm m 
Whitaker^ but out every wnere else I 


Blessings oe the • Budget.— Bobo^ much the worse for ^it. 
Some few rather the better. Sixpenny Tdegrams, and^ (preparation 
for repeal of Silver Plate Duty) sl^ht boon to Silversmiths. Reduc- 
tion of Passenger Duty for poor Railway Directors. Arrangement 
towards redemption of Bational Debt, with some advantage perhaps 

to posterity at large, and without muon present injury to^individnals. 

Proportionate gun-licences for accommodation of occasional sports- 
men. Remission to Income-tax payer of partial impost by three- 
halfpence in the pound— for the present. Any longOT— don’t you 
wish you may get it? Thanks due for small mercies. Bo new 
burdens and ourseB. 


l|3r TO C0RRESP0BDENTS.—1XL no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
oy a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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ARRIVING AT AMATEURITT. 

Mb. FinTGB, having been informed on good authority that the 
unfettered enthusiasts who hold that a special training is by no 
means necessary to professional competency, and have, as a oonse- 
q[uence, latterly been taking the Stage, if not the Public, by storm, 
are so angry with Mr. Invora, that ihey are about to emigrate en 
masssj for the purpose of founding^ a Colony where their own fresh 
and airy ideas can have free and fair play, desires to recommend the 
following to their notice. 

It is merely a chance page taken at random from a little useful 
handbook (A Complete Zetter- Writer) Mr, Punch is compiling, 
that will, he thinks, be found invaluable to the neophyte in any sucn 
Society as his young friends have in conteniplation. There are, of 
course, in Mr, PuncKe collection, models provided for “ Amateur ” 
Soldiers, Sailors, Doctors, R.A.’b, Lord Chancellors, and others, but 
the one he has selected from a distinguished Ecclesiastic will serve 
very well as a specimen of the rest. 

Letter frcm an Amaieur Archbishop to his Maternal Aunt, announcing 
his Elevation, and asking Cov/nsel and Advice, 

Mt dbab Aubteb, The Palace, April 1. 

Kbowinq that only a week since it was finally settled that 
I should go into the ironmongery business, I dare say it will to some 
extent surprise you to hear that I am now an Archbishop, having 
been consecrated, with great pomp, only yesterday afternoon. 
I think I may venture to say that the ceremony went on fairly, and 
considering that I am so fresh to the work, 1 am glad to teU you that 
I really get on remarkably well. Beyond holding my pastoral stafi 
upside down, forgetting my apron, leaving out a collect or two, | 
putting on my lawn-sleeves inside out, and bestowing an apostolic 
benediction on the Yerger by mistake for the Sub- dean, there was, 
believe me, nothing. to distinguish my discharge of my functions 
from the bearing of a veritable St. Anselm. By the way, when 
I you next write, will you just tell me who St. Anselm was ? Also 
St. Dunstan P Is not one of them referred to in the IngoUshy 
Legends f Of course, it isn’t very important, but still I think it 
w^ be as well, now I ’m an Archbishop, to be a little up in Church 
History ? And that reminds me of a small commission I have for 
you. 1 want you to try and get me a good, nice, showy, second- 
hand mitre.^ I am told there may be some technical diflculty raised 
to my wearing it in the Cathedral itself. But this is clearly absurd. 
To tell you the trath, my chief reason for entering the Episcopate at 
all was a conviction that 1 should look uncommonly well in a mitre. 
So, Auntie dear, dp go to Nathan’s, and see what you can do. Re- 
member, an Archbishop’s one. And I should tbiTik it so kind of you 
if you could come round some day next week and have a little ecole- 
siastical chat over a cxm of tea. I feel I rather want it. The fact 
is, I have a heavy confirmation on soon, and I should like to be sure 
i of my own Catechism first. You see 1 have taken to the Church at 
1 such a regular rush, that I hardly know where I am. The salary is 
first-rate, and 1 find the wters comfortable— still, 1 should like to 
have something to say when I charge my Clergy. You can under- 
stand that sort of feeling, can’t you. Auntie dear P I shouldn’t Hke 
to have to back out of it now, and take to a crossing. So mind you 


come early, and give a helping hand to your always affectionate 
nephew and spiritual father, W. J. New Sabum. 

It will be seen readily, from a glance at the above, how very useful 
! a carefully compiled little volume might prove ; for it is to be pre- 
jsumed that other Amateurs, like the Amateur Actor, or Arch- 
bishop, may sometimes find that they have overrated their powers. 
But a sober word in conclusion. Mr, Punch takes ofi his 
hat to Mr. InviBa for the highly sensible rebuke he has had the 
courage to administer to a very foolish, but, it is to be hoped, an 
equally ephemeral fashion. Yet the cultivated Mentor and Manager 
Kima eif, makes one mistake. His calling, except in a certain 
modified sense, cannot be regarded as a profession.” A man who ^ 
been called to the Bar, — and is acknowledged, ipso facto, as having 
gone through all the drudgery of preparation— becomes, at once, a 
Barrister. The same process holds good in Medicine, the Army and 
Navy, and the Church. It is this process of preparation that distin- 
guishes a “ profession ” properly so called. For an Amateur to rush 
into a prominent position on the Stage is much the same thing as if 
a mere Law Student were to force his way into Court in the outward 
trappings of a Q^ueen’s Counsel, brief in hand, having literally taken 
Silk, without anybody having offered it to him. 

But in dismissing the matter, Mr, Punch would move an Amend- 
ment on his friend Mr. Ibvxbo’s Motion. He would not scatter the 
Amateurs like chaff. On the contrary, he would welcome as many 
of them as felt the histrionic call to the stage-door. But he would let 
them pass it only with this proviso— that they should go through a 
regular apprenticeship. They should have only a word or two— or 
perhaps a walk on— and off. But no pupil of three months’ private 
study should be permitted to appear in the leading role of any piece. 
Frofessors of the:r Art like Mr. Etdeb .or Mr. Neville should not 
lend their names to such inartistic attempts, which cau do neither 
themselves nor their ] 5 upilB any sort of good. The public is becoming 
weary of these exhibitions of amateur incompetenoy, and of what 
use is it to the neophyte to appear as Juliet^ or Julia, and then be 
engaged, if at all, as a “ waJkmg lady ” or third-rate chambermaid ? , 

Mr, Punch fancies that his eotmsel, as given above, would solve j 
and settle the matter once for all, and speedily too. So there is 
ilfr. PwncA’tf advice. And now let some enterprising Manager try it. 


“ SUPPLY.” 

Two hundred dozen of Pommery, the World informed us last 
week, is ordered for the National Liberal Club at the Aquarium, 
which, the Conservatives would naturally remark, sounds like rather 
a fishy place for a banquet. It is sincerely hoped by all lovers of 
Pommery, whether Liberal or Conservative, that this large order 
will not exhaust the present stock. "We should be deeply grieved if 
Pommery ran dry, — ^uiough, in another sense, provided that it only 
keeps on “ ranning,” it may run as dry ” m it likes* There will 
be two thousand convives present, so that this gives one bottle and 
one-fifth to each person. If the Waiters are all selected from the 
Blue Eibbonmen, and if a fair proportion of the company is tec- 
totally inclined, the liberal drinkers may get a couple oi bot*-.us 
a-pieee. After dinner the Banquettists will feel in just the proper 
hnmour to “ inshpeok what’ver’s to b* sheen at duarum.” 


TOL. Lxxxrv. 


s 
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MORE WAX THAN HONEY. 

As midmeht strnok in the Bazaar kelow, the fisures at Madame 
Tussius's began, to move towards the neat haU in. which ^eir 
Anti-Moscow- Wax-works demonstration nad "been arranged to take 
place. Bynniyersal consent the Enssian Giant (holding General 
Tom Thumb in the palm of his hand) was called upon to preside. 

The Chairman said he fd.t the hcnonr conferred upon bi-m very 
deepl^r. No doubt the distinction had been bestowed upon him iiom 
a sentiment of generosity. (“ JBear, Sear ! ” Jrom General Tom 
Thumb.) The grievance they complained of had been forced upon 
them by Enssians, and so they had selected a Enssian to take the 
Chair on this occasion— although it was personally difficult for Hm 
to find a seat large and strong enough to support hiTn, (^ laiMh 
from General Tom Thumb.) 

At this wint considerable confusion was created by an excited 
deputation from the Chamber of Horrors insisting on taking a part 
m the proceedings, KingJ^CHABD the Thied objected to the 

A AT tnAflA -ficr 


STBAT SUNBEAMS. 

(A iMy of Our Lazy Minstrel,) 

Awa.t with great-coats and umbrellas! 

Pat all furry garments away I 
Let glossiest hats— all you fellas— 

(^leaxn bright in the light of to-day I 
The air it is balmy and vernal, 

We feel an 

For gone is the weather hibernal 
And here is the Sun I 
The genial sunbeams, in-streaming, 

Flash bright on my pen as I write ! 

The paper is glov^g and gleaming— 

My eyes are quite dazed with the light I 
No longer I growl or I shiver, 

Nor each fellow-creature I shun : 

I dream of the joys of the Eiver— 

For here is the Sun ! 

For England, the atmosphere ’s splendid, 

We live and we breathe now again I 
We fancy our trouble is ended. 

For gone is the fog and the rain : 

I laugh and 1 sing and I chuckle, 

I rhyme and 1 dance and I pun ! 

I knock on the pane with my knuckle— 

For here is the Sun I 

Wliat portents of pleasure I fancy 
Eeturn with these br^ht sunny rays I 
What visions of lazing Tears see, 

Of languorous, sweet Summer days ; 

Of yachting and sea-side diversions, 

And getting as brown as a bun : 

Of rambles and Alpine excursions— 

For here is the Snn ! 

I think of long days at lawn-tennis, 

Of dreams in mj bass-wood canoe, 

Of gondola-lounging at Yenioe, 

And skies sempiternally bine ! 

Fmuse o’er the Measures of playtime, 

Of laziness, laughter, and fun 
Of lime-scented zephyrs and hay time— 

But where is the Sun ? 

[Sun retires lehind clouds, rain yaMersou theyanSi avd 
the Lazy One goes to hed. 


PABLiAMENTinT Paeabox.— A Standing Committee 
formed of Sitting Members. 


which they were gathered together. They were there to protest 
against the establishment of the Wax Works of Madame Nauwald i 
of Moscow at the Westminster Aquarium. {Cheers,) They had no 


objection to competition, as their collection was the best and largrat 
in the world. (“ Sear, hear I ” Jrom General Tom Thumb.) But | 


they did object to the degradation of the Profession. (Loud cheers,) 

It was said that Madame Nauwald’s Collection of Odd Fishes 

{Laughter,) He begged pardon, he should say effigies ; but really, 




select, and a line must be drawn somewhere. He would draw the 
line before the Eoom of Comparative Physiognomy. 

King J OHN and the effigy of an Anonymous Policeman were under- 
stood to he of the same opinion. 

A member of the deputation (whose name was suppressed by uni- 
versal consent) said that the opuoaition was absurd. As a matter of 
fhey were one of the chief attractions of the Exhibition — 
( ivo, »o / ” from the effigy of an Irish J5bma-iEt^2er)— and to exclude 
was an insult to ■Qie Public to whose amusement it was their 
aim to minister. ( Cheers,) 

I The Chairman snggested that the deputation should be allowed to 


They all knew the purpose 


When he heard that the largest group was to consist of one hundred 
and ten figures, representing the recent massacre of Jews at Balta 
before a background formed by an enormous canvas presenting 
a vivid panorama of the scene, he could not sufficiently express bis 
indignation. {Loud cheers,) It was ultra-sensational. (** Hear, 
hear from the effigy of a Uentleman seated irs a hath,) 

Mr, CoBBETT declared very forcibly that the new-comers woxdd 
have no chance against the present company. Those around him 


naa i^ne nonour oi oemg men oi wax, ana, oonsiaering meix wouLa-oe 
rivals came from Enssia, no doubt— he said it without meaning any 
disrespect to the nationality of the great man— (a laugh from General 
Tom Thumb)— who was acting as their Chairman— no doubt, he 
repeated, the new-comers would be merely things of tallow. ( Cheers 
and laughter,) 

Mr. CoBBEN said he liked to be practioal, and, as a sign of their 
disapproval of Madame NAUWALB’sBhow, wonld propose that ** this 
Meeting protests against the holding of the approaching Exhibition, 
and, as a mark of their displeasure, declines to paixonise it even as 
visitors on the free list.” TMs Eesolution (which was seconded by 
Sir Feahcis Bxjebext) was carried by acclamation. 

When our Beporter left, the figures had resumed their nomm 
expressions and positions, and seemed to be giving unlimited satis- 
faction to a highly appreciative Public. 
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THE COLONIES. 

Traveller (to Squatter), “ Hullo, MoDonald ! I didn’t ixpect this of you ! All your Men 'vtorking on a Sunday !'* 

JIfac. “This is nab Sunday, Mun!— it’s Wednesday ** 

Traveller. “ Not a bit of it I This is Sunday, I assure you ** 

Mae, “AwbblI Think o’ that, noo ! Wa hinna seen a Sowl for three Months, an* there’s nab an Almanack i* 

THE HoOSE, an* we *VE GOTTEN JUMMBLT UP A* TH’ GETHER ! I ” 


AN EXTfiAOEDINART PLAT-BILL. 

The Earl of Onslo'w's Play-bill, thanks to common sense in the 
Upper House, will not become a Dramatic Act. The scope of the 
BDl seems to include the encouragement of Amateur Vanity, the dis- 
couragement of genuine Dramatic Art, and the defrauding Dramatic 
Authors of their fees. 

The idea of an attempt to exempt Stage Plays from the usual 
restrictions where the performance, by Amateurs, is for a Charity I 
Monstrous I Why, the excuse of a Charity is a perfect boon to 
theatrical Amateurs for airing their yanitjr, and precious little do 
they give beyond their pricelessly valuable time. | 

If Amateurs and Professionals do not have to pay Authors' fees 
for performance when playing for a Charity, then Charity would 
he made to cover a multitude of sins, and Charitable performances, | 
in which the only sufferers would be the Authors, would be given i 
daily all over the country. The Amateurs who play for a Charity j 
cannot get their costumes, their scenery, their gas, their theatre, j 
hall, or their music gratis ; why then should the Author, to whom ] 
they probably do the grossest injustice by^their ridiculous attempts 
at acting his piece, he the only one unpaid P The Author, if the 
case he a deserving one, can hand back Ms fee^ or can pay them 
into the Charity’s account as a donation, but he must not be forced 
to surrender his dues on every occasion when the Charitable Amateurs 
choose to gratii^ their vanity at Ms expense. 

The Dramatic Authors’ Society has fought very hard to enforce 
we rights of its members, and has succeed^. All this labour would 


I at the Gaiety. lUness has suddenly deprived him of the means of 
earning his Livelihood by the exercise of his profession, and, besides 
a handsome subscription which has been already started by Ms 
brother professionals, a Benedt is to be given for him at the Gaiety 
Theatre on the Fifteenth of May. Everyone will give their services, 
the Authors will give their pieces, and Mr, Punch strongly recom- 
mends this case to the charitable playgoing public. 

Mr. Pennington, the Gladstonian Shakspearian Actor, is to appear 
next ‘Friday at a Gaiety Matinee in the play of Ingomar, The 
following week he shoula balance it by performing something like 
Outgopa\ The pictorial wall advertisements could represent the old 
barometrical toy, with In-go-mar and Out-go-pef for the wet 
weather signal. 

Seasonable Theory.— The original of ^ all such really strong ' 
expressions as have since been the cause of innumerable tears to the 
“ Recording Angel,” must have been something uttered by the pro- 
genitor of the human race when, after Ms expulsion from Eden, he j 
encountered, for the drst time in his life, just as he turned a corner, 
a blast of the bitter North-East Wind. 

Pastors of the Pantry.— -A certain Reverend Footing has 
written a book on Modem Unbelief. If for this work .he is now 
promoted to the Episcopal Bench, will he take the title of the cele- 
brated Bishop Butler ? 

“ Me. Willing’s ftuiBE.”— This doesn’t sound so much like music, 
but like twenty-four big sheets of advertisement over the Metro- 
politan hoardings, 

Materials for Explosions {from the Liet of a Female Home- 
Cluh-Dinnerites and the glistening of Latch-Keys. 
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COLOMBA; OE, SOMETHUTG LIKE A LIBRETTO. 

"Whebt this Eotioe appears, eacrgetio Mr. Cabi ]^3A 1m 
capital Opera troupe wiEr have disappeared from. Londo^ to fnifil 
their muaeroiis and hitherto deservedly snccessfTil Prov^cial 
engagements, which will in all prohahiJity occupy the remaind^ of 
the year. So full of promise (and of performance) has been this 
short, far too short, season at Drury Lane, so ready has the musim 
ajn(\ theatre-going public been to recognise the merits of the Operatic 
Company, that, if a committee of distinguished imd wea lthy amateurs ^ 

of music, with the support of H.E.H. the Prmce of w altes, were 
now to take in hand the institution of a subsidised English Opera 
House in London, under the thoroughly practical and expmmoed 
direction of Mr. Carl Eosa, the present year would not come to an 
end without seeing the commencement, and, we ,will venture to 
assert, the satisfactory commencement, of such an undertaking. 

The materials are ready to hand, and a scheme, —by the kind p»- ^ 

mission of Mr. GKOBffB Qeote,— carefully matured and judunonsly 

developed, without f^, f avow, or f ^tioism, would Mrve ^ the patl 

purposes for which the new Royal College of Music has been set . p ® p 

on toot. , 

The latest novelty produced by the Carl Eosa troupe was Cohmoa^ 
an Opera in Pour Acts, music by Mr. A. 0. Mackenzie, and book 
by Dr. Franz Hubneer. The latter we will consider presently. 

The undeniable success of this “ Lyrical Drama” (as it is styled 


But Dr. HiTEryER, who is, of course, a humorist in disguise, simply 
means to convey that the Count^e daughter and a Captain Ono \ 
have been talking together, and not taking ! 

V him into their conddence ; a slight that has 
somewhat nettled him, though he restrains 
his feelings of just annoyance, and expresses 
himself with a “ diplomatic Hueffer-bility.” 
CMlina says, 


“ I *11 sing you the song, in spite of the law 
And all the gendarmes of Corsica.” 

Dr. Hurpfer, it is rumoured, has been 
already engaged to write the next Gaiety 
Burlesque. Then : — 

<< Where the shadiest seat of your choice is. 

« * * * * * 
Shall we whisper with mingled voices.** 

Here is quite a Shakspearian couplet, with 
a kind of Two Dxomios’ smack about it 
“ I wUl conduct you where no one will find ua. 
Lean on my arm ; they will walk behind us.** 


Then there is a stage-direction— most of the stage-directions are 
orth reading — “ JExit rapidly^ with a emile on her lipeJ^ Where 
L earth would the subtle numorist, Dr. Huepfer, have her smile P 



.d place a friend of brigands, 


Design for the Two Barracini 
Bstiiiguishers. 


be beaten by Dr.‘Hi7EFFBR*'s won- is “not seemly To meet in this wild place a friend of brigands, 
derful words,— and he has given Whose head is threatened by the law.” Here the secret-punster 
him some twisters.— has tri- i^ts that an attempt is on foot to get Orso’s head into Chancery, 
umphed over all difBLCulties of On one occasion Xydwt exclaims, “ 
language and plot, and has given -the fire I saw in your glance 

to the world a work of which Be kindled to flames of passion wild 

Wagner, in his_ best Flying By the idle words of a reckless child.** 

"Beddess CMd” in question being Madame Vailebia as 
The Overture is oharming. <iuite a suggestion for a 

There is not a duU scene (musil- 

ally) in the whole Opera, of -whioh, M^me Tabotkia // 

as far as melody goes, the gem is ft® ^ / f 

oertainlv the “Cfersioan Ballad” , * * 1 . j; • v j 

. inefeotive, but the final hymn— the 
hymn which is “all for her”— is 


^ iathe Third Act, prettEy sung by nnisn, ana 

Miss Perry as ^%hna^ to whom, though hers is comparativdy a 7®^ badly killed too. Her death is 
small part, fall the two airs to which the Opera will owe its popula- p®ffeotive, but the finjl hymn— the 
nty, and through which it will become widely known to the Concert- hymn which is m for ^r is 
going and outside public. admirable, and we forgive Hueffer 

Dr* Htieeper has written a modest preface to his libretto, in sj^y^lsssMACKENOT. But tMs murder 
which he fairly acknowledges his inability Co/omOa— which sounds like pigeon- 


shooting in Italy— is wanton cruelty on 
the part of Doctor Franz Huetfer, 
who ought to have done his best as a 
Doctor to keep his patient alive. How- 
ever— beg pardon— Hueffer, Colomha 
will live Dy the aid of Dr. Mackenzie. 

Colomha not be relegated to the mmmmIBH/Kgg, 
Co-lumber room of forgotten music. 

Who killed Colomha f 1, said Franz Colomba the Corsican Sister; 
Htjeffbr. And why did die die? or, Eueffer’s “ Keokless 
This way, says Chilina Child.*' 

** This precious life fell a sacrifice 
To her brother's safety, could not withhold her. 

Until die was struck 

By a bullet, and lifeless sank on my shoulder.*’ 

Bravo, Poet Htjeffbr ! And how did she die ? Thus— 

Colomba, I die contented. My task is done ! ” 

—Like Tom Moore’s Peri— “ Joy I joy ! my task is done I 

“ ^ father is revenged, my brother free. 

When you are happy, remember me ! ” 

There ’s a reminiscence of Bunit about this couplet in the “ remem- 
ber me” which we regret, as suggesting a comparison prejudicial to 
the fame of the Author of Colomha. 

We quit the book with regret. There are so many Huefferian 

f erns to which we ;diould so muchl like to draw pubfio attention. 
Cere is a couplet : — 

** Have I not watched, and wept, and waited by night and day 
For the coming of thee who to me of aU is the dearest ? ** 


to surpass the poetry of At.t? ph»t^ ^xnrs or shootmg in Italy— is wanton cruelty on 

to rival the dramatic force and knowledge the part of Doctor Franz Hueffer, 

of stage effect possessed by the late Mr. ought to have done his best as a 

Fiizball. As to the first-named, Dr. Doctor to keep his patient alive. How- 

Franz Hueffer has done himself an ever— beg pardon— Hxjeffer, Colomha 

injustice. In some instances he has beaten / will live oy the aid of Dr. Mackenzie. 

Poet Btjnn on his own liriftfl ; but, on the Colomha not be relegated to the fmMKKHKSgSt 

other hand, he has still much to learn from B^fal Co-lumber room of forgotten music. 

the works of E. Fitzball. Who killed Colomha f L said Franz Colomba the Corsican Sister ; 

The “ accompanied ” speeches are a de- JK Hr Htjeffbr. And why did ^e diet* or, Eueffer’s Beckless 

oided improvement on the old Italian ^y» 88-78 Chilina Child.*' 

recitative and the English spoken dialogue, « This precious life fell a sacrifice 

Mgers bemg rwely good as elocutionists. \ f J* To her brother’s safety. We could not withhold her. 

When we saw Colomba, an apology had to i Until ribe was struck 

be m^e for Mr. Pope, who, mthough | IM || j By a bullet, and lifeless sank on my shoulder.” 

''iWWi Bravo, Poet rnnanmil And how did ete die F Thus- 
and played the part of Count de Nevere in “ Colomba, I die contented. My task is done ! ” 

proved himself to be W fm —Like Tom Moore’s Peri— “ Joy I joy ! my task is done I 

^ ame pantomimist, accurately conveying M JW « -ar ^ at. • j a. 

Dr. Htjeffer’s meaning to Ms oompamons . ^ father is revenged, my brother free. 

on the Stage and to a sympathetic audi- When you are happy, remember me ! ” 

ence, by the simplest but most expressive Count de No-I-Nevers- There ’s a reminificence of Btinm about this couplet in the “ remem- 

gesiures. We nMsea his valnable assist- did-you-evera ? her me” which we regret, as suggesting a comparison prejudicial to 

5^^ m concerted pieow, hut we fancy we the fame of the Author of Colomha. 

oia not lose very much by not hearing him say, for instance, We quit the book with regret. There are so many Huefferian 

“ While I attend to the affairs of State which we ;diould so muohl.like to draw pubfio attention. 

And vainly try vith diplomatic affability “ “■ couplet 

n? ® ^ Stif '^8 that your ability “ Have I not watched, and wept, and waited by night and day 

Of public speech has left me to my fate, For the coming of thee who to me of all is the dearest ? ** 

by some grave Bubiect -r . . i-i 

Of pmlosophic import.** Isn?t “^e commg of thee” beautiful P Any ordinary bard would 

■Wbifth iiwflD cn/^Wv. 1 . o 11 - . . . have written “For your coming.” and made up his metre in some 

Savoy, by Mr ^rossmith: other commonplace manner. But not so otir Humorous Htjbffbi^ 

Mhg^ovJ^he becMl t? tell us m a now fiixewell. Dr. Hueffer I and “ if for Hueffer, fare thee 

wit& a shout of laughter and Success to CofomSa which we hear is to be done in Germany, 

wxxn a snous or laughter, and welcomed as real genume humour, where, no doubt, the libretto will be iutensely appreciated. 
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MORE REMARKABLE STATEMENTS. 

From Mr. Berty Phihber, of Somerset House, to his Official Superior. 


liocuBsed, but Dr. Qrimsha'W says it is not a question of hocussing 
but of hoaxing. I know you wnl believe me vy^ben I say that I feu 
in with a lot of Tenians in the railway-carriage, who cleared me out 
of all that money you so kindly gave me. Can I have some more, 


Sib, — ^My absence from work for five and a half days may, I fear, dear Papa and Mamma ? I t.liinV it is dreadful that boys cannot go 
have appeared to you somewhat irregular, but I feel sure that when in carriages without being blown up. I have not been blown up, 
I explain the fearful, and indeed appalling, events through which I except by Dr. Q-rimshaw ; but I am sure I should have been, as well 
have passed, you will ascribe my non-at- as being robbed and half murdered, and I know that “No. 1 ” was 
1 . tendance to its right cause. 1 have been there, because the man looked ywsi like him! I will not trouble 

/ — i the YiaHmoi Dynamite Conspirators! Like you, dear Mamma and Papa, by describing how I was attacked, but 
1,. m of the Telegraph Department, I should be glad of some more money, and the Fenians, I was for- 


sanes. with the tarts and things. May I have another ? your ever 

On Saturday afternoon last I was walking affectionate Bobby. 

down Piccadilly (on my way home to Brix- —■■■—■ ■ - ■■■ ' ' 

/ when I was accosted by a person who 

seemed to be quite a Gentleman. He asked FOB. JOE! 

me if 1 had recently heard any news from , .. • r. > 

my second cousin in Australia. This ap- {Nonsense Verses on some Nonsense m Prose,) 

^ Dukes, and Marqi^s, teiming ’em 

ooTMins at aU, aad^erefore none mAra- Mere inoreieat-'ffiimers. 

^ ^tralia, that I was mdueed to accompany the ats uriA — 

gentlemanly stranger into a rather low pubUc-h^ouse close to Smart fa^rs-were facte ?ound confirming ’em. 

Leicester Square. After treatmg me to one or two glasses of wine, oxuatu l b were ao u g 

which 1 am convinced were drugged, he expressed a desire to see Not toilers and spinners ! Come, J. C., 

the view from the top of tke house. He therefore led me up several A Lord has no call to be lazy, 

flights of stairs, then up a ladder, and into a dark garret, where 1 Although Pussy Granville 

was immediately gagged, rendered insensible with a chloroformed Mayn’t toil at the anvil, 

handkerchief and several terrible blows on the head, and heavily His labours are many and mazy, 

manacled and strapped to the floor. In this Mtuation I was left for ^ .. inorement ” taken 

; and I oan assnre you that I felt the position perks. Trade might waken 

On ^ eye^g of WedMs^y my inhnn^. captors re^ed. I ffiid h^’^oiby S)oaf d.- 

Msnred tiiem that you would he gettog omte impaiaent at my pro- ^ j ^ ^ ^ 

longed absence. They merely laughed, but allowed me to sit up a uw ms u 

little. Theu placing several dynamite bombs to my head, they To rashly and blindly abuse, Joe, 

ordered me, on pain of instant death, to reveal the whereabouts of the Is fooHshuess. Men win and lose, J oe, 

sentries, the thickness of the walls, the locality where the cash-box was By toil not their own, 

kept, and other details relative to Somerset House. I threw them off And by spinning unknown 

the scent as much as possible, and I invented a secret passage leading To the hands that own Acres—or Screws, Joe. 

nnda the Emba^ent to -WMtminsto, which I f^oy they intend y consider poKtical lilies 

J!!;) t J W To cumber the earth, and your will is 

^ most remark^ly faces, half grem and ^ crange in hne 1 ^ ^ ^ j j 

The miscreants then bandaged my eyes, knocked me on the head, t-_ 

^ must have t^en.me to an ^enable oontoion down to The ears of E^cafakk 

because, curiously enough, I found myself lymg just outside the w ^ uu. □ 

Aquarium there, in the gutter, on Thursday night, with no money at You Radicals often are crude, Joe, 

aU in my pocket. My medical adviser says there can be no donbt at Too boyishly cocky and rude, Joe, 

all that 1 have been in some unusual situation, and advises me not to The “ root of the matter ” 

return to dnty for a few days longer. Is yours, but pert chatter 

From Mr. Augustus Flighty to Miss Jones, London. “ screwed, ” Joe. 

My owisr Amanda,— Can you ever forgive me ? You will, I know, Even ^^ade bas ite cankers— so terx^g ’em— 

my love, when you kear my romantic tale. It must, indeed, have I^^to othOTfo^s blossoms sljr worming em, 

been an unexpected surprise to you to arrive at the church-door on -rr t ^ 

our wedding day, and for me not to appear after all I I hope your You h^e heard of such things, . , , 

dear father nas not been put to much expense about the wedding Though not oh I of course not Birmingham I 

bre^ast.^ Tell him that the tradesman can send the bill in to me, Take more “ liberal ” views, Joe, and wider. 

if^ythinkitworatheinSrhilotodoso. The rSfe of a cccky derider 

The cause of my absence, my love, was, I need hardly say, simply -jg much mfra dig. 

an overpowering necessity. Nothing else could have kept me from mukets^^^ rig 

^e Hymeneal Alter. Shortly after that conversation with your jg ^ spinner— and so is a Spider? 

father, jnst before our marriage day, m which he told me that an 

unfortunate speculation of his on the Stock Exchange would prevent ^ 

his settliiig anything whatever upon you, I was returning home, 

buried in ^easing dreams of our future bliss, when no fewer tibn Mr. Jay Gould, the Mammoth Millionaire, with his hundreds of 
fifteen determined-looking Fenians rushed upon me, each brandish- thousands of Goulden sovereigns, oan throw away a couple of thou- 
ing five-hundredweight of nilxo-glycerme in his right hand. A sand a month^ says the Spectators and be all the richer for it. Poor 
terrific explosion at once occurred, which actually b&to me into the man I We wish we were somewhere near when the money is flying 
middle of next week, this, of course, rendering it impossible for me about. Yet when he goes yachting round the world, this man made 
to he present at the nuptial ceremony. of money will often find himself in some Straits. 

You will doubtless notice, my love, that I date this letter from 

New York. Howl came here I really have no reooUeotion what- 


iolLy hamper you gave me 
have another ? Your ever 
Bobby. 


FOR JOE 1 

{Nonsense Verses on some Nonsense in Prose,) 

The Junior Member for Birmingham 
Flouts Earls, Dukes, and Marquises, terming ’em 
Mere increment- winners, 

Not toilers and spinners, — 

Smart facers — ^were facte found confirmiug ’em. 

Not toilers and spinners ! Come, J. C., 

A Lord has no call to be lazy. 

Although Pussy Geanvilie 
Mayn’t toil at the anvil, 

His labours are many and mazy. 

Were all “unearned inorement” taken 
From Trade’s little perks. Trade might waken 
To find that her hoard 
Had half gone by the board,— 

Nay, even your own might be shaken. 

To rashly and blindly abuse, Joe, 

Is fooRshuess. ^ Men win and lose, Joe, 

By toil not their own, 

And by spinning unknown 
To the hands that own Acres— or Screws, Joe. 

You consider poKtical liKes 
To cumber the earth, and your will is 
To put in the sickle I 
That ’s trash, Joe, to tickle 
The ears of crude Radical siUies. 

You Radicals often are crude, Joe, 

Too boyishly cocky and rude, Joe, 

The “ root of the matter ” 

Is yours, but pert chatter 
Suggests that the judgment is “ screwed,” Joe. 

Even Trade has ite cankers— so terming ’em— 
Into other folks’ blossoms sly worming ’em, 

Ite “ corners ” and “ rings.” 

You have heard of such things. 

Though not— oh I of course not— in Birmingham I 

Take more “ Kberal ” views, Joe, and wider. 

The role of a cocky derider 
Is much infra dig. 

He who markets will rig 
Is a spinner— and so is a Spider! 


New York. 


really have no_ reooUeption what- 


^er, but I attribute it solely to the nitrp-i^lyomine, which is some- Farmers who have anticipated making a good thing out of their 
tunes very peculM m its operation, and TshaK, of course, reten jam^s, wiR now advertise to exchange them for sheep. The adver- 
08 soon as possible. However, as the Fem^s tookmy purse, I am tisement wfll be headed, “New Lambs for Old Ones.” Vivat 
quite destitute, and should therefore be glad if your dear father ji^gina ! 

would send me dB50 at once. Yours, with unalterable affection, ^ ' ■ ■ 

though in a rather shattered condition, Atoustus. „ • - « i i 

Me. Bradlatoh has been successful in keeping himself put of 
From Master Bobby Barker, at Dr. Ghrimshaw^s Academy, to his prison ; but hasn’t he somehow managed to put his Foote in it r 

Barents. - 

DearPapaandMamwa,— On my way back to school yesterday, I _ , ^ ^ 

met with a terrible adventure, which Dr. Grimshaw is crudL enough The Roll op the Ages.” — The Penny Roll at Railway 


Atoustus. 


From Master Bobby Barker, at Dr. Ghrimshaw^s Academy, to his prison; but hasn’t he 
Barents. 

Dear Papa and Mamma,— On my way back to school yesterday, I 
met with a terrible adventure, which Dr. Grimshaw is cruel enough “ The Roll op a 
to say is all a sham ! All the feUows here say I must have been Refreshment-Rooms. 
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ARCADES OMNES. 

“SIE GOBGIUS MIDAS IN THE CHAIR.” 

Toa&i Master, **Vb.ly silence, Gektleuen, 70e Sib Pomfey Bsbell 1” 

Sir Pompey Bedell. **SiB GoB9iXJS--ASJi--GsNTLSUEir ’* 

OrigsJyy {aside to Pcmsonby de Ttmphyns). ** Aheu, a yebt feopeb distinction ! 


SOME DAT. 

■Woodcock’s Tebsion ok ■Weiiino’s Song. 

Small Boy sings— 

I KNOW not what yon think of Me, 

I know not as onr glances meet, 

Whether yonrs gleam with mockery, 

Or with approval warm and sweet. 

It may not be till years have passed, 

Till this monstaohe is tonched with grey, 

The world’s a lottery, bnt at last, 

As statues we shall meet— some day ! 

Some day 1 shall meet yon. 

I don’t quite know when or how, 

Only this, I*m game to beat yon, 
Though onr leaders dont me now I 

1 know not what of them yon think. 

Of Saiisbubt hot and Stakkoed cold'; 

I.know not whether that ’s a wink 
Of sympathy with Woodcock bold. 

Bnt when we meet* some day, some day — 

As statues (I *11 have one, yon ’ll see) — 

I rather think the world will say 
That I ’ye the pull — ^’twixt yon and me. 

Some day 1 shall meet yon, 

I don’t quite know when or how, 

Only this, 1 ’m game to beat yon, 
Though your loUo wers flout me now ! 


NEW PICCADILLY WATERWORKS. 


On Eridaythe 27 th the new Galleries belonging to the Institute of 
Painters in Water Colours, will be opened by the Prince and Princess 
of Wales. The “ New Departures,” instituted by the Institute are 
flrst that the Exhibition is thrown open to all water-colour painters 
without exception ; and secondly, that a School is started where 
instruction in this particular branch of Art is given free. 

Anybody with a taste for water-colours, and having a s:^are half- 
hour may look in, en passant, and ask for instruction. It is not yet 
decided whether Drusbes and paints will be found for the beginner, 
or whether the applicant must come provided with his own materials. 
The supply of water wiU be unlimited, and for those who are only 
hrandy-and-water or wine-and-water colourists, there will be, we 
believe, an excellent buffet. 

The music on the openi^ night will consist of appropriate selec- 
tions from the works of Composers who have chosen such water- 
colour subjects as **Zurline,” “ TheNaiads,y “ The Watermiohes^^ 

** The Ancient Mariner,^^ and so forth. Pireworks being quite out 
of character, the Entertainment will conclude with a splendid display 
of Waterworks, the fountains of Trafalgar Square and the Crystid 
Palace having been kindly oflered for the occasion. Most of the 
Pictures are said to he gems of the very first water. Nous verrons, 
and in the meantime Mr, Bunch wishes every possible success to 
the Institute in its new home in Piccadilly. | 

Tee Banorofters, who have no sympathy with the Skye-Crofters, 
and when they strike “ strike ile,” ask, “ What can the public want 
with a Dramatio School of Art, as long as they have got their School 
at the KaymarketF” Cluite so; and even after Ineir School has 
been shutiw, we still don’t see, and never shall, the necessity for a 
School of Dramatio Art. A good all-round education as a basis, a 
talent for acting, perseverance, and, as Sam Qerridge says, strict 
I attention to business,” wilL turn a promising Amateur into a per- 
forming Professional. 

The Invincibles can quote Scripture to tbeir purpose. Their single 
i selectiou is ** Love the Brotherhood.” By this time the aflection 
must be a trifle impaired. 


Cebtain Liberals are already discussing tbe floral tribute wbidi 
shall adorn their buttonholes in honour of the G. 0. M., and as we 
have recently suggested “ Sweet William,” which was not jumped 
at, we wiU now give another, which will recall the features and the 
charaoteiisticB of the Great Premier— and everyone will acknowledge 
its appositeness when we name ” The Collar-flower,” or as it may be 
called, the Shirt-Collar-flower. 
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AT BOW STREET. 

[Among the Dyricmitists, Ajoril 

I PAID the Cabman his exact fare, and he drove ofE g[uite cheer- 
fnllv, I knew that for once I had had the best of him, that the 
locality and the local colouring,— chiefly bine, with silver buttons 
and stripes,— would be too much for him, 
for it was Bow Street, and he had de- 
posited me at the Police-Court door, 
\nthin view of the Police, within imme- 
diate hearing of a Magisixate. On such 
an occasion I boldly paid that Cabman his 
exact fare, with such a sense of confidence 
as I have never previously experienced. 
^ feeling was to be of brief dura- 

1 tion. Once within the precincts of the 

Court, thoujg^h armed with a card to the 
Chief Magistrate, 1 became suspicious 
of everybody, but, strange to say, chiefly of myself. I presented my 
card to the Policeman at the door. Only one Policeman visible, 
and yet there was a crowd of ragamufdns outside, and the Dpia- 
mitists were within I 1 knew that extra precautions had been ts^en, 
yet every moment 1 expected to hear an explosion. The Constable 
did not eye me suspiciously, he did not ask me my name, age, 
station, when last vaccinated, why I wanted to come in on that par- 
ticular day, and so forth, but merely let me pass in, and told me to 
go to the third room on the left. Just as if this were an ordinary 
day, and as if no extra-ordinary scrutiny was requisite ! 

Then it occurred to me that everyone about, whether bustling or 
apparently doing nothing in a listless way, in the passages, was a 
detective in disguise. 1 began to suspect myself of ireason, of com- 
pUeity in something or other, I didn’t know what ; I felt a dread 
of myself, and somehow began to keep an eye on myself, and watch 
my own movements closely. If anyone in plain clothes had suddenly 
walked up and arrested me, 1 should not have been in the least 
astonifihed, but should have said, Certainly— I don’t know what 
it’s about— but probably you’re right— I admit I oughtn’t to be 
here— I acknowledge I have no busmess h^e, I dare say 1 am in 
disguise— take me away, search me”— and if they had found nijaco- 
glycerine, done up as piUs, in one pocket, and a revolver disguised 
as an anti-stylograph pen in anotiier, 1 simply should not have 
been surprised. In su& a place, it is exactly what 1 should have 
expected. Outside, I should have protested ; inside, it w;as quite a 
dinerent matter. The atmosphere of the place did it ; it was my 
first visit to the chief Police-Court. I was in a sort of dream, ^d 
seemed to be Criminal, Magistrate, Counsel for Prosecution, Solicitor 
for the Defence, and Prisoner at the Bar (guilty, of course) all in 
one. If I had been left long alone in that passage, I should have 
given myself up in sheer despair, and requested wybody to make 
some sort of charge against me and have done with it. 

STervoufiiy I entered room Number Three, which at once suggested 
to me that I was only separated by a couple of walls from “ Number 
One.” Here I had expected to see the Q-aoler of the Jack Sheppard 
eraj illustrated by Geoege Ceuizshank, with jangling keys at his 
waist (for 1 had got the scene mixed up with Newgate of the past), 
and several beetle-browed, lynx-eyed Inspectors in full uniform, 
armed, standing with folded arms, watching every'new-comer. 

To my intense surprise, there was no one there except a small boy 
—a very small boy in knickerbockers— who was apparently doing 
sums on a slate. Was this a Detective’s boy in disguise ? Was he 
a young Detective in training ? Was he put there to engage the 
unwary in conversation, and then run out suddenly and denounce 
him ? I viewed him with distrust. If he had looked up from his 
employment, or amusementj I was prepared to have given him a civil 
nod by way of salutation, in a mean spirit (I admit it) of ourryuig 
favour with even the smallest represenlative of the Executive. But, 
Hke the “ Good St. Anthony ” m the old song, he “ never took his 
eyes ofl the old black book,”— I mean, in this instance, the slate. 

Keeping my glance fixed sideways on the boy, I sat down and 
began my game, too, of pretending to be interested in the adver- 
tisement sheet of the Daily Telegraphy which was lying on the table. 
I had scarcely settled myself into the assumption of an easy attitude 


whom the card really belonged. (I shouldn’t have been in the least 
angry, indeed I should have taken it as quite a matter of course, had 
he nanded the card back, shaken his head knowingly, and observed, 
“It won’t do— this has been tried on before here, you know— you 
ain’t the person you represent yourself to be ’’—and I should have 
acquiesced, bowed politely, and ’gone away, only to wake up when 
once more in the open air, and alive to the fact of my own 
identity)— and then remarkiag that the case would not begin for 
another quaiter-of-an-hour or so, he retired with my card, returning 


m a few nunutes to inform me that he would show me into a seat 
as soon as I liked to go in. In the.meantime the calculating boy had 
disappeared — a mysterious bell had sounded somewhere, and ike 
boy nad vanished. 

As I went down the passage I caught a glimpse of him laughing 
and talking to a black-bearded Inspector, with an intelligence and a 
free-and-easy manner far in advance of his years. I have no shadow 
of doubt about it,— that boy is the future English Legocu, and he is 
here in training for the Detective Department. If I had been taken 
up and charged there on any count, no matter what, the evidence of 
that boy, I am convinced, would have been damning. 

I was, as the papers say, “ accommodated wi& a seat on the 
Bench.” I was painfuUy wide awake to every thing that went on, 
but for all that I was in a dream. I seemed to recognise all the 
prisoners : I seemed to be familiar with every face in Court, no 
matter where he 'was, or who he might be, or what he vras there for. 

People annoyed me by sneezing and coughing at the most interest- 
ing moments. A Police Court should be the quietest place possible, 
so that the attention of all may not be distracted by any “ irrele- 
vant issues.” But to begin vrith, there are as many doors in the 
Bow Street Court as there are in a bustling scene in a Criterion 
Earce, where everybody hides all at once^ and each person comes out 
at the vnrong moment. ALL the doors bemg perpetually opened and 
shut— until even the patient Sir Jaaces Inghaai could stand it no 
longer, and had, at all events, one of them locked,— constituted of 
themselves so many irrelevant and distracting issnes. Then the 
whispering I Heavens ! it seemed as if everyone had come in here 
for the express purpose of whispering to everybo^ else,— not neces- 
sarily about the case, but about anything. The sneezing, too, 
was most distressing, causing the TJsher to rise up, and call out 
“ Silence I ” in his loudest voice, while looking daggers in the 
direction of the sneezes, which seemed to come from somebody 
in the crowd near the door in the furthest comer. The sneezer 
—a most irritating person, who broke ont spasmodically at quite 
irregular intervals— remained invisible; and, in spite of the pre- 
sence in Conit of a select body of Detectives, the sneezer remained 
undetected. The only man in the Court who had reduced 
sneezing, oonghing, and the use of the pocket-handkerchief to a 
perfect art was the IJsher, who, when afflicted in this manner, 
suddenly disa]ppeared below the edge of his box, buried his face in 
Ms handkerchief, as if overcome by a burst of irrepressible emotion, 
and, so, to speak, kept Ms spasm to himself ■without annoying any- 
one^ recovering so quickly as to be up again "with the rapidity of a 
spring-toy figure, fresh as ever, a trifle red in the face, perhaps, 
after the struggle, hut ready to attend to the CMef Clerk, and to 
shout “ Silence ! ” once more to the invisible sneezer, to whom he had 
just been setting so excellent an example. 

Of the Prelinunaxy Examination itself, of the links in the chain of 
evidence slowly and surely forged by Mr. Poland in his cool, unim- 
passioned manner, of Sir Jaaces Ingham:, ready to listen to and to 
answer conrteonsiy and wisely any objection, of the marvellous pre- 
cision of the Clerk of the Court in taking down, and, more wondeiM 
still, subsequently deoMhering his own handwriting -when reading 
over the evidence to a Witness, of the fainting of the Witness, of the 
demeanour of the Prisoners,, of the faces of the Prisoners themselves 
individually, of their Counsel, of all this I can only say that it was 
a very vivid night-mareish dream f rom^which I awoke once, partially, 
for luncheon, and to which I went back immediately afterwards, and 
took up the dream where it had left offl. , , 

When it was all over for the day, and I vms quite awake agam, it 
was virith the greatest difficulty that 1 could tear myself away from 
Bow Street. I tried to shake it off— I went for a walk — ^but, as in 
Shelley’s poem, there seemed to be “ a spmt in my feet,” which 
insisted on taMng me back again— no matter in what direction I bad 
started, or how far I had got on the road away from the place — ^to 
Bow Street. 

I walked about with assumed boldness, with a sort of vague feel- 
ing that I was either a Criminal escaping from justice or a Detective 
in disgnise. On the whole I tbjnk the latter sensation medominated. 
In everyone I met I fancied I recognised either a Prisoner or a 
Policeman. The lineaments of three of the Prisoners I couldn’t get 
out of my head. They seemed to be photographed on my eyes, and 
were perpetually miyiTig themselves up vrith the features of friends 
and acquaintances. "VVlierever I went I vraa a haunted man, and 
saw Prisoners everywhere. They seemed to have got into the Club ; 
they lurked about the street ; I came upon them unexpectedly round 
comers. The Police appeared to regwd me alily, as much as to 
say, “All right, I know him: he’s just come from Bow Street. 
P^ friend, and all’s well.” , « . , 

Witii the hurry of dressing for dinner, and after the first glass 
of Champagne— the dream had gone. But I can recall it all, — and 
shan’t in. a hurry forget my first Dynamite Day at Bow Street Police 
Court. 


Tee Original Cab Eadius.— A Spoke of Phcebns’s Chariot-wheel. 
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THE EISHERIES | 

exhibition. 

1. POETEAIT of “the 
Oentlemaii who came here 
last Tuesday week and 
caught foTir dozen.” ^ 

2. Auto^aph of a civil 

Thames hdierman* I 

3. Eauoy model of “the! 
biggest fish I got hold of 
all the day, and played for 
two hours, and then the 
line broke.” 

4* Sketch of a truthful 
Irish keeper. 

5. Case of fiies con- 
structed by an Amateur— 
the Bedlam, the Colney 
Hatch, the Earlswood, and 
the Broadmoor. ^ All war- 
ranted not to kill in any 
water whatsoever. 

6. Bust of a watering- 
place boatman who once 
informed a visitor that the 
weather was not perfectly 
suitable for fishing. 

7. Biography of a punts- 
man who refused beer and 
tobacco. 


Declaration and 
’Davy. 

A TRUE man, of exactness 
fond. 

As good his word as is his 
bond. 

The afiSrmation of a knave, 
it 

Is also worth his afi^davit. 

He on his conscience tha^ 
an oath 

Affirms to be no obliga- 
tion, 

Should we, my Luds, be 
nowise loth 

To trust that fellow’s 
afihmation P 


Triplex.— A Three- 
penny Bit. 



SIR WATKIN WILLIAMS-WTNN, 

“ The Peinob jn Walbs,” 

I am monarch of all I survey, 

My right there is none to dispute.” 


PRIMROSE DAY. 

(.April 19, 1883.) 

A YELLOW Primrose outhe 
river brim 

Touched not the heart of 
stolid Peter Bell. 

A river of Primroses in 
full swell 

Through London’s streets, 
perchance, had moved 
e’en him. 

And, be it party heat or 
modish whim, 

Or honest homage to the 
great departed, 

That moves the most, 
some few, frank, 
simple-hearted, 

Gazing npon the dainty, 
delicate, dim 
Pale gold of the Earl’s 
blossom, put away 
Question of policy, me- 
mory of fray. 

Cynics or rivals may re- 
buke ; ’tia sweeter 

To greet the flower not in 
the spirit of Peter. 


‘ ‘ Spring’ s Delights.” 

A Person named SPRiEra 
publicly avows his opinion 
that the Embankment 
Blowholes 'are things of 
beauty! Enviable Spbino ! 
His eesthetio susceptibility 
must be of the subtLest 
sort, and his life in London 
one long rapture. But 
SPRiNa’s delight will 
hardly banish the Winter 
of the public discontent. 
Though, by the way, if 
anyone can reconcile the 
public to them, it is Mr. 
SxAAT Forbes, who has 
already styled them the 
“ JEsthetio Blowholes,” 
and has shown himself not 
averse to ventilating the 
subject. Will this oannie 
conciliator teach ns in time 
“ to learn to love ’em f ” 


WANTED A TEST ACT? 

Comi^unieaiion front Our Own School hdyj) 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

I BCAVE read a letter from a Dr. Dudgeon, advising people ; 
to taste— (oh I what a lark 1)— Nitro-Glycerine. He callB this 

testing ” for it. But here ’s a cutting from his letter : — 

** If ve put ou our tongue not more than one-tenth of a drop, we ohserre, 
after one minute, more or lees throbbing in the head, especially the temples, 
aggravated to pain on shaking the head, a feeling of constriction in the neck, 
u though a hand were tied tightly round it, and a quickened action of the 
heart, the pulse rising to 100 and even 120 per minute.” 

You see^ this is evidently meant for a hit of fun, but not much 
comes of it, does it ? Pulse at 120, with, a band round your neck ? 
V^y, a tablespoonful of common Cayenne pepper put in the soup at 
a dinner-party, will do as much as that for a dozen people. You 
^ R. But as to having a game with Nitro-Glycerine, I ’ve been 
thinki^ out a dodge or two after reading the papers. Look here, 
now: lYyou want some real good “ tests,” and no misl^e, here you 
are. Here ’s three to start with : — 

1. Make a quart of the regulaj stuff, from a 'good receipt, theu 
TiSS*’ long enough, ^ve theh^y a tea-spoonful. 

1* tofst time he falls down he blows up — ^then it’s all right. 

. 2. ^Take a tumbler fi^ and do it up with foRer’s earth and blaok- 
mgtulyou ve made a bit of dynamite of it. Now look out for a house 
in a fashionable sq^uare (an tmcle’s does best) having in coals. Then 
pitch your lump into a sack and watch. If in 'about five minutes 


the pavement is shot dean into the drawing-room windows and the 
roof comes oiffi— then yon know it’s all right. 

3. Take all you’ve got left of the stuff loose in a carpet hag, and 
get into an omnibus \meTe the road is in had condition. Bet all the 
people they ’ll get out unthout paying their fares. Now wait for a 
jerk— and they ’ll do it. If there is nothing left of the omnibus but 
you and the conductor’s badge— well, then, yon know it/s all right. 

I could give you some more, Mr. Punchy hut I dare say this will 
do for you to start with. Suppose you just try them. Anyhow, 
there’s more fun to he got out of them than out of that stale old 
plant of taking your breath away. No, Dr. Dudgeon may think it 
prime, but I can tell him it isn’t a paten on the oondusive settlers 
of yours scientiflcally, Tohht. 


’Ware Heroes I 

Oh ! no, we never pension them. 

Our warriors and our tars; 

Our game’s to use and then contemn 
The men who fight our wars. 

Oh, would-he heroes pause on 
Your careers, the times are shabby '; 
You ’R be jawed against by Lawson, 
And he joked against by Labby I 


The Official chiefly affected by Her Majesty’s eo: 
eating lamb this season, is, of course, the Master of 


command as to no' 
of the Mint. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

HZZBACTBD FROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Housb of Commons^ Mondat/i J-pril 16, MidniM.-^* 
still here, tkougli it *s time he was home in bed. In high spirits, 
too, at progress of bnsiness. Criminal Code Bill referred to Grand 
Committee Patents Bill read a Second lime, and mR be referred 
to Grand Committee before Speaxeb leaves the Chair. 

** E pur ft muove. Toby,” he said, playfully pulling my ear. 

** Yes, my gay old Galileo (if yon will allow me to call you so), 
it does. But at pretty cost to ns. I have been on Grand Com- 


sanoer of Tnilh, then into House to be at prayers, and secure seat. 
Since then helped to pass two big BiUs. Now it ’s midnight, and 


tion to House of Commons. Will get Inspectors appointed, as in 
other factories, and have work put on_ proper footing. It’s all 
very w el l to go on at tTiig rate lor a bit. But look at cost. You 
lose some of your best men. Bobby Spencer already laid up, with 
merely hearing how hard Cavbitdish Bentincs: works. Constitu- 
tion, it is true, a little weakened by intense^ mental strain in 
connection with visit to Ireland. But others will, go, and average 
of bye-Eleotions be guadrupled.” 

** Nonsense, Toby, nonsense.' You young do^s are a degenerate 
race. I worked fourteen hours a day for fifty years, and look 
at me I 

Hadn’t prolonged opportunity. OS like an antelope down the 
Corridor, in behind the Speaker’s Chair, and so back to his seat. 
Terribly afraid he ’d lost somethin g during brief absence. Wonder- 
ful Old Man ! But he ’s kiUing us all the same. i 

Business (ione.— Criminal Code [Bill referred to Grand Com- 
mittee. Patents Bill read a Second Time, wd sent on to Grand 
Committee. Grand Committees working capitally. 

Wednesday^ 2 .A.jf.— P ell just brought Lord HsimY Lennox up 
on charge of voting in wrong Lobby. Noble Lord blushes and 
simpers, as if he were being led to the altar. 

“ How ’s this, young man ? ” says Speazbe, sternly. 

“ Please, Sir,” simpered Lord Henry, “ I fril asleep, and didn’t 
hear you put the auestion. Wynn told me to be sure to he doTO 
and vote. Saw a lot of Members going into Lobby. Went with 
them. Horrified to find myself in such company. Tried to get out. 
Doors looked, so had to go and .vote against Pell’s Motion. But 
didn’t do it on purpose.” ^ ^ ^ . . 

Evidently mistake, so let Lord Henry off. Don’t wonder he 
fell asleep. Wonder is that anybody’s awake, though just before 
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Division had a good rousing shout at M'Kbiswa.. “ 

sure he ’d make a good Chanoellor of the Exohe 9 .uer, been popping up 
since ten o’clock W night, when he came in from 
Front Bench men had then taken up chance 

for men below the Gan^ay. But the blood of the M Kenua. s up, 
as anyone might see by looking at Sir Joseph s face. j j* « 

“ Go on ! go on I ” he murmured, when, rismg for the third time, 
the Spbakbe gave the preference to Mr. Goschbh; you may 
delay me, but you Kenna stop me.” . , , . 

So, when Gladstone sat down a little before two o olo^ this 
morning. Sir Jos rose once more. So did cries pom the House. 
Such howling, roaring, and hooting not been heard for many days. 
Q,uite ref reshing and inspiriting after level flow of night s debate. 

It was then Lord HsiratT LEirarox was distnrbed m his sleep. 
Dreaming he was at last First Lord of the Admiralty m ^ong 
Conservative Government, and thought ^this was shout of the Dock- 
yard men, whose wages he had been reducing. . , 

“Must do it!” Lord Hbhet murmurs, “Must do it I Awfully 
fine fellows Conservative working-men, and that sort of thing. But 
Radicals looking closer than ever after demnition coppers. Must 
save them I ” And Lord Henet, turning over, went to sleep agam. 

Sir Joseph continued his speech for ten mmutes. Deeply in- 
teresting. Full of facts, crampa.ed^with figures, pdluoid lu style, 
convincing in argument, charming in eloquence ; only not a single 
syllable audible above the uproar. Sir Joseph’s peroration delivered 
with fine effect, he sat down. House cleared for a Division, and 
Lord HEEuaT Lenhox rubbing his eyes, and pleased with hazy recol- 
lection of having “been firm with the Dockyard men,” went out to 
vote against his own party. _ , ^ 

Business done * — ^Mr. Pell’s Resolution in favour of Immediate 
Settlement of Local Taxation Glnestion defeated by 229 Liberals and 
Lord Hbnbt LEirisrox, 216 voting for Motion. 

Wednesday Afternoon* — Business of this House^ not weU regu- 
lated. After recent prolonged sittings, with the Division on Local 
Taxation taken at two o’clock this morning, the conflict ■mth Irish 
Obstruction, and Afirmation Bill coming on, it is cruel to impose on 
what should be the peace of Wednesday afternoon the breathless 
excitement of debate on Scotch Parochial Boards. Even the hardened 
constitution of Joseph Gillis could not stand it. At four o’clock 
tried to Count Out House, and nearly did it. 

“ Why did yon interfere, Mr. Biogab ? ” the Lord Advocate asked, 
with blandest manner. “ Doesn’ t the Bill meet your views ? ” 

“ I don’t know what ’s in the BiU,” Joseph answered with his fine 
simplicity. “ Bat if there ’s one thing I hate more than an English- 
man,^ it ’s a Scotchman ; and when I found you enjoying yourselves, 
making speeches as long and as dry as b^ a mile of oatcake, I 
thought I ’d stop yon. That 's all.” 

Am afraid Joseph’s naturally genial temper has been soured of 
late. 

Ltok Platfaib hovering round the debate as became Scotch 
Member, but took no part in it. 

“I like something that leads to samples, Toby,” he said, “or 
lends itself to diagrams on a black board. Then I ’m your man. But 
you can’t produce a portion of a Parochial Board in a pot like 
Oleomargarine, nor dissect a Poor Law pauper as if he were a rabbit. 
So I left it to them.” 

Platfaie teUs me that now he ’s H.C.B. he ’s more than ever glad 
to be out of the Chair of Committees. “ Those Irish Members,’’ he 
says, “ would of course have called me ‘ Sir Loyk,’ and from that 
to * SlKLOiH ’ is a very short stejp.” 

Business done* — ^Two hundred and ten Gentlemen voted on Scotch 
Parochial Boards Bill. Estimated that the odd ten (average of 
attendance during afternoon) know what it was about. Everybody, 
including the Division-bell, brought to ultimate state of exhaustion 
by five hours’ Scotch sneeohes. Bell, when called upon to announce 
Division, feebly tinkled out a single call, instead of four as usual, 
Speaker led into open air ; Sir Erskihe May leaning feebly on 
shoulder of Mr. Melhah, got as far as corridor, and there fairly 
broke down. Scotch Members quite cheery. 

“A braw afternoon,” says Mr. Ramsay. “Pity they oouldna’ 
suspend Standin’ Orders, an’ let ’s mak’ a nioht c’t I ” 

Thursday to-night whether Onr Only (^neral 

andOnr Single Admiral shall be made hereditary. Mr. Labouchere 
puts the case with great clearness. Lord Alcbster, he says, has, let 
us adioit it, deserved well of his country. Make mTn a Peer, « nd 
give him a pension. But, whatever may be the merits of the father, I 
the son certainly has not done anything. Then why give him a 
pension? That is the point. But House having eight hours to talk 
in, wandered over many subjects, iatiading Sir Frederick Roberts 
and Battle of Trafalgar. 

Late at night, ^rd Eustace Cecil presented himself, and, holding 
to box with his elbows, delivered a speech. Profoundest distress 
of yble I^rd lest he should say anything to hurt anybody’s feeliigs. 
Wlmt he did say was, that Gladstone had behaved meanly to Sir 
F. Roberts. That, g^tefnl to Wolseley and Seymour for having 


saved his policy in Egypt, had overpaid them at the expense of 
country. Didn’t say this out in so many words, but, with hints, 
innuendoes, and statements of what he ’d heard or what other people 
believed, managed to make it clear. 

“Did you ever,” said Lyon Playfair to Mr. Forster, “make 
vinegar out of the plant ? ” 

“ So I ” growled the Right Hon. Gentleman, who was just going 
to sleep. 

“ Most interesting,” the Professor airily proceeded. “ Must show 
you some day. You put plant in jar, pour water over it, seal it up, 
and there you are. Excellent vinegar. If you take the same plmit 
afterwards, do it over again, you get some acidulated wash. Cecil 
reminds me of this experiment. The style of his brother, the 
Marquis, is the real vinegar, and his resembles it just as second 
brewing from plant resembles original liquor. Must get you a plant 
and illustrate my meaning. Sorry haven’t one in my pocket at the 
moment.” 

Business c?o»a.— Passed Second Reading of Pension Bills, 

Friday Night*— In House of Lords, Lord Carnarvon asks can 
Colonial Secretary tell anything^about annexation of New Guinea by 
Queensland ? Certainly, Lord Derby would tell everything. Quite 
interesting narrative, conveying vivid picture of Queensland pas- 
sionately pleading for acquisition, and Lord D erby coldly pointing 
out absolute inability oi forming opinion till he had received 
despatches. 

“ Haven’t formed an’^opinion now, one way or other,” he says, and 
House thoroughly believes him. What a mind it is ! 

Business done . — Congregation iu other House, after listening to 
Btansfeld’s sermon, declare against 0. D. Acts by 182 against 110. 



United Seryice. 


A FOOTMAN'S GRIEVANCE. 

The Times of Wensday contained a appeal from a West End 
Footman wMch I thinks is one of the most affecting things as ever 
I read. It seems scarcely possabel but it no dont is the fact, that 
Gentlemen as fills the werry highest posi- 
tions in West End Families as Footmen, 
and even Butlers, has to go with their 
employers to dinners to wait at Table 
' witiiout no perquisets, just to save the 
shabby hosts and hostesses the werry 
trifling expense of perfeshnal waiters. 

As he so patheteroaUy says, after being 
confined in-doors so many hours a-doiag 
of uothluk, he natrally wants a little 
fresh air and a little reckreation, insted 
of which he acahaUy has to wait at table 
peraps for ours ! Poor Feller ! better be 
a mere Ewer of wood like pore Mr. Glad- 
STUN or a drawer of water like Mr. 
Hookey, R. A. And how unjust to me 
and my perf eshun ! Why should Nobble- 
men and Nobblewomen take the bred 
out of our mouths by making nnfaxe use 
of their own gentlemen? Many and 
many a time have I ofishyated at sweE dinners at the West End. 
They all nose where to send to when they wants anythink A wun or 
Fust Class, whether for a dinner or for a Waiter, and that *s in the 

]^y engagements at the West End has fallen off very much of late, 
which I naterally set down to poverty, little thinking it was meer 
meanness, however, as the pore Footman werry wisely says, now as 
the Times— oi which he pollytiokelly says he is a grate admirer— has 
bin kind ennff to put ms letter in, his shabby employers will be 
shamed out of their meanness. The one thing in which he makes 
a fearful mistake is iu speaking of the duties of a Waiter as most 
unplessant and even mean. How so highly respectable a memb^ of 
one highly honnorable perf esbun can oondesend to speak so^ disre- 
spectably of another equally honorable perfeshun, does estonish me, 
and I oEm only account for it by thinking that the reoeUeoshun of his 
own serious trubbles made him for ouoe somewhat unjust to those 
whose important duties he is so improperly called upon to f nllfiU. 

Robert. 

Free Trade for Farmers. 

“ Abe you considering any Measure for permitting the Agricul- 
turists of the United Ringdom to grow tobacco for sale?” No 
impertinent question this, which Lord John Manners the^her 
evening asked the Government. On every principle of Free Trade 
which the farmers suffer by, surely they ought to be free to grow 
whatever they profitably can. If it doesn’t pay them to grow wheat, 
they are in effect sine Cerere* Not being allowed the altemative of 
cultivating Nicotian crops, tiiey are also sifie Baccho* No wonder, 
then, that/r^e^ Agricultura* 


TO COBBEBFONBENTS. — no case can ContxibutioiLs, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be xetnmed, unless aceonoLpaniid 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 



Mat B, 1883,] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


205 


FEEFAEATIONS FOfi THE ACADEIETI BAHaiTET. 

Our Ovtm Merry^Gh^Routider^ who iitAermowed 


Sir Frederuk Leighton^ P,JR,A, Chez lui. Think 1 *ve got some the occasion. 


House, and iag[aire what names there are that look foreign on the 
Academy list, and ask on what kind of understanding Ihe Academy 
is with the Paris Salon. Shan’t speak for more than a quarter of an 
hour— less, prohahly— short and very sweet. Must practise smile for 


first-rate speeches for this occasion. Better than anythini 


to dressing^-room. 


Mr. It. B. Browning. They ’ve got me instead of Matthew AnwoLn 


Have been studying tne best models, — i mean my own s^^ecnes and ^^Jocosena^^ to the guests: good advertisement for self and book, 
those of other great orators^ of the past. I am sure H,R.H. the Shall touch, of course, on the sister Arts, Poetry and Painting, and 
Prince of Wales likes listening to a real fiow of eloquence. I know show how one inspired the 'other, and how Painting owes every- 
he does by his rapt attention, and the graceful bowing of the thhig to Poetry, — or, if that isn’t exaolly polite, I ’ll put it t’other 
head with which he greets my points, when His Rojral Highness’s way, and wait till we have a Poetry Dinner, with myself in the Chair 
eyes are slightly closed in deep thought, and the^ cigar is at his and the Painters as guests, to put the matter in its right and true 
lips. Regret much that several Kings, Foreign Princes, and Here- light before the world. Jbcoseria wants a little lift. Shall allude 
ditary Dukes wUl not be present, as I shall not have an opportunity gracefully to the President. Ahem I Think they ’U like my speech, 
of showing how perfectly 1 can master their styles and titles, and President mayn’t care about it (in spite of allusion)— rather too much 
give them several times over, without the slightest hesitation, or the in the same line. Knowing I ’m there, he ’ll probably quote some- 
very smallest mistake. It is quite a lesson to some of my Academi- thing from me. Excuse me leaving you, 1 must go and get inspired 
cians in foreign pronunciation. Should like to hear my dear old and shaved. Hairdresser’s waiting. 

Millais trying anything of the sort. I can’t help— you ’ll excuse Bord Mayor. Let me see— ah— yes— Discount — ^no— I mean Do- 
me, earo mio ^ — ^but I really cannot help smiling when I think of it. cant— no— discant or descant (teU BEaexee to look out word in 
1 shall speak for half-an-hour, or so, at a time, and though every Dictionary for me) on the Liberal Arts and the City. Must get a 
sentence wlLL have been well considered, yet moat of my hearers Latin quotation about Liberal Arts. City always Patron of Arts. 


A hientSt. 


point to Lord Mayor’s Show, the Coach, the costumes, &c., &c. 


H.R.S. the Prince of Wales [at Marlborough Mouse-just going only thing like Venice in England. Never perform out of London. 
out). Oh— tell Mr. Fjrancis Knollts to look up some of my other G-ot half my speech done. Forget if they always drink Lord Mayor’s 
speeches. Shape out something neat and complimentary in a gene- health, or not. Must go on asking the Artists to Mansion House, 
ral way. Shan’t speak for more than five minutes, to set the example Mr. Lecky. Shall giv e them something solid. People like listening 


of brevity. Drop a line to Sir Feedebicx, and say they can all talk to something solid. What will my name be proposed in connection 
I as much as they like— (though there ’s no necessity to teU ’em that !) with ? Literature ? Or wHL Baowraio answer for that ? Must get 
— ^when once ^e cigars have oommenoed. But we must come to up something — ^The Rise of Painting. 


cigars sharp after dinner. Time and Tobacco wait for no man. 


Mr. Huxley. Am getting up my speech. Idea that Painters were 


I see EniNBUsaH this morning out riding,— (why does he ride ? born, not made. Flattering, this. Shan’t include Poets. Don’t 
Sailors ought only to ride at anchor)— I’ll tell him not to make a know whether Tyndall won’t have to reply. If he does, will keep 
long speech about the Navy. By the way, I ’U take the opportunity this notion back for another time. Hope St. Geoege Mivaht will 
of mentioning the Royal College of Music, and Edinbuegh might be there. If he is, hope he won’t be asked to speak— after me. 
allude to it too. Just work it in quietly. Suppose Mr. Gboegb Sir John Lubbock, Yes. See my way. Artists, busy bees, Bank 
Geove will be there. He might respond to ** Music.” Now half-holiday. Can work ’em all in. Hope my turn won’t come too 
I ’m off. late. 

H.R.H. the Buke of Cambridge. Hum-^ha— confound it I Yes— Lord Chief Justice Coleridge. I shall have to reply for the Law. 
of course. Hang these painter fellows I — (Had to sit to that chap I wish the Last of the Barons were to be there. But, anyhow, he ’ll 
Holl for hours— got a^^Uy tired— but deuced clever fellow, and read the report of my speech in the Observer. Might bring in a few 
capital portrait : very like. Suppose I must say something about it. subtle allusions to the Belt case. Of course, the Last of the Barons 
Say how tired I was. Hate sitting : if I were a hen might like it. gave up all his chance of being asked to the Royal Academy Dinner 
Ha I ha !)— or hang their piotoes ! That ’s what they do, by the on that celebrated— too celebrated— occasion. I can let in a few 
way. Might bring that in, only they don’t relish a joke. Must quiet hints about Experts. Do it very nicely; of course, as I wouldn’t 
say something about the change of uniform, and the “ thin red hurt anybody’s feelings on any account. Might also comment upon 
line.” Dash it, that ’s a good idea— “ thin red line.” Must compli- the distinction between Free Thinking and Free Speaking, 
ment Sir Feederick as Colonel of Volunteers. Ought to bring in Lord Chancellor. In the absence of the Premibe, I can say a good 
joke about “ no man better able to draw a sword.” Anyhow, will deal, and mean very little. Speak about the Artistic Decorations of 
stick to “ thin red line ’’—sure to teU on such an occasion. the Upper House, of which the Peers are the ornaments. Will just 

H.R.H, Buke of Edinburgh. Let me see; I shall have to reply give a look round at the frescoes in the House of Lords; see how they 
for the Navy or Music, or the Navy and Music. Probably the Navy are getting on, and ask who did them. 

osiLy. {To Private Sewe^ryS make out the stefetios of Meiry-G-o-Eounder was unaUe to iaterview aay other 

past ten y^s, mth historwri referen^ to oei^ns ^nem egigy,jj[ties, as they were all hard at work oamposing their speeches 
notions of Engluh Naval History^ from the tame of Hetot the j oocaeion, and conld not be disturbed. He wishes to add that, 
Eiohih, and details of wr latert imnw^m^ts. Oh-^d Happy ^ ^ t^e distinguished persons named above. 

Thonght-w^wy southing about he is afraid that theywUl alter their subjeots, or the treatment oi 

just now, and that wiU do toTnnd np wi^ Shan t^eakfM more ^ the President’s list for a 

speech Trill be cut out in oons.egnence of this .anticipatory notice. 


Wire for Mr, Aethue Sullivan. 

[Tunes up. 


speech will be cut out in consequence ox tins anticipatory notice. 
Perhaps, too, at the last moment Mr. Gladstone's washerwoman may 
send home the collars extra-starched by mistake, and he ’ll be com- 


JZtghf Monourahk W.J^G^tone (flv^heard ly Our Merry- ^ of contreUmpa of this sort, onr 

Ch-Mcnmder). Please WasherwoiMn shan t want these Merry-Go-Ronnder says, it is no fault of his, and the PahUo mustn’t 

starched collars home for Saturday mght, as I ’m not going to the i Um 

Academy Banquet. Don’t fancy I come out as brilliantly as I ought * . - . 


to on these occasions. Haven’t got what Bbight calls the “ confec- 
tionery ” for this sort of after-dinner cake. Bbaconsfield enjoyed 
it ; don’t think I do. However, not got to bother mj head about 
it. So perhaps shall have a quiet evening at home with Heebeet 


Cheek and Colour. 

Qrumphy, No young Ladies now any longer blush. In my youQg 


(who can tell me all about the Dynamiters he saw at Bow Street), days they did. 

Mr. J. L. Toole (with a song about the Speaker’s Nose which I have Goodchild . ; Yes, but wasn’t that only because you used to say 
not yet heard), Mr. Pennington, who might recite— or— no, he things that made them ? 
might sing, and let J, L. T. recite— or— no — I HI sing and recite, Grumphy, Hmmnck I 

and they Aall listen. Foresee a pleasant evening. Grog. . „ — — I 

JSaW Yes— letmethink— 'whatdidlsaylastyear? Must „ ww rm a j-j. 

avoid that little anecdote about mysdf as a Painter and some eminent A Vaugbusting Voice. — ^Miss Kate Vaughan on Thursday aiter- 

hand reieoting the sketch. I made ’em laugh in a quiet sort of way, noon Benefit, May 3rd, is to essay the part of Amy Robsart. We 
and took the wind out of Lowell’s sails. I’ve got something neat, hope that she is not yet going to give up her poetry-ot-motion 
I think— something to do with the Foreign Pohcy of the Academy, line of Art ; otherwise, though by her Amy Robsart she may add 
and graceful allusion to Alma Tadeiia, and— let mesee— to Art in one direction, she, unfortxmately, robs Art of a burlesque 
kindly send round viith my compliments to Burlington Actress. 
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Wlieii one’s nights are some spent at the Opera, and 
lounging, and supping, and dances, 

Vnlring love at Botanioal night or watching young 
lovers’ romances. 

When on Saturdays Hurhngham’s crowded, and Sun- 
days are piously spent , . . , 

Up the River at Richmond or Tag&’s, or lying m ham- 
mock or tent, , . , „ 

With an iced lemon-squash at one s elbow, and a hand- 
kerchief over one’s face 

That’s scented with JSau de Cologne that came from 
one’s lady-love’s case, 

Or puffing a cigarette punctured with “ P. M. and Co.” 
at one’s ease, 

L Ouida-like hero, that nothing but midges and girls 
dare to tease. 

It’s not Ihat I bear any malice to flowers— I rather 
admire them, 

I believe that they grow in the country— I know that 
from Wiiucs we hire them ! 

But you see I ’m not much in the country, except in the 
Winter for shooting, 

London ’s the best place in Summer, beyond any 
kind of disputing. 

I ’m always unhappy in Winter, and Autumn’s deplor- 
ably slow, , „ 

But in Springtime and Summer, while sitting in my 
pretty green chair in the Row, 

I own I am happy, and therefore I love you, sweet 
mother of flowers, , . , 

In spite of your Leonine March winds, and your 
treacherous April showers. 

And the cause of my loving— I know it is horribly weak 
when admitted ; 

But Truth, like Murder, will out, and it’s awfully nice 
to be pitied I 

Is simply and solely, sweet Spring-time— don t Lynch 
me, ye Poets, for treason — 

Not because fields are in flower— it may be bad taste— 
but the reason 

I love you, sweet Spring-time, is really ’cause you herald 
the London “ Season.” 


Mistress , “ Well, I ’m afraid you won’t quits suit ; but I ’ll fay your 
Fare. Let mb see — did you comb by Omnibus or by the Metropolitan 
Railway 1 ” 

Gooh . “Oh no, Ma’am, I drove up in a Hansom with my Youno Man, 
AS I'm engaged to be Married to. Thbre aistd baok it will be Five 
Shillings, Ma’am ! ” 

ODE TO SPRING. 

{By Landeau,) 

Miss Spring, I wiU sing you a welcome in quite an original strain, 

Which I am sure you will find a relief, dear, because it is rather more sane 
Thau the annual drivel that ’s written to herald the primrose and swallows, 

The hyacinth bine, and the snowdrop— the sure stock-in-trade of Apollos. 

In my way I ’m as true an admirer of yon as the poets who sing 

Of the flowers at a shilling a-piece, ana the bees that most painfully stmg. 

Sweet Spring, I admit I don’t love you because “ the wan Winter is dead,” 

Or the violet and primrose and croons are flaunting a flare in each bed, — 
j Nor because every bird in the country is paumg and bxdlding its nest,— 

For when nightingales keep one from sleeping, X admit they are rather a pest, 


For when nightingales Keep one irom sieepmg, x admit tney are rattier a pest, 
Nor because the black haw&orn as usual bursts forth into white bridal blossom, 
Nor because some poor moultiug oock-robui gets a gaudy new crest on his bosom. 
But I love you, sweet time of the Roses, ’cause you bring back the heau monde 
to town. 

When each matron, each maid, and each widow wiR flaunt in diaphanous gown, 
^^en the Grosvenor is something to talk of, and the season of racing ’s com- 
menced, 

When it ’a jolly to shave with cold water, and not even prudes are inoensed 
If you hiut they look cool as cucumbers as they sit in the Row ’neath the trees, 
All watching intently the walkers, the riders, the drivers, the “ gees.” 

Ere Eton and Harrow is over, and the Derby blue-ribbon is won, 

When Gardenias are common as daisies, and peaches are sold by the ton. 

When one lunches ofl strawberries and cream at Gunter’s, and dines ofl an ice, 
And sups ofi a cut of piue-apple— my mouth waters now for a slice. 

When one tools down a coach to the Orleans, or purloins someone’s sweetheart 
or glove, 

When my Nora comes back from the country to play at lawn-tennis and love, 
When one’s mornings and evenings are spent in oob-riding, oab-driving, ot 
walking, 

When invitations to dinner are rife, and it ’s even too sultry for talking ; 


A DUTY ON DOCTORS. 

The Council of the College of Surgeons in Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields, dear Mr, Punchy has issued a oircnlar, 
addressed to Fellows and Members, pointing ont certain 
provisions of the Medical Amendment Bill of which they 
suggest that so many Amendments should be made. 
The clanses they denounce are four in number. Sir, and 
the fourth clause .threatens those Fellows and those 
Members with a penalty so unmerited that the menace 
of it ought really to enlist on their behalf the sympathy 
of every other f eUow endowed with any fellow-feeling. 
Yivaoions friends will, therefore, excuse a quotation 
which is indeed no joke. The Council object, fourthly, 
to the Bill above named ;— 

** That power would be taken by Clause 38 of the BUI to 
levy on every Practitioner already registered a vexatious a m iu a l 
tax, the non-payment of which would involve the liahilily to 
remoTBl of his name from , the Register.” 


Consequently, itfr. Punchy disqualification to practise 
his profession, in eflect, dispossession of his diploma. 
Professional ruin. Sir. Wouldn’t that be rather too 
heavy a forfeiture for a Practitioner’s failure to pay a 
fine on a practice whence the income may be au “in 
supposition”? Would it not be a truw vexatious 
Buperaddition to a poor Practitioner’s Income-tax? 
Can the Jjegislatiire possibly mean to saddle poor 
Pilgarlio with a Profession-tax as well, Mr, Punch f 
The Medical Profession altogether, as yon know, Sir, 
has long discarded the practice of hleediDg, except in 
very exceptional oases. Have the “ Leeches” no friends 
in the House of Commons who wiU preserve them from 
being themsrives bled at such a rate and in such a way 
as that in which the framers of the new Medical Bill 
propose to stick it into them ? Talk of barbarity, what ’s 
viviseotion to such venesection as that ? 

Excuse, dear Sir, this too, too arid appeal for S3naipathy 
and succour in the name of 

Sawbones. 
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Pupil, “Is IT KNOWN, SlE, WHBTHKE EUOLID PERSONJailiY BOEK THE OHAEAOTJBE OE A TEtTSTWOBTHI MaN— OAEBEUL OF HM 
SrATKMBNTS 

“Coac^.” “'Well, I cannot say that his Peivats Life is a. mattbe of Histoet, Btrr 

Pupil, “ But feom his Weitinos, Sie, would you say he was to bk depended upon 1” 

Coach,'' “Ah— -TBS — ceetainly~I should But why do you ask?** 

Pupil, “Well, in that case, Sie, don't you think we mighp acoept this Peoposition without fuethee Discussion?’* 


ANNEXATION MADE EASY. 

{A Page from the PhUure Journal of the Some of LordsJ) 

Lobd O-bn-ey-n wished to know if there was any truth in the 
newspaper report that the whole interior of Equatorial Africa, 
including the Gf^reat Sahara and the sources of the Nile, the Niger, 
and the Congo, had just been annexed to the British Empire by the 
D^uty-Governor of Heligoland. 

Lord B-bbt assured the Noble Lord that the Foreign Office was in 
its usual conyenient state of utter official ignorance, and conmlete 
actual knowledge, of the circumstances alluded to by the Noble Lord. 
It was true that a telegram had been received from the Deputy- 
Gbyemor of Heligoland, in which that official stated that, in the 
temporary absence of the Governor from Ms post, through toothache, 
it had been decided by the Executive Government of the island to 
annex aXL Africa, or as much of it as remained to annex. The 
Executive Government, cozuaisting of himsdf and an Office Boy, had 
awived— so the Deputy-Governor telegraphed— at the above resolu- 
tion unanimously, and the Office Boy had consented to head an expe- 
dition to Africa for the purpose of taking formal possession of the 
regions wMoh were now an integral portion of the British Empire. 
There ms every reason to believe, the tel^am added, that the 
expedition would be successful, as the Office Boy was provided with 
a telerahly seaworthy boat^ some antique ffire-orms, and twenty-dve 
sMUings and sixpence, bemg half the Heligoland revenue for the 
owrent year ; but uothi^ (Lord D-bbt said] had yet been heard of 
his arrival in Africa. Ele (Lord D-bbt) was not prepared at once 
to state whether he approved or disapproved of the annexation. 
Africa, no doubt, was a large country, and Heligola^ was a small 
one. He would wait and see exactly how much opposition the 


not expect him to give a definite opinion one way or the other just at 
present. The House would agree with him that they must await the 
further development of events, and that until the arrival of the Office 
Boy in some part of the annexed dominions it would be premature 
to ^cusB the matter, and such discussiou might even tend to em- 
barrass the action of the Government. He believed that the calcu- 
lation made by the noble Lmd was tolerably accurate, and that it 
was true that the population of the annexed pronuce might be put at 
somewhere about ten or twenty millions, wMle the population of 
Heligoland was under one thousand. The climate of Central Africa 
was not so bad as it had been represented. However, the House 
would of course understand that he was not attempting to defend the 
annexation at present, though he could not tell what view he might 
not adopt after the proper amount of Papers had been laid on the 

'.e •! 11 


had acted entirely on nis own responsiDDLity, as also nacL tne unice- 
Boy, and both ooxild be thrown over and dismissed if the thing 
turned out a failure. He might add that the Deputy-Governor had 
telegraphed that Despatches, explaining the whole occurrence, were 


manner before the annexation was complete,— he had taken the pre- i 
caution to send the Despatches round by the North Pole, so that they 
would not reach England for three months or so. This, Lord. D-bby 
said, was extremely thoughtful of the Deputy-Governor, as it saved 
the necessity of coming to any immediate decision, and three months 
was ample time for the Office Boy either te found a new Empire iu 
Africa, or to get comfortably drowned on. his way out there. 

The Bishop of Monaco — ^no, we mean GiseaTiTah, — objects to his 
English oo-r&gionists ** serving tables.” This is rather xmprimitiye, 

I isn’t it? 
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No. 56.— Depression. 


No. 59.— Fly-paper Impressions. 


I THINK I may fairly say that the grenerally-mistaken * * Impression- 
ists” haye come to the riglit place at last. They ought to leave an in- 
delible mark on New Bond Street— at least, for the rest of the season. 
I had been induced to look in at their Colleotion byfan artistic friend 
who advised me to go and see it, because he was told it was ** horrid 
fnnny.” So 1 looked m. I had been posted up in the principles of 
the School. “ The idea is, the first impression the picture produces 
on you, you know. They don’t care how they get the elEect as long 
as they get it,” I heard somebody say, as 1 was creeping along a 
narrow passage that gave me my fibrst impression— that of having 
my headr in the way in a ride-gaUery. Stul, I was quite pr^ared 
to be further “ impressed ” when 1 got into the room. And I was. 
I was impressed by the impressive manner of the self-contained 
attendant, a melancholy young man, who seemed so anxious that the 
pictures should produce a favourable impression on intending pur- 
chasers, or, indeed^ on anybody, that he moved about quite sadly, 
evidendy much pained by the unsuppresaed jeers they somdiow pro- 
voked. Then I took a nurried look round, and received another 
impression. It was that I had wasted a shilling. 

: At first I thought I had got into the “ Ohudren’s ” Gallei^ by 
I mistake, and that they had been getting up a little Exhibition of 
their own for my amusement. However, 1 turned to the Catalogue 
to see what it was all about, and found I had really got among the 
Impressiouists, and that it was all right, and that we oonnoisseur 


would recognise iu the wonderful effects of lirht, the complete com- 
mand of colour, and the faculiy of delineating the more fieetmg aspects 
to which landscape and the human figure are susceptible, a very 
interesting and dutinotive factor iu the Art-work of modern times.” 

Certainly, some of the efiEects of light were most wonderful. 1 
never saw anything like them before— anywhere. And as to the 
complete command of colour,” several of flb.e Artists seem, unques- 
tionably, to have had an unlimited run on Heokitt’s Blue.” The 
Art-work of modern times,” however, afforded me one pleasing 
impression— I noticed that there was not mxu^ of it. 

But as everybody ought to see what there is, here are a few rough 
** impressions,” illustrated above by our extremd.y impressionauLe 
Artist, and jotted down “ hot ’’—just as they were received— that 
will help ont a reference to the Catalogue : — 

No. 13.^ “JRsmwe AM Pwwo.” Bmow. ** Cottage” landscape. 
Bktant view of fiats. Woman playing a Tr^to~the^Moonligkt Sonata. 
No. 14. Another “jFfemmc,” this time “ acms unjardin.^* Might be 


^ . No. 46.— Nihilists Traced, or Imp-russiaiiistB 

per Impressions. ixi Prison. 

the Artist to sketch the whole of her in three colonrs, hecanae she has, 
very unwisely, eaten all the rest of his box— paints, palette, and all, 
before he began. 

No. 45, ^^ZeBacdeL^IsledeZaLogeJ^^ Sibley. First impression 
produced. “ If this is the hack, perhaps it ’s a trifle better in 
front.” Second impression. “Arrangement for drying clothes. 
Artist determined to be hung on his own line ? Precisely. 

No. 46. Parar or, “ Victims imidea Cage at 

Feeding^time f ” or what P Can’t make it out. Sole^ impression pro- 
duced (by style of dress)- that it has been on the Artist’s hands about 
three-and-twenty years. Yet M. Mlnet only asks £400 for it I 
Won’t go off. Manet Too bad of it, a great deal I 

No. 56. “ ChapeauxJ^ Degas. No mistake here. Impression, 
this time, clearly on the Hats— that have been sat upon. Poetry of 
the idea evident. Felt as soon as seen. Might have had a quotation 
in Degas Metre P 

No. 58. “ French Polo?^ M. Degas. (A regular illumination of 

f as on this wall)— calls it “ Zc Dipart Jockey^ s^'^ Why ? Because 
e has taken more than half a horse off his canvas ? Why didn’t 
he content himself with cutting it off at the Mane ? 

No. 59. “ Femmes Appuyees sur une RampeJ^ Further sxipply of 
Degas ! Better though if this Degas had been turned out. More 
like a symphony of backs. Or are they moths ? Melancholy colour- 
ing. Only three of them. 

No. 61. “ Femme dans um Zoge^^ Final flare-up of Degas. 
But not much light here- should he called, “ Before Seven ; or^ an 


Order for One to the Upper Boxes,^^ 

With No. 65 the Catalogue ends, but if the “Connoisseur” is 
anxious to be stiU further impressed, and also a little puzzled, he 
can push on into a dark room at the bad^ and be requested to put 
his name down for an Artist’s proof of Mr. J. Fobbes Eobebtson’s 


ingenious art with which tiie identity of everybo^ concerned has 
been carefully concealed. No room for jealonsy. Even the legs of 
all the Gentlemen are much alike. Why not call it either “ Who 
W7io f or “ A Prize Puzzle^Pind the Manager ” f 


^ 0 , 1 ^ ^OTjner "jpemme," tnis tome " aons unjardxn^^ Might be ’Abbx’s TiATEOT Conundbum, — Why is a title-page like Charity? 

called Folkestone to Boulo^e.” Impression produced. She has got — Beoos it always begins a tome. (Begins at ’ome, don’tcker see 0 
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HOW FRIENDSHIPS 

ARE KEPT WARM! 

Mrs, Jones. ‘‘Ofl, I ’VB left out thb Browns! Mtj&t wb 

Mrs. Brtyum, “An Invitation from thb Joneses, Love ! Mmr 

INVITB THEM?” 

WE AOOBFT ? ” 

Jones, **Hano it all, it’s a bbabtly Borb, but I sufposb 

Brown, “Confound it! It’s a ghastly Nuisance— but I 

WB 2 [ UST /** 

SUPPOSB WB UVSTt '* 


"DOTJBTFUL.” 

Chief of Counoil loquitur-^ 


Humph I Exactly ! (^uite so ! 

Splendid composition I 
Colour good, fine light ! So ! 

But our Exhibition 
Jj? so crowded reaJly, 

That so large a picture, 

Treated so ideally— 

Not that^Aa^ means stricttire — 
Fogs ns to find room for it ; 

Won’t reject it wholly, 
i That were sorry doom for it. 

Yery melancholy 
Is onr present duty ; 

We its strength admiring. 
Conscious of its bean^. 

Ah! onr task is tiring. 

Space so straitly bounded, 
Canyasses so many. 

Getting gmte confounded 1 
Every daubing zany 
Anxious for a pkce. 

Wilfrid’s water-colour — 
Harshness %iiuB grimace— 

FiUs our souls with dolour. 
SxAHSFRLD too. Ah me ! 

Not the great Sea-soaper I 
C. B. painter, he. 

Praised in shrieking paper. 


Bradl— grr I Avaunt ! 

His coarse brush— confound it I 
Hideously doth haunt 
. All our councils ; round it 
Earthquake and eclipse 
Ever seem to hover. 

Dufiers’ farthing dips 
So much wall-space cover 
Which to Light and Sweetness 
_We would see assigned, 
Yigour, taste, completeness 
Crowded out we find. 

It is this constricture — 

Trust us nothing less would— 
Makes us “ shelve^’ this picture. 

’Tiswhat“G.A. S.’» would. 
In his lofty diction. 

Call “ most magisterial,” 

’Tis no fudge, no fiction. 

We are very weary, all. 

We ’d not write “ Me facet ” 

An Art-work so fine on. 

If we can we ’ll place it, 

Yes, Sir, and the Line on I 
’Twere a task most pleasant. 

But, as we ’re about full, 

It must, /or the present. 

Stand aside as BoubtfuL” 


RATHER IRREGULAR. | 

Without our Morning Foetal “Arrangements for To-day” 
regularly every morning, we should be nowhere— not in it— or, to put 
it poetically, we should be all abroad—** anywhere, anywhere out of 
the world,’’ and, certainly, not at home all day. But, apologising 
to the Editor in the most Lord-Chief-Justician style, we would 
humbly suggest, that for the sake of the fashionable but unintelligent 
foreigner who is not au courant with our times and seasons, the 
** arrangements” might be set in chronological order. Thus, why 
should me Catalogue be- as we give it below, observing the order, but 
slightly altering the names 

Abbahoemehxs fob To-dat. 

Mrs. Bunnion’s First Bance. 


Races— Claremarket luring; Currah. 

Chuckingham Club— Collars and final ties^ April Foolscap last day 
Scientific Societies, Ac. — ^Boyal Constitution, 2 ; Royal Society, 0 
Regent Street, 3 ; Mashers' Lecture, 6. 


Cafe Royal, 


Tbb Mue Ribbon Army must, of course, be in favour of the Abdli- 
tmu of Capital Punishment (or Enoouragement of Crime) BUI, at 
they probably consider that an Execution is a drop too mnm. 


May Meetings or May not— Buddhist aud Bloomsbury Missionary Meeting. 
Companies’ Meetings, AsBociations, Ac.— Jo-MHlerites Meeting at Asylum 
for Idiots, Earlswood, for discussing Shall India have a comic song ; or, 
who ’s going to hinder yer ? ” 

The details are unimportant. Bat why commence the day with a 
danee ? Of course, to a great many Belgravians the fiirst thmg to he 
thonyht of when they wike in the morning is, where are we going 
to-mght ? But the Foreigner above-mentioned would form, from 
these puhHshed arrangements, a ourious idea of our English customs. 
He would write, “ They begin the day with a dance, which, being 
regularly affiche in the papers, is, of course, open to all persons. So 
far more truly RepnblioaiL are they here, under a Monarohy, than 
we in Paris under a RepubHo. Then after the dance they go to 
Raoes. Then hack town to see Athletic Sports, and in the after- 
noon^ they tranquillise them8d.ve8 with some Science, some Church 
meetings, &o., &c. Such is life in London, without mentioning the 
theatres and pubUc-houses.” Mrs. Bukhioh— who certainly deserves 
her ** first dance ” — ^poor thing 1— might have it down for the usual 
time at night instead of maldng it the commencement of the Arrange- 
* ments for the Bay. 







TLORA’S PROTEST. 

0 DATS of party-heat, Art 
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To play their uosophisti- 
oatedpart. 

As NatTxre^s commoners, catho- 
lic of hlessing, 

Not badges of mere party, 
clique, or cidt. 

To pose my dowers as parti- 
sans, professing 
Allegiance, save to me, is to 
insult 

Impartial Beauty, freest of 
all dowers. 

iEsthetic Noodledom has 

Wit£ iSies and the golden- 
rayed sxmflowers, 

Now Noodledom political 
woTild fix 

Upon my blossom-world its 
foolish fingers. 

Make Ferdita^s catalogue a 
parly-list. 

But whilst some love of Flora 
with you lingers. 

Let gentle heart and fancy 
warm resist 

The cold intrusion. "Word- 
world is your own, 

For badge and battle ; leave 
my fiowers alone ! 


“The Ongin of Figures” 
has hitherto been hidden in 
impenetrable obscurity, 
though the secret is known 
in many oases to Ladies’- 
maids and Corset-makers. 
The other day, however, it was 
stated that “The Mother of 
Number One ” had been found 
and interviewed. Here is 
evidently the long - sought 
elucidation. The Lady in 
question must be of a very 
advanced age. 



“TWO TO ONE ON THE 
FIELD!” 

We wish more cases were 
ended as Mr. Justice Field 
polished off one Mr. Hind, in 
an appeal case, Sind v. 
Brandy a trouble of some ten 
years’ standing. Mr. Hno) 
commenced with an unfor- 
tunate remark, for which he 
was justly rebuked by the 
J udge, and then the case went 
along rapidly until— 

“ Mr. Justice Field said no 
cause for action was shown, aud 
if, notwithstanding that statement, I 
the plaintiff continued to waste 
the public time, he should exer- 
cise the power vested in him, 
and cause his removal from the 
court. 

** Mr. Hind said he had not 
been heard, hut he would submit 
to the application being dismissed 
without costs, and he could go to 
the Court of Appeal. 

“ Mr. J ustice Field— *We shall 
dismiss it with costs, and you can 
go where you like. 

** Appeal dismissed, with costs.” 

Isn’t that magDifioent ? “I 
shall go to the Court of Ap- 
peal,” cries Mr. Hend. “ You 

can go ” replies Mr, Justice 

Field, “where you like.” 
Which suggests rather a court 
below than one of the courts 
above. But, anyhow, exit Mr. 
Hind, and a saving of public 
time is effected. 


Song^ of tlie Youthful 
Rideist. 


Tit tat toe, 

My first go 
With the Equestrians 
All in “the Row.” 

SIR HEORGE B. AIRY, E.C.B., F.R.S., Canter up, 

Canter down, 

The Astbonomeb-Rotal who desxbyes the Gbatittde or ms Cotjntby That’s the way we ride in 

FOB EAVINa “ OORBEOTED THE ATMOSPHEBIO ChBOMATIO DiSPEBSION.” ' tOWB. 


HALr-SEAS TJNDEE. 

created ly reading the Emdence gwen lefore the Channel 
Tunnel CommiUee,) 

Thai the project is the one thing that can'have England from 
invasion, starvation, and ruin. 

That it is an idea that will, if carried out, destroy the British 
Empire. 

T^t it will be a great financial success, having about eight hun- 
dred a day, with some couple of dozen million passengers. 

That it will ent^ bankruptcy upon all who touch it, and will have 
not more than two trains per dtem^ with about twenty passengers. 

That it will cost three millions. That it will also cost twenty- 
eight xnillioiLs. That it will also cost nothing. 

That it can be constructed in two months. That it will take 
twenty jears in excavation. That with 'vigour it ought to be 
finished m a fortnight. 

That it should belong to Sir E. WATEnr. That it should be bought 
by tlm Government. That it should be open to everybody. That 
nobody should use it. , 

That it could be easily defended by a fort built by Sir E. Watkcn, 
whose knowledge of Military Engineering would thus be put to the 
test for the first time. A Sergeanff s guard would be an ample 
gamson for this earthwork. 

would take the whde of the Fleet and the entire Army, 
wd Yolunteers to man a series of absolutely necessary 
grtanoations for its defence, which would extend from Folkestone to 
YTindsor. 


That commerce would increase a hnndredfold, as goods from the | 
Contineut would be brought at a third of the price to England from 
abroad. | 

That no goods could be sent by the submarine route, as tbe expense | 
would be too great for such a means of transport. In fact, it would 
be cheaper to send a package two thousand miles by sea than one 
hundred yards by rail. 

That ail the world wonld go by it to escape the sea-passage. 

That nobody would give up the steamers, preferring them to the 
dangers of a tunnel. 

That the scheme is a triumph of civilisation, and should be earned 
out immediately. 

That the plan is as pernicious as it is idiotic, and should be knocked 
on tbe head once and for ever. 

J. S. FORBES TO HIS “ JfiSIHETIClKLOWHOLES.” 

“Blow, blow, thou sulphuretted wind I 
Thou art not more pestiferous 
Than Parliamentary ingratitude.” 

PuLMOKABT OBSTBucnoH.— Result of excessive Railway Exten- 
sion and consequent inroad of Speeulative Builder on Suburban Open 
Spaces, produomg deposit of bricks-and-mortar, and congestion of 
the Lungs of London. 

“The Cap of Maintenance.’’ — Awarded by the Lobd Chiep 
Justice (as a N-wd-g-te Prize) A Fool’s Cap. 
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A BAD FIVE MINUTES. 

Awewakb PosmoH ot ait Ec^trssTaiAK at Mib-sat uAKHia ros ihb Maabbe Aboh, wbsit thb Foliob eats teeiosabilt 

BISAFPBABBI), lEB WOOO FaTSUBNT BBBE BBaBi;Tl.T WaTBBBD, ADD BVBBTBOBT IS IK A HmtBT OEKBBAIIiB'. 


A NEW THEATRICAL REGULATION BILL. 

If the Earl of Onslow wants to bring in a really useful Bill for 
regulating Theatrical matters, we beg to present him with a few 
suggestions : — 

That it shall be made an ofEence at Common Law, or in^ctable for 
any person to continue practice as a Theatrical Amateur in any line 
after he or she shall have passed the age ojT twenty-five^ without a 
special licence having been previously obtained from a Committee 
constituted, according to the terms of the present Act, of Dramatic 
Authors, Professional Actors, and one Common-Law Judge. 

That the cost of obtaining such an aforesaid special licence shall 
be not less than £50 and not more than £300, according to the con- 
dition of the applicant, which sums shall go to such charitable pur- 
poses as the Committee may appoint. 

That all Amateurs professing to play for any Charity shall only be 
permitted to do so on payment of ten guineas to the Treasurer of 
such Charity. 

That the Dramatic Authors, or Authors and Composers whose 
pieces are represented by.Amateurs shall be compelled by Law to 
aemand exactly three times the amount of their ordinary fees for 
each representation, whether such representation be for charity or 
for no specified object. 

That no licence be granted to any Lady Amateur over forty, nor 
to any Gentleman Amateur over forty-five. 

That no licence be granted for more than a year. 

That all such licences expire finally, for Laddes, at the age of forty, 
and for Gentlemen at forty-five. 

And any Lady or Gentleman, over the above-mentioned ages, 


That any Amateur, Lady or Gentleman, whether acting under 
advice, as a pupil, or otherwise playing any leading part in any piece 
whatever at an evening performance, or at a Matinee, shall be in- 
dicted by the Director of rublic Prosecutions for the murder of such 
Stage-character, and shall be proceeded agamst as the Act directs. ^ 

That designs for new Theatres be for^with laid before a Council 
of Professional men, including the principal Metropolitan and Pro- 
vincial Managers (but no arolutects or bunders) under the presidency 
of Captain Sha.w. 

That all existing Theatres be gradually pulled down and rebuilt 
on the places agreed to by the Council above-named. 

That every Theatre having existed under one and the same 
Management for over three years shall be taken to possess a reper- 
toire of its own, from which it shall select two pieces to alternate 
with the nights of any new production, so that thwe shall be a 
variety of performances every week, the new piece being played for 
four nights and one Matinee, and the old pieces for two nights. This 
I will keep the Actors in good working order, will induce a number of 
I people to revisit the Theatre, and generally advance the interests of 
Dramatic Art. 

Dramatic Authors’ fees shall be fixed at a certain scale of per- 
centage for all pieces whether new or old, and four tickets for the 
stalls, [!and two dress-circle tickets or one box shall be at their 
disposal on the nights when these pieces are played. 

That no Actor or Actress j in receipt ^of a salary at the rate of 
£1000 per annum shall take a benefit. 

That any Actor or Actress introducing any words, phrases, 
speeches, commonly called “ gags,” of their own into any piece wh^- 


imprisonment for not more than two years. 

That any Professional Actor bringing ont a novice to play Juliet, 
or any leading port in any piece whatever, shall be fined £100 for the 
first ofienoe, shall be imprisoned for the second, and banished the 
country for the third. 


nearest sittmg Magistrate, De nnea two weexs’ saiary lor wie ursu 
ofience, four mr the second, and so on. . , 

Shomd the Actor plead that he or she has the Anthor’s permiasion 
for snob “ gag,” the permission in miestion must be in writing, 
dnly witnessed, stamped, and produced in Court. 

That anybody proved to be a member of any Church-and-Stage 
Guild ifiiall be detained during Her Majesty’s pleasure in Hanwwl, 
St. Luke’s, or Colney Eta-tch. 
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"THE SILVER STREAK." 

“ It seemed to him that if to had no TOy into or oat of th.o ooimtry except 
by sea, our position was a most dangerous one. "We ought not to be content 
to go on living in this fools* paradise, dependent for e verytliiiig on the sea. 

Sir Edwabu Watkin’s JSoidence on the ChanneC TunneL 

We have STing very oft Britons ne’er shall be slaves. 

And boasted Britannia rules o’er the waves, 

But now, if we trust Edward Watrin, it seems 
We’ve all beeu indulging in dangerous dreams : 

That J^ilway Colossus declares it to be 

Qruite shocking that England ’s surrounded by sea. 

We had thought we were strong, but he swears we are weak, 

And it ’s all on account of the Sea’s Silver Streak, 

We had fancied this tight Little island of ours 
Was better untouched by all neighbouring Powers, 

That, as an observer eomd note at a glance. 

The sea made us safer than Spain or than France ; 

That while on the Continent aU dew to arms, 

The Ocean preserved us from foreign alarms ; 

But it ’s quite a mistake, we are shockingly weak, 

And it ’s all on account of that Sad Silver Streak. 

’Tis of coarse just your game, good Sir Edward, we know, 

To hack up the Tunnel and fight for yonr Co. ; 

To vow that we shall be more prosperous far, 

When close-linked to France, than as just as we are. 

The Sea ’s not a danger. Sir Edward, that ’s flat, 

And England can’t swallow such twaddle as tbat ; 

’Tis the Tunnel will make us most probably ^ak, 

And there ’s safety we ’ll swear in the Sea’s Silver Streak I 

GRAND OPENING OF THE NEW PICCADILLY 
WATERWORKS. 

{Tufo First Visits^ Thursday and Friday^ A.yril 26 and 27.) 

Oh, didn’t I hear of these jolly Young Watermen I aud didn’t I 
determine to be in my place and at theirs for the opening ceremony ! 
Rather 1 The idea haunted me. I had restless nights, and thought 
at last that I should he prostrated with Water-colour on the brain. 

But Thursday morning came at last. An uncertain day — a water- 
ooloujy sort of day, which— -may the omen be propitious ! — ^turned 
out remarkably^ flue* 1 was determined to be the first on. the scene. 
My cabman, with a watery-coloury eye, but gin-and-watery voice, 
took advantage of my being deeply .immersed in an artiole on the 
Impressionists by one of flie Morning Fostmm to drive me to 
Holborn, because he said he had understood me to say the “ Eew 
Buildings,” which he took to mean ‘^e First Avenue Hotel with the 
scafioldmg up, and, on my explaining to him his mistake, he was 
for driving me to the Aquarium (a nearer 'approach to the Water- 
Colours), had I not risked my neck by puttin|r my head out of the 
window— it was a fourwheeler— and shouting at him the exact 
direction, which at length brou^t him up at .the entrance to the 
Hew G-alleries of the Institute in Piccadilly. 

Here everything showed me. I was auxong the Painters. They 
were hard at work, brushes in their hands, and paint-pots by their 
side, at the doors. A warning with regard to * ‘ Wet Paint ” was the ' 
first thing that caught my eye at the foot of tHe staircase, and made ' 
me at once distrustful ana uncomfortable. Whatever it might he up 
above in the Galleries, below it was “ Varuisbing Day,’’ and the 
Painters at work were all “Artists in oil,”— very much in oil. This 
was an odd beginning, — ^English work, and ItaRaa oil. 

The Galleries had a bridt, fresh, and wholesome look, and were 
well open to the daylight. Pictures with loftiest aims did not appear 
to me to he “ skied,’’ but were all well placed, and the general 
appearance decidedly attractive. “ The Press,” at that early hour, 
was represented by two Gentlemen who were doubtful as to vmere to 
place their great-coats and umbrellas, and who apparentL^jr experi- 
enoed some dificulty in keeping clear of the upholstering men 
engaged in laying down new carnets by the aid of a sort of miniature 
pitchfork, and a small edition of a Hasmyth hammer, and over whom 
the Critics, shading their eyes and making lorgnettes with their 
hands, as they backed to focus their “ private views,” were perpetu- 
ally stumbling, and not distinctly apolo^sing. It didn’t t&e long, 
however, for the Busy Bees to select Qie dowers where the best 
honey was to be f onnd, and which would prove most attractive to 
the general Public, with whom, during tae Season, these saloons 
will be a favourite resort. 

Aestheticism is but scantily represented. Here and there some 
unhealthy group of stiffly-outlinea figures mavlike Jodot Leech’s 
“G ent a-hlowin’ of his baccy” ontnedrag, spile the lot.” But 
this is ^uite exceptioiLal. Life and health axe fully represented ; and 
the visitor is not depressed by sickly tints and un^nolesome efieminate 
beings, first cousins of ghouls, and closely conneoted with vampires 
and churchyards, nor by the efieminate creations of a spasmodic. 


Colney-Hatohney sentimentality, where all is Mystery, Melancholy, 
and hopeless Muddle. Brightness, lightness, a pervading healthy 
tone and truth to Hature, and somehow a feeling of English Home- 
steadiness, seem to pervade the atmosphere of the New Galleries of 
the Institute of Waterworks in Piccadilly. _ 

Then came the opening ceremony on Friday night. We were all 
in the Prince’s Hall or Concert Room— a good place for sound, and 
fitted up with the most perfect taste, except the balcony at the back, 
which can only be admired by those with whom open jam-tart is a 
passion, — at the appointed time, and then punctually arrived Their 
Royal ffighnesses The Prince and Princess of Waxes, delighted to 
take part in anything tending to promote the cause of Art, with 
their distinguished party, whom aU. rose to receive as Mr. Arthtte 
Chappell ushered them to their seats, ^ with musical honours (he 
hummed the accompaniment to the National Anthem in an under- 
tone), performed by some respectable fuU-Mown cherubs, of a serious 
turn, packed up aloft,— they were members of the London Yocal 
XJnion, and, this ceremoi^ being wer, the Harmonists in black and 
white commenced a melodious invitation to somebody to “ Strike the ' 
Lyre,” which challenge not being accepted by anybody iu particular, 
the Respectable Warblers retired in excellent order, there being 
clearly no Lyre present to be struck. 

Then Mr. Fred Cowen played an accompaniment for Miss 
Santlbt, wbo sang a couple of songs charmingly and unaSeotedly. 
Then Signor Piatti played on his violoncello a Fantasia on airs from 
Sonnambulay with Mr. Cowen stOl at the piano, who, however, had 
quite a little holiday of it when the Signor came to the inevitable 
variations. A simple' tune has no chance with Signor Piatti ; he 
won’t let it alone. He hunts it into corners : he moves up and down 
stairs over it, dances on it, but^ up it comes again fresh as ever, in 
spite of his attempts to crush it. Then he has a game of pursuing 
ms bow with his left hand up ‘and down the instrument, the bow 
only narrowly escaping being caught each time and getting o£E with 
a frightened squeak (like a mouse), when the left nand, evidently 
very nervous, rushes up to the top of the instrument, seuttiing away 
like a spider from a stinging fly, and doesn’t venture down again for 
at least another twenty seconds or so. Finally the Signor is led ofi 
exhausted by Mr. Cowen. 

The absence of all water-colour from the programme was remark- 
able, considering the occasion. We ought to have had “ The Jolly 
Young Waterman^* in praise of the New Departure, “ The Battle 
of Trafalgary^^ JSearts of Oak^'* by Mr. Santley, and a fountain 
or two might have been engaged to play. However, so it wasn’t, 
and on we went. 

Madame Patey then' sang Schubert’s “ Aoe Maria^^ giving a 
version considerably at variance with the printed words in the pro- 
gramme, BO tbat, after the first four lines, those who were following 
the book found it better to close it at once, and listen to the singer, 
which was a real treat. Then came a M. Yladimir de Pachmann, 
who, in consequence of his long hair, and a bulkiness about his 
waist and coat-tails suggestive of concealed fish-bowls, to be presently 
produced from under ahandkerchief , I at first set down as a Con- 
juror. He wasn’t however, being a Pianist of considerable skill, 
with an ove^owerin^ propensity for getting the most out of every 
note, and listening in rapt admlratioxi to its dying away in the 
distance, and then'slowly raising his left hand as if pronouncing a 
blessing on the instrument as he went along, which I am bound to 
say was by no means so rapidly as some of us would have wished. 
However, he played himself out at last, didn’t do the fish-bowls or 
the eggs and cannon-ball in somebody’s hat, and retired to make 
way for Signor Foli, who burst upon us with, a bravura^ in which he 
asserted that he “ was a Roamer ” — which though a musical name, 
is nowadays more associated with a Queen’s Counsel than with 
“ four-eight ” in a bar. 

The Roamer having wandered away, the first part was brought to 
a conclusion, the Stewards, with red rosettes, disappeared, and pre- 
sently the Chappell of Ease returned, and begged their Royal High- 
nesses to ascend to the Galleries, declare the New Building open, 
see the Pictures, take some refreshment, and enjoy themselves. 

. 'With which request their Royal Highnesses complied, and then pro- 
! oeeded to inspect the Pictures. So did everybody else. Space will 
. not permit of our giving extracts just now from the Catalogue, 
which, d la mode JPamsienney is illustrated, aud is a most useful 
souvenir of the visit. Sir Frederick, P.R. A., kindly looked in just 
to give a touch of Oil to the Waters, in case they should be troubled. 

The opening of the New Piccadilly Waterworks was a hrilUaut 
• success, on which the Council of Ten, including the President, Mr. 

1 Louis Haohe, the iadefatigable Secretary, the Curator Evebill 
i (may he be Always Well !), Mr. Linton, and tiie Members who have 
» ; stuck manfully to the work, are to he heartily ccngratolated. 
i . N.B.— Look in at Nos. 825, 817, 771, 491, 500, 380, 352, 864, and 
; Mr. J. p, Linton’s 484 — “ The Admonition; or^ a Itegular Cuss,^^ 

. I The Princess Beatrice is an Honorary Member, and contributes 
\ 838 and 840. Catalogue later on. Admission on Opening Night was 
I by illustrated cards as tickets. These ore the Institute’s Water ^ 

, Cartes de Visite^ 


TO GORHESPONDENTS. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aocoznpanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover, Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH I 

Old Friend ['ueitk umiccessary surprise and effusion), “ Wmat I Sold tour 
FiOTimE// NNO ! ! ! You DOH^T mean lo say so ! ! ! 1” 


AFTER THE PRIVATE VIEW 

AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY LAST EBIDAY. 

First Lady, Oh, it was delightful ! so amusing I 

Second Lady, Such a orusn ! the heat soxaettiiagr too 
awful ; but everybody there. 

Third Lady, I was in the Academy from eleven till 

six. We lunched there. Mr. X pointed out all the 

celebrities to us. 

First Lady, Yes. It was most interesting ; and what 
wonderful costumes ! 

Second Lady, Weren^t they! I saw Miss Ellen 
TJehet and Mr. GtLADstonb, and Mr. Hare, and Sir 
Fbedebick Leighton. But I couldn’t see Mb. Irving. 
I was told he was there. 

Third Lady. I just caught a glimpse of him as he was 
leaving. 

Second Lady, No I did you ? I wish I had. I ’ve 
never seen him o£E the stage. Jenny pointed out Mr. 
Toole to us. 

Fourth Lady, Yes, dear ; but I found out afterwards 
that I had made a mistake. It wasn’t Toole, it was Sir 
Vernon Harcourt ; but they ’re both so much alike. 

Second Lady, And then the Artists, you know! Mr. 
Forls Hood was with us most of the time, and he 
pointed them all out to us. There was Mr. Calderon, 
you knowj who always paints Chateaux d’Espagne^ look- 
ing anything hut a Spaniard with his long curly flaxen 
hair and youthful face of true Saxon type. 

Third Lady. Yes, and Mr. Millais 1 Why, he looks 
quite a small boy. 

Fourth Lady, But, Mr. Storey, wbo was the archi- 
tect of Story’s Gate 1 He might be, as Mr. Hood said, a 
Life-Guardsman. 

First Lady, They were all there. We were badly ofE 
for lunch, but we made up for it with cake and lemonade. 

Second Lady, Ah! there’s nothing in the whole Season 
I like so much as a Private View Day at the Royal 
Academy. 

JBnier Gentleman. 

Gentleman, Ptoyal Academy I So, vou ’ve been to tbe 
Show. What did you think of the Pictures ? 

All {surprised). The Pictures 1 Oh, we hadn’t time to 
see any Pictures. 

{Curtain.) 


AN AMATEUR PLAY-BILL. 

{Turned from ^Hhe Co^voentionaV* into the Plain Truth*'] 

On such and such a date, to suit tbe convenience of the Chief 
Performers, wdio are usually lazy Clerks in disorganised Government 
Ofices, 

A GRAND EXHIBITION OF INCOMPETENCY 

will be held, nominally for the Benefit of some obscure Charity, but 
really 

IN GLORIFICATION OF THEIR OWN SELF-CONCEIT, 

admittedly by a band of “Amateur Actors ” (Actors, save tbe mark !) 
calling themselves by a high-sounding title, but really 

By a Body of Fraudulent Donkeys, 

who, by announcing that they can “ act” some popular piece, induce 
the Public to pay their money to come and see them. The perform- 
ances will commence with 

THE BUNGLING OF A FARCE, 

in which some brainless idiot, brimming over with mistaken eelf- 
confi.dence will have the 

Unbounded Imfudence, 

displayed in get-up, business, and other details picked up with the 
assistance of a professional Coach, of 

Feebly IiiiTATiEQ Mr, J, L, TOOLE!! 

The Programme will end with a second attempt at damaging the 
Dramatic Authors’ Society, by 

MURDERING A MODERN COMEDY 

This dark deed will be accomplished by a number of numskulls of 
both sexes, with the organs of self-esteem and love of approbation 
abnormally developed. The whole wiR conclude (as it has com- 
menced) with a grand display of 

Vanity, Frivolity, Jealousy, and all sorts of Un charitableness. 


DRAMATIC NOTES. 

Me. Augustus Harris has revived his Youths which wiU now 
have its fling for some considerable time. 
We shall have a word or two to say 
later on about the new Battle Scene, 
which occurs— as battles will occasion- 
ally— in the middle of what still promises 
to be a lasting piece. 

At Toole's Theatre, Mr. J. L. Toole 
tells a wonderful story— an ’orrible tale 
— about his being set upon by xuflians 
with gleaming teeth, eyes, and 
fearful weapons, on his way home one 
night — when his wife didn't know he 
was out— in Piccadilly. A Sly Dog was 
there to corroborate the tale ; but the 
little dog laughed to see such fun, and 
Mr. J. L, Toole went o£E with the 
trombone. 

The Merry Duchess^ by Messrs. Snts 
and Clay, has, it seems— or it Sims- 
made a hit at the Royalty. All about this in our next after next. 
As to the tunes, somebody said that “the music of Clay is werry 
putty.” 

Fedora^ at the Haymarket last Saturday, was a success for the 
Management. Mrs, Sarah Bernhabdt-Beebe astonished everyone 
by her cleverly-managed line-upon-line tracing of the original por- 
trait. Mr. CoGHLAN, being unable to make a servile copy of Pierre 
Bbrton’s Xom,— and Art forbid he should ever dream of trying it, 
—could only mechanically obey stage-directions and move with the 
other principal figure. Full notice defied. 


The Queen’s prohibition “ as to lamb ” having been removed, 
tbe following will be the new Royal motto — d nos 
Moutone.*’ 
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MUSICAL NOTE. 


'W'e regret haTing been unable to assist 
at Mr. Sims Eeeyes's Concert, last week. 
Oar Mnsical Man went, and reported that 
tbe Concert was a £rst-rate one, and that 
Mr. Ievino’s song, accompanied by Mr. J. 
L. Toole on the trombone, was the gem of 
the entertainment. Mr. Siittlet has never 
been in better voice than at the Concert 
—not Sms’s, bnt another’s— and he was 
cheered to the echo, and by the Echo’(there 
is a very objectionable one in St. James’s 
Hall, and the Police, assisted by Mr. As- 
THUS CHiLPPELL. ought to find her out, and 
bring her np with her sister at the Albert 
Hall before the nearest Magistrate, charged 
with disturbing the audience)— in his splen- 
did rendering of 

Oh, many have told 
Of the Monks of old 
What a glorious race they were ; 

But ’tis not true, 

As told to you, 

That 1 ’m ofi to a Monastdre. 

That is a sort ! 

Of false report, ! 

At which when it I hear, 

I laugh “ ha ! ha ! ” 

’Tis chaff, “ ha ! ha! ” 

What 1 as a Monk I No fear I 

Some folk would be shocked 
To see me f rocked 
With girdle and shaven crown ; 

My tailor would sigh, 

My shoemaker cry, 

And my hairdresser go out of town. 

I may, you know. 

To Chappell go 
With Teerx of Gaietee. 

We chaff and quaff, 

He makes us laugh ; 

Never knew such a mon-as-TEBEEJ*. 

After this musical and vocal explanation, 
the truthful person who took the trouble 
to set the canard flying about, may now 
at once beg pardon, and for ever after- 
wards hold his tongue. 


THE CONSPIRATORS’ CHORUS. 

^ Dynamite, 

pack it up in bags. 
Rattle it in railway 
trains, drop it on the 


K r Let it go in luggage vans 

\ V ’midallharmlessloads; 
Never mind the conse- 
quences if the stuff ex- 
plodes. 

Here’s to Nitro-glycerine ! store it in a 
cask. 

Making it, says Chemistry, is an easy task ; 
Though it’s reckoned dangerous, let it 
flood the floors, 

Startling the detective coves prying at the 
doors. 

Fulminating Mercury goes off with a noise, 
Fit for little Fenians ufce a baby’s toys ; 
Chlorate of Potassium’s not exactly placid, 
When it ’s mixed with sugar, Sir, and sul- 
phuric acid. 

This a merry business is, but your cruel 
laws 

Say we shan’t use Dynamite to advance the 
Cause; 

Yet we ’ll mix our fulminates underneath 



your eyes, 
While the gay 


ue the gay Conspirator blows you to the 
skies. 


Pocket Books. — JLpropos of Royal Academy subjects, the inost useful little books and 
most appropriate presents just about this time are those forming the series of The Great 
Artists, published by Messrs. Sampson Low— which always seems to suggest a gentle pub- 
lisher’s name, to he fitted to the air of “ Soft and Low ’’—and, with this hint, he that hums 
may hum it, and if he hums it wrong, he can comfort himsdf with the reflection that — 

** To err in humming is a gift diTihe.” 

Bnt to return to our books : they are excellent for reference, nsefuUy illustrated, and adapted 
to an ordinary pocket, being half-a- crown or three-and-sixpence a-pieoe. 

A NnsTETEENTH: Centuex Miracle.— But twelve months since to have suggested the 
possibility of causing a statue to feel emotion, would have been treated as the utterance of 
a lunatic who had seen Don Giomnni, And now — ^what has happened P The Duke >f 
: Weelinotoe’s Statue has been both touched and moved 1 
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OUR ACADEMY GUIDE. 



Up a tree : taken 
it laat. 


No. 28. — Catching a kCermaid; or, the 
Judicious Hooker. 








No. 37.— Une Grande Dame ; 
or, A Little Big- wig. 


No. 58.— Gone Wrong. 

{See description below.) 
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No. 163.— Pmtatb PniTH’s Vib'W'. — ^Members of the Salvation Army, led by General Oscar Wilde, joining in a hymn. 


Op ooiiTse the Academy Exhibition must begiu with the celebrated 
“ No. 1,” as shown above. 

No. 3. “ Baby on the JBocAj.’^ AnTHua Stocks. Bayers recom- 
mended to invest capital m the Stocks. 

No. 5. “ The poulle MntmdreP Evident situation : Old Gentle- 
man has just said something which brings a blush to the cheek of 
“ the Young Person.'’ Eancy what the ** cheek ” of the old person 
must be I Marcus Stone, A. Not, perhaps, quite the gem of the 
collection, but still a precious Stone. ! 

No. 13. Afemortes. By Arthur Huohes. Treated above, so no 
Hughes repeating it here. 

No, 28. The Judicious HooJter, Vide supra. 


No. 28. The Judicious SooJter, Vide supra. 

No. 29. On entering Gallery No. I., the eye— anybody’s eye— will ! 
be immediately caught by Mr, Millais’ Hook, It is without exeep- 


tion the finest picture in the entire Show, It is saying a great deal, 
but all will agree that this is the picture of the year, and mat a finAr 
portrait Mr. MaLiJS has never painted. There is just one disap- 
pointment in this picture : the nose is almost Grecian. Now, how- 
ever exact the likeness in other respects, it must be clear to everyone 
that Mr. Millais’ brother Academician mnst have a Hook nose. 

No. 30. Apples, By Mr. Macosegoh, We regret to say we 
have to “ crab ” 

37. Une Crrande Dame ; or, A Idttle JBig-toig, J. E. Mil- 
lais, E. A She can say “ Pa ” and “ Ma,” and should be labeHed, 

A guinea, dressed and complete,” 

No. 58, Gone Wrong; or, a Mysterious Passage in the Life of 
Lady Jane Grey, J, E. Millais. The picture tells its own story. 
Ladjr Ghev was staying at a hostelrie, and returning late from an 
paity she forgot the number of her room, coul^’t find the 
candle, and lost her way in the corridor. The unfortunate Lady is 
represented at a critical moment, when, afraid of meeting a stranger’s 
gaae, she shuts her eyes, so as not to confront the stairs. 

No. 60.^ A Beal Centenarian, E. AnMiTAaB; E.A. Intended as 
^mnjpanion picture to a portrait of “ Old Parr,^* to he called Old 

Nos. 91 and 97. Epwxbt Lonu, E.A. Twin Sisters. “ Linked 
sweetness,— Lou g drawn out,” Go on— can’t stop Long. 


No. 87. Taking the Chair, Nervous elderly Gentleman, evidently 
frightened at being in somebody else’s seat, from which he 
probably be ejected. 0 . Ghenvulb Majtton. Conldn’t have made 
his mark more distinctly if he ’d been a “ Jo Manton.” 

We will return to Gallery No. I. another day. At present, on our 
first yisiti we must just skim the cream of the Show, and so, on 
entering Gallery No. II., we walk straight up to — 

No. 163. Mr, J^ith^ s Private View, The Artist is, of course, as 
much entitled to his private view as is Mr. Bbadlautgh, or General 
Booth, or as we are ourselves. Like Daniel ia the celebrated 
Newdigate poem— 

And when we saw the picture on the wall. 

At first we conldn’t make it out at all. 

But a few moments’ reflection will help the spectator to the Artist’s 
meaning. It is clearly this A number of odebrities have joined 
Salvation Army, and, havinghired a room in theAeademy fora Sunday 
Camp Meeting, have brought their hymn books, and the majority of 
them are joinmg heart and soul in a hymn, which is being led by the 
sestiwtio wx, Oscar Wilde, while Mr. Saxa, haying lost his place in 
the book, is girag echoes in the background. Mr. Millais, only 
half conyerted, feels uneasy, and is rubbing himself Eddeways against 
the corn^ ot a frame. Mar ks is anxiously waiting for the 
hymn to be finished, m order to preach on his own conversion, and 
point to himself as a Irtghtful Example. Mr. Henet lEvar^ooks 
pale HCTvous ; Im is probably about to yield to inspiration, 
to address them m the unknoyra tongues. The prominent members 
are of course Generis, Captains, and Lieutenants, while “Private” 
view himself is modestly at the hack taking notes. 

The disi^ptive mark of this Corps of the Salvation Army is the 
shape of their hats ; they have all been compelled to observe unifor- 
in tos respect, Mid have, no doubt, all dealt with the same 
Leiob ton’s, clothes will give his 
the tailor do the some for Sir EjetEBEBiciK I 
On the old system adopted by the stage-managers of the Elizabe- 
toan era, wno called a spade a spade, and wrote up “This is a 
House, This is a Tree,” and so forth. Mr. Firth has most con- 
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siderately placed the names of the celebrities represented underneath, 
so that, after the first ten minutes, there is no possibility of mistaking 
Sir EnEDEEicJC for Mr. Ietikg-. Eileit Teeet for ITeilt Fae- 



EEiT, Mr. Gtladstone for Mr. 
Teeihei, orSirW. V. Haeco'diit 
for Mr. W, Aghste^, M.P., and so 
on. It will be a most valuable 
picture long after the Salvation 
Army craze is forgotten, and 
most interesting when all pho- 
tographs of the persons here 
represented shall have faded 
away, and their likenesses 
everywhere been destroyed,— 
excepting always those in Mr. 
Punches rmigue collection, whioh 
will ever exist to answer doubts, 
decide bets, restore certainty, 
and correctly teach history. 

After this we have not time or 
space for much. Just look at— 

No. 191. Psyche. E. J. 
Potnter, R. a. “ The property 
of the Corporation of Liverpool.” 
A portrait, of course. Ahem I 
Naughty Corporation. Fie ! 


“ From F.M. the Duke 


GOLDEN WORDS FROM A MAN OF METAL. 

(From a MS. vresereed in the Office of Works.) 

The Chief Commissioner and the Secretary stood still and looked 
at one another in wonder. It was just before daybreak and exactly 
opposite Apsley House. 

“ Thank you again, Q-entlemen,” repeated the sharp metallic voice. 

Where does it come from P ” asked the Chief Commissioner, in a 
frightened whisper. 

From me,” was the immediate’answer. 
of WeIiLIKOTON.” 

“The strangest sight I have seen since I left the Legation in 
Japan,” murmured the Secretary, regarding the statue with awe. 

“ A very good site, indeed,” observed tbe Iron Duke, with a smile, 
as he glanced around him at the new roads. “lam sure I have to 
thank you both for the trouble you have taken in getting me down. 
When I make my acknowledgments, I must not forget Mr. R. J. 
Callendee, who, before he went to the Office of Works, did capital 
service at the Admiralty and in Ceylon in positions of the greatest 
responsibility.” 

“ The Assistant Secretary is, and has been for many years simply 
invaluable,” said the Chief Commissioner. 

“ Hear,[hear ! ” heartily echoed Mitfoed, C.B. 

“ dnite so. And now that 1 have come to land safely, the sooner 
1 get to the Horse G-uards the better.” 

Ton will find the place rather changed, your Grace,” observed 
the Chief OommissiozLer, who was now regainiug his composure. 

“No doubt,” returned Wellington. “ I know perfectly well that 
Qeoege— the other Duke— was marched off to Pafl-Mall with head- 
quarters’ staff. It was a forced march, and Geoege liked it no better 
than he liked the anti-scarlet grey.” 

“ Oh, you know about that controversy?” observed the Secretary. 

“ My good friend, I know everything. From my elevated position 
I have seen much, but, until you were kind enough to lower me, I 
had no opportunity of airing my opinions. A trme too much air, 
perhaps ; but anything I might have said would have been over 
the heads of the people. 1 was saying,” continued the Iron 
Duke, unbending a little, “ although 1 saw a great deal up there, 1 
had no opportunity of getting at anybody until you let me down. 
However, my experience has been serviceable. I have had this 
advantage over other people in exalted positions — ^that I have been 
allowed to see matters for myself. My view has been perfectly clear 
(except in a London fog), and 1 am able to give you good advice now 
that I am standing beside you on a footing of equality.” 

“ You are very kind,” said the Chief Commissioner. 

“ I wHL address myself, if you please, more particularly to your 
colleague,” replied the Duke. “To Mr. Meefoed- to whom 
chiefly due the present alteration.” 

“ No, no,” interrupted the Companion of the Bath, modestly. 

“ But I say ‘ Yes, yes,’ ” replied the Great Commander ; “ and I 
am not accustomed to znake a statement without due consideration. 
To you. Sir, then, 1 address myself, and ask — You have moved me, 
why don’t you move t’other one ?” 

“ T’other one ? ” echoed the Secretary. 

“ Yes, t’other one. T’other one who now is as great a nuisance as 
1 was. Who hadn’t the excuse that I had. Who can help being 
the cause of an eyesore when I couldn^t. In short the Duke of 


“ Mudpobd I ” cried the tvro oflGLcials, thrilling with horror. 

“That is the person,” said the Statue. “You have pulled m 
down, pull Mm up. You are making room on my site for hosts of 
flowers. Make room on his site for battalions of vegetables ! ’ ’ 

“ But surely, Duke, it would be slightly disrespectful,” ventuxei 

the Chief Commissioner, timidly, “to take a sight ” 

“ No flippancy, Sir ! ” thundered the Iron Duke, who seemed to 
regard Mr. Shaw Xefevee as rather an interloper in the presence of 
Mr. Mitfobd. “ Why not go to Covent Garden and ask t’other one 
to do something. Insist upon it. Sir ; insist upon it. Make a clean 
sweep of it— orange-peel, cabbage-stalks, market garden baskets, 
slush, mud and Clear it ont, Sir, clear it out! Nowadays 
sentiment goes for nothing, and there is not much sentiment in tht 
neighbonrhood. Pull down everything. Cause a market to he built 
on a site boTinded on the North by Long Acre, and on the South, ly 
the Strand. Carry it East to Drury Lane, and leave the West alone 
—only on account of Sir Chbistopher and his barn. Then, Sir, 
open the new hniLding with an International Yegetahle Exhibition. 
Splendid advertisement^ which should give the improved market a 
grand start, and throw into the shade the fishy show at South Klen- 
singtonl Cozne, Gentlemen, do your duty ! Down with Mudfobd 
and his market ! Dp, Guards of London, and at them ! ” 

The man of metal perfectly glowed with excitement. 

“ We will do OUT best,” returned the Chief Commissioner. “ -And 
now, your Grace, is there anything more we con do for you ? ” 
“Well, yes,” replied the Duke, gazing at the coming: dawn. “I 
must be brief with my remarks, as at daybreak I lose zuy voice. 
You can do for me an act of justice. But first shake hands.” 

The officials respectMly clasped in turn the iron palm. 

“ Again I thank you. And now for my act of justice. “When I 
am placed in my flnal site opposite the Horse Guards— which I hiopes 
will be soon ? ” 

“ It shall be soon,” assented tbe Chief Commissioner. 

“ I should like to have another statue to balance me, as a vzS’d—m.. 
This should be a statue of one of the greatest Warriors of tbe ag*o.” 

“ To be sure,” murmured Mr. Shaw Lefevee; “Lord Wolselet?’** 
“ No, Sir, not Lord Wolselet. Not only is this hero a great; 
Warnor, but a great Judge, a great Artist, an eloquent Advocate.” 

“ He must mean Sir Feedbbicx Leighton,” wMspered Mitfobd^ 
C.B. “You know the P.RA. commands a battalion of Yoluu- 
teers.” 

“ I do not mean Sic Fbedeeick, who has yet to learn what to do 
with a brush— with the enemy,” replied the Iron Duke. 



The Statue at Large. 


Gentlemen, the illustrious individual to whom I allude is a pearsonal 
friend of my own. It is to bis exertions, extending over a. long 
series of years, that I owe my present position. He insi&te<d that 
I should he pemoitted to descend. He is the greatest man of hhis -or 
any other century. He is the hero of not a hundred but a thousand 
fights.” 

The dawn began to break, and the voice of the great Commander 
grew faint. 

“ He is the grandest Roman of them all. Need I say that I 
mean— I mean 

And then came daybreak, and tbe Duke was sHent. 

The two officials looked at one another, and repeated, ‘“The 
greatest man of this or any other century,’ Why, the Duko mnst 

have meant” And they whispered the name of th& most 

renowned Sage the world has ever known. And they were right— 
I the Duke dzdiaean Mr. Punch ! 


In last Saturday’s P. IT. Gazette there is an account of how, years 
ago, Mr. Dion Botjcicault wrote and produced a Passion Play, nim- 
s3f playing ^Pontius Pilate^ bedad, Borr! This sounds as if tte 
Irish Dramatist had ont-heroded Sirodiade. 
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THE NEW CRAZE. 

Jhr<yoincyil Maimg&r (to Smn of Aristocracy^ who has come to commence). “ So, ny Lord, you 're here AT J*Ast I Wb *yb had 
TH6EB BbHEARSALS WITHOUT YOU, AHD IT *S PRODUCED TO-MORROW. 1 SUPPOSE YOU ’VB BEEN StUDYINO SINCE YOU ’VE BERN HERE f ** 
Lord PlantagefMt (pleasantly), “Oh— ah — ^NO, I *vb not bequn yet. The pact iB*^-^(still Tnore pleasantly) — “I *d ho idea that 
PlUMBOROUOH WAS SUCH A JoLLY PlACB ! ’* 


^^LOOK AT THE CLOCK ! ” 

A Lay or the ITatiohal Liberal Club. 

A little d la Ingoldsby. 

“ Look at the Clock ! ” quoth W. G-. ! 

(As the Two Thousand liberals crushed in a block). 

** I will ffive our good Tories a piece of adTioe,— 

‘ You ilowooaoh Eeactionists, look at the dock I 
The Two Thousand Eads had been dining like one, 

Pitching into the piles of cold Yiotuals like fun, 

The biggest of Babels. 

With miles of long tables, 

Stretching out in square acres of red, brown, and drab, 

Till they looked like a Salisbury Plaiu of “ dressed crab,” 

There were Eads from the North, there were Bads from the 
South, 

All united and strong— in the matter of mouth. 

There were Bads from West, there were Bads from the East, 
Who were all of one mind — as ooncendng the feast. 
Northcountryman “ jannock’’ from Tyne or from Humber, 

Or Southron^ as cool as fresh out cucumber. 

All one, all m war-paint, all “ dead on the dishes, 

Most down on the bottles ; the oddest of fishes 
That e’er the Aquarium 
Held, and to vary ’em, 

Ladies, aloft, like the “ Cherub ” of Dibdin, 

Yet not in such cage as their sisters are oribVd in 
At stuck-up St. Stephen’s. 

^ But hold I “ Odds ’’ and “ Evens,” 

Deserting their tables, and leaving their grub, 

&owd, duster, and clamber on stool, and tub. 

The exuberant collar, the sparse silver shodc. 

Are up I Cries the Orator, “ Look at the Clock I ” 


There are Clocks of all sorts and all sizes we know, 

And some are too fast, and some are too slow. 

And some go too quickly, and others won^t go. 

They licked Charles the Firth, the great Monarch ; but oh ! 
The Political Clocks are the wildest of all, 

Aud to synchronise ” them is a task far too tall 
For the Grandest Old Man or the Grandest New Club. 

The Conservative Clock is too slow. But the rub 
Is that Libmral Clocks will not go aU together, 

Two Thousand co-feeders may seem well in tether. 

But just cast before them Contention’s big bone. 

And you ’ll find that each clock keeps a time of its' own. 

Ah, me I the Great Orator’s seU must now know 
The Conservative Clock’s not the only one slow. 

There are others a hit “ behind time ” ; on that night 
They seemed going together, and all going right, 

But the next^ at 1*30, St. Stephen’s chime 
Marked what he had rightly called “ accurate time,” 

Yet the Liberal Clocks who struck steady and true, 

Stood at Two Eighty-Nine against Two Ninety-Two 1 
And the Orator, manfully hearing the ^ock, 

Must have found a new meaning m— “ Look at the Clock ! ” 


A Foreionee visiting London for the first time, thought he was 
doing the right thing in directing the Cabman to take him to Lin- 
coln’s Inn, as he meant to order a room at one of tibe ** Inns of the 
Court,” which ho presumed were hostelries patronised by Boyalty. 


Extract from Mrs, EamsbothanCs New Cookery Booh : — 
cammt too strongly recommend for household use the oommon 
Botiphar^ without which, always on the fire, no French family 
exists.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EEOU 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ April 30. — Think we know a 
man when we ’ve had him with ns daily throngh three Sessions. 
There ’s Randolph, for example. Anyone asked what sort of a man 
he was, would probably answer, “Amusing, interesting, audacious, 
pert, but shallow.” That shows danger of hasty judgment. To- 
night Randolph presented himself in new character. Exceeded 
Attornet-Gteneual in legal lore, Mr. GtLADSione in philosophical 
research, and Mr. Beresfoed Hope in ecclesiastical knowledge. 
Late Lord Macaulay nothing to him for world-wide erudition. 
Showed himself intimately acq.uainted with all Eathers known to 
scholars, and one over. This was Orf-gen, 

“Thought I knew ’em all,” the PjaEMiEE murmured, fixing 
admiring gaze on youth opposite; “but who is this? Unearthed 
him from some ory-ginal source. Must look him up.” 

Randolph’s triumph eclipsed, later, bjr that of Joseph Hiliis, 
equally remarkable in its way. At midnight proposed to adjourn 
debate on Affirmation Bill. Conservatives objected. This makes 
refreshing change. Ordinary custom is to object to prolongation of 
Adjournment when Government want to go on for another hour or 
so. Kow, under necessity of proceeding with Customs BUI, Minis- 
ters agree to adjourn early. J. B. asleep when fun commences. 
Generally gets an hour or two’s snooze about this time. “ The 
question is, that debate be now adjourned.” The Conservatives, 
having had their little fling, desist from Opposition. Then Joseph 
comes to the front, and takes natural position of Leader. Shouts 
out, “ No ! ” Friends and countrymen near him attempt to stop 
him. Shake him, punch him in the ribs, shout expostulation in his 
ear. But Joseph only the more loudly cries “ No ! ” 

Sir Arthttr Oiway thinks in circumstances he maj[ declare 
Adjournment carried, and does so, simultaneously vanishing from 
Speaker’s chair, where he has sat in the absence of Sir Henby 
Brand. Then storm bursts forth. Deputy-Speaker evidently made 
a mistake. Joseph Gillis radiant, Abthub O’Connob argumenta- 
tive, Mr. O’Donnell sarcastic. Irishmen insist npon Sir Abthub 
I OrwAY coming back, and doing penance. Either that or his head 
on a charger. After long wrangling, first alternative accepted. 

I Depnty-Chairman explains mistake, expresses regret, and Joseph 
Gillis soothed and triumphant, the more so as by this time it is too 
late to do any business. 

Bminess done^ — ^None. 

Tuesday,— 1 have been in this House, man and boy, for forty 
years, Toby,” Mr. Newdegatb said to me in the Library just now, 
where I found him looking up Luorethts ; “ and, though I say it 
what shouldn’t, I have the satisfaction of knowing that I’ve opposed 
most things that are now a part of the daily life of our constitu- 
tional system. One thing I have noticed is, that whenever a 
distinguished Member makes Latin quotations, there is for next 
fortnight or three weeks a run upon the Latin poets. Greek’s 
different. There’s only Gladstone, and was Lowe, who could 
manage that. But if it ’s a Latin tag, we ’re sure to have a shower 
of them. Fact is, I was just looking np one myself.” 

This prophecy from Our Own Jeremiah abundantly verified. 
Young Dawnay dawned npon the House this evening with quite a 
collection of Latin exercises, more or less well done. Mr. O’Don- 
nell inspired new feeling of respect in bosom of Joseph Gillis by 
trotting out a couple of lines. Bat the great success of the evening 
was Dr. Lyons. This eminent person, who combines prescription 
for the State with advice to private patients, bestowed much care 
upon oration. 

“ You needn’t mention it, Toby,” he said to me (and of course I 
won’t), “but I’ve spent three hours among old prescriptions 
looking up a few lines suitable for occasion. Rather think I shall 
fetch the House.” 

Unfortunateljr, no House to fetch. Members properly horrified 
at suggestion of curtailing the debate, but they won’t remain to 
hear it. Only five Members present when tne Lyons’ oration 
delivered. Fine effect. The extracts from the prescriptions jndi- 
eiously.dxopped in here and there. But plum saved for the last, 
and sympathetic cheers came from the five Members as Dr. Lyons, 
with outstretched hand and voice tremulous with emotion, declaimed 
these magnificent lines— 

** Magna est vis consnetadinis I Natnram'expellas 
FurcSL, tamen usque xecurret. Lsb’or omnia vincit, 

£t liters scripta manet. In totidem verbis— 

Lex loci; lex scripta ; lex taUonis ; lex terrse ! ” 

Pi^ Gladstone not present to hear this. Been away most part 
of night, like ordinary people. Towards midnight, having spent a 
cheerful eveniug, Drummond Wolff came in. Very angry to find 
Ministers absent. 


“They ought,” he says, invoice that made Deputy Chairman 
tremble, “ to be in their places to hear the arguments of Honour- 
able Members.” 

Feeble laugh from Radicals below Gangway. But probably no 
laughing matter. Drummond means to look up precedents, and see 
if he can’t impeach Ministers on this indictment. 

Business done, — None. 

JFednesday, —'Rouse of Commons continues to be model of busi- 
ness assembly. On Monday night debate on Affirmation Bill stopped 
at twelve o’clock in order to make progress with Customs Bill and 
other Orders. From twelve till two occupied in considering whether 
Bill should or should not be considered. At two o’clock thought it 
time to go home, and went. To-day, House should have met at 
twelve. Forty Members not forthcoming till ten minutes past one. 
Then Motion made that Committees sit to-morrow at two instead 
of twelve. Argument thereupon, and division, which took np an 
hour. 

ShaR get on nicely at this rate. Mr. Bright says, in his 
pleasant way, it’s aU the Conservatives. “ Set of men, Toby,” says 
he, “ who profess to worship God, and desire to worry the Govern- 
ment,” 

Business done, — London Parochial Charities Bill read a Second 
Time, and referred to Select Committee on distinct understanding 
that there shall be no hurry about considering it. 

Friday, 2 A.M.— Met Lord Henry Lennox crossing Lobby after 
Division, holding right hand out as if it didn’t belong to him, and 
was carrying it off to drop it over the Terrace into the river, or in 
other safe place. 

“ What’s the matter, my dear Henry? Cut your finger ?” 

“No demmit,”said Lord Henry, looking at offending member 
with comicalest expression. “It’s that fellow Callan, doncha. 
Happened to be standing near Mm at Bar when figures announced. 
Most extro’nary man. First of all jumped up into air as if dyna- 
mite had exploded in nnintended quarter, then seized hold of me, 
and insisted npon shaking hands. Not pleasant, doncha, especially 
as didn’t happen to have a glove on. Shall be more careful in 
future. Always wear gloves when any chance of Government being 
defeated with help of Irish vote. Never know what ’ll happen. Ta, 
Ta I Just going over to lavatory, doncha. Suppose it isn’t closed 
yet?” 

And Lord Henry stiH holding out his hand as if he ’d picked it up 
somewhere, and wasn’t quite sure it wouldn’t off, ambled off. 

Glad this Debate is finished on any terms. Been deadly dull, bnt 
fiare-up in last moments made np for fortnight of depression. 
Biggest House in my time, and maddest. Eensington in first. Been 
teUmg in Ministerial Lobby. Plain to see from his face that 
Government had lost. 

“ Whoever scores three hundred will win,” Richard Power said 
before dinner, and I find no man who takes sounder view of chances 
than Richard. Resigned office of Whi^ fortnight ago, but is himself 
again to-night in prospect of big Division. 

Tellers from other lobby still tarried. Every minute should mean 
half-a-dozen votes, and for nearly three minutes Mr. ^lman stand- 
ing at the end of table with figures of the Opposition waiting for 
night or Lord Richard Gbosvenoe. The last arrived first, handed 
in Ms checks, and bore away slowly to the right. Then the Con- 
servatives and the Irish knew they ’d won. Fell on each other’s 
necks ; bellowed in each other’s ears ; waved hats and handker- 
chiefs ; and seemed on the whole gone mad. It was then Mr. Callan 
leaped into the air, and coming safely down, insisted npon shaking 
hands with Lord Henby Lennox, whose responsive smile was some- 
thing memorable. 

Business done.— Affirmation Bill thrown out by 292 votes against 
289. 

Never saw Sergeant-at- Arms in such low spirits. 
Generally the cheeriest of men. To-night, met Mm walking slowly 
off to dinner. 

“ Nice state of things tMs, Toby, dear boy,” he said, in hollow 
tones. “ Here ’s Bbadlaugh comes up, stops at the Bar, delivers a 
speech, walks away quietly, no hands across, and np the middle to 
the Mace. No struggle on the fioor of the House, no battering of 
hats, tearing of coats, and breakage of stylograpMc pens. No more 
good old times. Don’t care how soon I go now, if things are to he 
sneaked through in this way ; ” and, with a profound sigh, that once 
Gay Old Warrior marched on. 

Business dene.— Mr. Bbadlaugh provided with splendid oppor- 
tunity of advertising himself and his works. 


Poor Brother Brush I His picture was hung right away np at the 
top. On Yarni&hing Day he thought it had varnished entirely. Bnt, 
having mounted the loftiest ladder in the room, he found it, and 
began toucMng it up. He said that the “ile” he used on this 
occasion was the “ ile of Skye.” 
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IHE APriRMATION DEBATE 
IN’ A NUTSHELL. 

Fibsi to rise is '‘Trathfol Jahes,” 
Stating: Ministerial aims. 

Next the House mth dnlnessi 
drenehes 

One who speaJcs from the Cnoss 
benches.” 

Then emphatic Mr, IiiiNawoMH 
Adds of reasoning a poor shilling** 
worth, 

And by jibes that scathe and bum 
Shows that even aWonais will 
turn! 

Soon the veteran Q-. 0. M. 

Tries the twaddle-tide to stem, 
Quoting— to make matters wuss— 
VoLTAiBB and Ltjceetixjs. 

Then the doughty Mr. Hibson 
Showers buffets Beadlatjgh’s 
ribs on ; 

And Lord R., without apology, 
Joins bad law to worse theology ; 
Proving, by his modest merits. 
That the ** mantle ” he inherits 
Of the boys who, so to speak, 

Have the bald-head Prophet 
“cheek.” 

Follows next the scronneling 
Of Northampton’s “second 
string.” 

Stanhopb wiles an hour away 
Saying, “Here’s nothing left to 
say.” 

Cnapiin airs his erudition. 

And O’Bbien talks sedition. 
Noethcoib ffres hisparting gun, 
Answered by Lord Haetington. 
End is— Cabinet is beat, 
BbadIiAXTgh cannot take his seat. 


Mbs. Rah8Botha3c understands 
the Bradlaugh business perfectly. 
She says that she herself has some 
sympathy with him^ as she always 
finds a difficulty in saying the 
Affirmation Greed in the Prayer 
Book. 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 136. 



DUTIES TO DUMB ANIMALS. 

De. Lyon Platfaie, in the 
House of Commons, once pro- 
claimed that “Man’s Duty to 
Man is greater than his duty to 
beasts.” Certainly, says every 
carnivorous (if rational] human 
creature. If my duty towards 
my beast were equal to my duty 
towards my neighbour, I could 
eat no beef, or any other butcher’s 
meat, or poulterer’s meat, or fish- 
monger’s meat either. I could 
not be a party to the slaughter 
of any kind of animal for my 
food. I should have a duty 
towards my pig, and be bonnd to 
do to him as I would be done by ; 
but sometimes, in playful earnest, 
I give my neighbour “ a regular 
roasting.” So would I treat my 

pisr. , 


LOCAL OPTION. 

“ Local Option,” yes, its meaning 
Is indubitably clear ; 

If a man has any leaning 
For a tankard of cool beer, 
After any arduous labours. 

He ’ll be rudely told to drop it 
By his sour Teetotal neighbours : 
Local Option’s sure to stop it. 

You may wish in moderation, 
Claret, sherry, or champagne. 
If the folks in your “ location ” 
Choose it, why you must abstain. 
With Teetotal “fads” we’re 
bitten. 

This tyrannic law’s adoption 
Would make slaves of every 
Briton, 

That’s what’s meant by Local 
Option. 


SIR JAMES T. INHHAM, 
The Eagle Bbax of Bow Sfeebt. 


Nake poe the Licensed 

ViCTIJALLEES’ DePENCB ASSOCIA- 
TION.— The Tipple Alliance. 


THE NIGHT OE WATEBLOO (PLACE). 

(IHeiract fr<m “ Childe Mashet^a JPilgrimageJ') 
****** 
Thebe is a sound of devilry by night. 

And England’s capital has gatherea wen 
Her weakness and her wantonness, and bright 
The lamps shine o’er rouged women and pale men ; 

A thousand hearts beat feverishly, and when 
There saunters by the slim stiff-collar’d “ Swell,” 

Hard eyes look venal love on him whose brain 
Is dry and void as ap. old walnnt-sh^. 

But hush I hark ! a big boom sounds like a sudden kn ell. 

Did yon not hear it ? No^ ’twas but the wind, 

Or the swift Hansom rattling down the street. 

On with the orrie ! Late ? Oh, never mind. 

V‘ won’t go home tiR morning.” Life is fleet, 

^d happy rhymes with “ Chappie.” Ah, that ’s neat ! 
But hark 1 that booming sound breaks in once more, 

And the colossal “ chuckers-out ” repeat 
iV ^ ^ ” andpoittt towards the door. 

All out I Twelve-thirty. Yes. By Jove, a beastly bore I 

And there is aimless rambling to and fro, 

^d satyr langhter, harpy eagerness ; 

cheeks are cool which one short year before 
Had Mushed at sight of loud lasciviousness. 

there are sudden wh^ers in the press, 

SimstCT signs, and laughing low replies 
Which may not he repeated ; all may guess 
Tne evu meaning of those mutual eyes. 

Upon so curst a night what hideous morn shall rise ? 


And there is mounting in hot haste, the steed, 

The obsequious driver, and the “ two-wheel-ar ” 

Go clattering westward with impetuous speed ; 

And cads haU-druuken close in wordy war. 

And the deep-throated “ Peeler ” sends afar 
His “Pass along, please ! ” and the hiss and hum 
Die slowly out, nil the last Swell’s cigar 
Trails off, and home to den in square or slum. 

Low cursing through red Ups, slink Babylon’s Rahab sonm. 

Authority looks on, and calmly leaves 
The open orgie, the nocturnal mass 
Of flaunted profligacy. Yivibn weaves 
Her spells right weU or Mebiin is— an ass ; 

Bull the most patient ox that e’er munched nass. 

Such shameless scenes what other cities show? 

Would Boglerry and Y&rgea have let pass 
Such saturnalia of the social foe, 

Whose breath so many hopes hath blasted and laid low P 
###*## 


Ween does a Musician go in for a game of chance P — ^When he 
plays Bach. 


Senoe Saeasaxe, ^e violinist, has been a brilliant sucoess— 
monks to his relations with his musical Cusins — the Eng- 
lish Cusins, not Cusins Herman. At first great interest was 
aroused from the pronunciation of the name. People heard that 
Saea Saety was gomg to play the violin, and got their ideas mixed 
np on the subject, confusing Saea Besnhabdt and Casltlb’s Sartor 
Reaartm^ wmoh last, for aught most of them knew, might have 
been an oratorio, a flddler, or the Latin for Bteshed Yenison. 
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A HANDBOOK OP KNOWLEDGE. 

No. X.— The Haiedbesseh. 

Q. What is a Hairdresser P | 

A* A compendioiLs proof of the imperfection of Nature and of the 
inadequacy .of Art. 

Q. Is not that answer more oracular than intelligible P 

A* Possibly. A re£>ly at once clear and concise cannot, in the 
nature of thmgs, be given. The subject is one to be approached 
rather by description than by definition ; to be dealt with, like a 
heavy dinner or a large army, rather in detail than en hloc, 

Q, Why, then, do you consider Hairdressers to be evidence of the 
imperfection of Nature P 

A* Were Nature, in the human sphere, perfect, our hair would 
not require cutting any more than the coat of a dog. On the other 
hand, were Art equal to supplying the deficiencies of Nature, it 
would long since nave devised some means of divesting us of our 
Buperfiuous hirsute growth other than that ordeal of hideously 
unpleasant processes suggested by the very name of Hairdresser. 

Q. Is there not some exaggeration here P 

A, The tortures of tonsure are incapable of exaggeration. 

Q. Perhaps you will proceed to justify these sweeping assertions a 
Uttle in detail. 

A. The processes of the Hairdresser’s art are, from beginning to 
end, necessarily destructive of those two things which alone render 
life endurable. 

Q. What are these P 

A* First, the feeling of Comfort ; secondly, the sense of Dignity. 
The profoundly sensible ideal ** oUum cum dignitate ” is abso- 
lutely incompatible with the actuality of being shaven or shorn-'at 
least as men from time immemorial have submitted to be shorn or 
shaven. 

Q. How is this P 

A. The sense of dimty departs from the victim on the very 
threshold of the Hairdresser’s entry. Human courage— nay, even 
that far stronger thing, human assurance in its highest Mght— is not 
equal to the task of walking into a Hairdresser’s “ saloon ” with the 


calm and unfeigned confidence with which a man may— for example- 
approach a battery, or pass through a pest-house. 

Q. Why should this Tbe so ? 

A. The sense of impending humiliation is so strong upon him. It 
springs into birth at the first disquieting thought My haib wants 
cutting I ” It doubles in force when— after long delay— he is forced 
to the conviction, “I must have my hair cut! ” It is at its crisis 
when, with furtive slink or self -betraying swagger, he enters the 
tonsorial torture-chamber. After crossing that Enbicon of ignominy, 
it continues, but it cannot increase. It is perhaps even lessened by 
the dull callousness that comes of self -surrender to shame. 

Q. How is this sense of humiliation engendered P 

A. By experience of two things 
1. The diaracter of the Haimresser. 


1. The character of the Haimresser. 

2. The nature of the professional “ processes.” 

Q. What are the characteristics of the Hairdresser ? 

Am Those naturally produced iu a man who has your personal 
comfort and dignity at his mercy, and your ear, as a cnannel to your 
pocket, absolutely at his command. 

Q. Absolutely, did you say P 

Am Practically so. You may leave a theatre, or even, in emer- 
gency a church. You may tear yourself away from a button-holding 
bore, or a nagging woman. But you cannot escape from a barber’s 
chair. Once seated and swathed therein, once snipped by shears or 
scraped by blade, you are committed to endurance of all the personal 
indignities, and all the mental tortures that the most blandly im- 
pertment, ignorantly loqnaoious, and intrusively ** pushing” Hair- 
dresser cau infiict. And these are many and sore. 

{To he contiwaed^) 


Mobe Judges required. We don’t want to hear so much of 
Chancery Division as of Chancery Multiplication. 

— 

Motto fob the Natiohal Ltbebal Club. — “ Pommery soit qui 
mal y penseP 

“Bibboit’s Declestb akh Fall.”— a tipsy Teetotaller. 




228 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[May 1 >, 1883 . 


CHESS j OR, ALL ON THE SQUARE. THE MUSICIAN OP THE PUTUBE. 

“There ’s many a trae word said in chess.” — The Merry Dutch-Chess, {IMtU Tragi-Gomedyy now in Active Rehearsal.) 


At this moment, when the Chess Tonrnament is tournamcntmg so 
many minds, we publish our Prize Problem, involving a Komance of 
Chess,— in fact “ the same old game : — 



Blacil to Mate White in one Mote, if White lets him. 

!£'s first move. K pawns (five pieces!. 

K with K T move from B. sq. (No. 29). 

K with K T at Q. 

K takes B and S. 

K T with K to Castle. Forced-mate ; White-mate ; Black-mate, 

K executes a Stein way Gambit with K T, to a Giuco Piano. 

K offers to mate K T. 

X T takes K. 

K T mated by White Bishop to K at ch., and K is kept in perpetual check 
ever afterwards. 


EESEAECH WITH HUMANITY. 

What could the excellent Earl of Shajtesbubt, speaking ex 
cathedra at the last Anti-Yiviseetion Meeting, have meant "when he 
told his hearers that “ they did not find in the Bible any authority 
whatever for that hideous curiosity which prevailed so widely in 
G-ermany, and, he believed, to a very great extent in this country ” ; 
and what did they understand the noble and venerable Earl to mean 
when they received that declaration with shouts of “ hear I hear ! ” ? 
They could hardly have wanted to be told that the Bible contains no 
authority for any curiosity at aU, as such, to say nothing about 
curiosity of a hideous nature. What sort of curiosity is it that good 
Lord Shafiesbitby detests so extremely that he calls it hideous Y Is 
it the sort of curiosity which prompted John Huhteb to make ^ose 
experiments and observations that led to so many improvements and 
advances not only in Anatomy and Physiology but in practical 
Surgery ; the curiosity which likewise moved Sir Chablbs Bell to 
investigate the nervous system, and, for example, to discover the 
distinct origins and connections of the sensory and motor nerves ? Is 
the curiosity of wanting to know the secrets of animal life, with a 
view to the promotion of medical and surgical practice, “hideous” | 
in the sight of a Nobleman who, celebrated as a friend of his species, 
may be presumed to be a friend of his own species first, and the 
lower creatures af terwards ? 

Somebody tell the Earl of Shaetesbtjrt, as to Sir Charles Bell’s 
great discovery respecting the nerves, that it “required an extensive 
series of experiments on living animals which long deterred biTn 
from carrying them into execution.” This, however, he was at 
length enabled to do through having invented “humane methods of 
proeednre,” for the gratification of a curiosity which surely no one 
but someone with such a very fixed idea, or fad, as Yivisection on 
the Brain can possibly account hideous. 

Given humane memods of procedure, and is scientific Yivisection 
any more cruel than Yivisection as practised in killing a pig ? We 
do, as a nation, kill a good many pigs daily ; but the Doctors may 
reafiy say We don’t kill a guinea-pig every day ; or, if we do, 
we kill him by a comparatively very humane method of procedure.” 

New Bootpolish for Mashers.— “ Mashtie Yarnish.” 


“ The Royal College, in developing the musical genius of the country, will 
do a great work ; but its establishment at once directs public attention to a 
supplementary and scarcely less pressing need, and that is the foundation of 
a permanent Metropolitan home for National Opera .” — Daily Da^er, 

ACT I. 

A Fuhlic Street in the neighbourhood of the J^yal College of Music, 
Enter Yictorious Composition Scholarship Candidate, accompa- 
nied by Fond Parent and enthusiastic Friends, 

Fond Parent {embracing him). Heaven be praised, my dear boy, 
for this successfid issue ! Strange that a Bathing-Machine Driver’s 
child should suddenly have lighted on such a glorious future I 

Victorious Candidate, It is, my good father, most strauge. But, 
thanks to your discrimination, and to your noticing the peculiar fact 
that, even at the tender age of three, 1 could pick out one of Bach’s 
f agues on the kitchen tumblers with a ooal-hammer, I was despatched 
iu good time to this glorious Institution, where now £150 per annum, 
board, lodging, a suit of clothes, and instruction, stimulate my 
genius, and make me worthy to bear the promising name of Wacner 
Donizetti Smith with which you, in my infancy, so judiciously 
and appropriately christened me. 

Fond Parent, True, my clever modern Orpheus I However, now 
ou may indeed, as you say, be worthy of your modest name. And 

shall live to see not only your first but your twentieth Opera take 
this vast Metropolis literally by storm. 

Enthusiastic Friends, And so shall we ! Heaven bless you 1 Only 
send us plenty of paper for the Upper Boxes, and we will rally to 
support you, we promise you, right heartily. Three cheers for the 
College and for the triumphant genius it is about to foster. Hip ! 
hip ! hip I hurrah ! 

\,They chair the Successful Candidate, making way for five-and- 
forty othersy equally successfuly who also emerge in triumph 
from the College as the Act-drop falls, 

ACT II. 

An interval of seventy-jive years is supposed to have elapsed 
since Act I, 

The Scene represents the Interior of a Police-Court, As the Act- 
drop risesy an Aged Offender is helped into the Dock, 

Magistrate [angrily). What! here again I And on the old 
charge, I suppose, Mr.— what ’s your name ? 

Aged Offender [fireaking down). Smith, your Worship I Wagner 
Donizetti Smith. 

Chief Clerk, The usual thing— begging. He has been up over and 
over again. And he ’s not the only one. We have had twenty-seven 
of them this last week. 

Magistrate, Yes, I know the nuisance is getting intolerable : 
and I must make an example. Fortunately, the “Indigent Com- 
posers Act,” passed last Session, enables me to do it with effect. 

[^Defers to it. 

Aged Offender [in tears). Have pity, Sir, on a poor, worn-out, 
deluded, disappointed, despairing old Musician. I didn’t mean any 
harm— indeed, I didn’t. 1 was only trying to sell a few of these 
about the streets, and singiog some of my own scenas to help ’em off. 
[Produces nineteen original English operas y with orchestra scores 
complete,) But nobody will have ’em ! 

Magistrate [irritated). Certainly not, Sir. Who do you think is 
going to take an English opera when there ’s no house at which to 
produce it ? You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Sir, at your time 
of life, for writing them. 

Aged Offender, At my time of life! Why, I’m onlytwo-and- 
ninety. 1 may still have my chance !— still have my chance ! 

The Clerk, That ’s what tiiey all say. The College turns out a 
lot of them, every blessed year, able to do nothing else — ^but music ; 
and as there ’s nothing but the Chinese Opera House ou the Em- 
bankment for them, ^Aey’reno good; so they wander about in 
shoals and starve. _ Why, there were three hundred of ’em carted 
i off the Emi CTa tion Commissioners only last month. 

Magistrate, Well. It is a very bad case. Eeally the Colle|;e 
oughtn’t to do this. However, Society must be protected. Six 
months. 

Aged Offender, Thank your Worship. Thank you. Bat it 
isn’t the fault of the College. And many years ago there was one 
praiseworthy effort, I know, to help us. But if the Government or 
somebody had only started a proper National Opera in the heart 
of London on a sound and permanent basis, an English dramatic 
composer need never have come to this. No, he never need. 

Magistrate [more kindly), Yery likely not. But, as I said just 
now, Society must be protected. And now, I ’ll take the next case, 
[Aged Offender is removedy to be brought up again on a simiket 
• charge that day six months as Curtain falls. 


O* TO COKREfiPOKDBNTS.— In no case can Coatri&utious, whether MS., Printed Matter, or DraAvings. be retnmeil, 


nnlesa accompanied 
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AN IMPRESSIONIST. 

Bikes always wsiss Blice Glotss tob the sake ot Eookouy, 


MRS. GAMP ON THE ^^EOTAL RED CROSS.^’ 

Deast me» Betsy Prig, times is altered ; as alter times will, in a wale, 

Which sieh “ projiss ” is too much for me, as am old thongh still ’arty and 'ale, 
As I says to my friend Mrs. Harris, toe used, you and me, dear, to nuss 
Long afore that Miss Nightingale’s days, but no Queens didn’t decorage us. 

The Royal Red Cross ! G-oodnidge gragions ! it took all my breath away, slap. 
As is all very well for a sojer or ’igh milingtarial chap. 

But Nnsses I Lor’ bless us and save ns, onr buzzums I ’m sure shonld^expand 
To see onr profegi^ so honoured along o’ the fust in the land. 

Wich I read it last night in the Standard, a paper to wich I am partial, 

A Cross, my dear sonl, and a ribbing as grand as some dock or neld-marshal, 
Enamelled in gold and in crimsing, Her Majesty’s portrick, yon know, 

With cipher and crown all permiskus, and tied on the breast with a bow. 

Ah, Betsy, it ’s plain we was born, you and me, arf a centry too soon ; 

If we two ’ad bin nussing to-day we ’d ’a piped to a different toon. 

Wich the worrits of mouthlying, Betsy, was wns than the wust that ’s heknown 
To the ’orty young orspitUe chits as ’ll claim this ’ere cross as their own. 

Wich “Faith, Hope, and Charity ”’s writ outhe arms, so they say. Ah, my 
dear, 

We needed the three on ’em constant, and suthing chucked in, in our speer. 
Wot with wile aggerawacions pashents and mississes given to scold, 

We two ’ad onr crosses, ah, yes ! thongh they wasn’t in crimsing and gold. 

Then Nnsses was Nusses ; not bragian, trim, tidied-up young bits o’ things. 

We took to it nateral-like, as the young sparrers takes to their wings ; 

We ’adn’t no “training” nor “stiffieates,” Betsy; we knowed what we 
knowed, 

And the rest wasn’t nothink to nobody. “ Projiss,” my dear ? that be blowed ! 

It ’s drattedness, that ’s wot it is. Wot with skienoe and sanitry stuff, 

Their soaps, Oopni’s fluiges, Cloryform, ’error of darknige and fluff, 


There can’t be no cumfort in nussing ; sech ways I could 
never abear, 

So it’s well we are out of it, Betsy; it’s well we’re 
clean out of it, dear. 

Nussing Sisters, forsooth ! Nussing £ddlesticks ! Stuok- 
uppy, slLm-waisted gals, 

As a cotting umbrella would shock, with their natty- 
print gownds and fal-lals. 

No snuff, and no snacks, and no snugness ! Jest fancy, 
my dear, me or you 

With a chit o’ that sort for a pardner I My sweet 
creetur, wot should we do ? 

And they ’re to ’ave crosses, and ribbings, and bows, and 
good gragions knows wot, 

Wich we never get none of no sich, my Betsy, oh, 
snttingly not. 

The profegion seems turned topsyturvey, and every- 
think ’s going contrairey, 

As may be called “ projiss,” my dear, but seems all stuff 
and rubbidge to Sairby. 


NOCTES AMBROSIAN-®. 

Following the example set by some of our contem- 
poraries last week, we hasten in their own style to give 
the interesting historical particulars of the latest Ehights 
on record 

Mr. George Grove, D.C.L., was born at a place com- 
monly known as Clapham. He constructed the Chester 
and Holyhead Railway with the assistance of Mr. 
Stephenson, directed the entertainments at the Crystal 
Palace, hence his degree of D.C.L. — ‘‘ L.” standing for 
Palace— and wrote a dictionary of Musicians from A to Z 
—while exploring Palestine and inventing the soup which 
still bears that name, during which time he occupied his 
leisure in editing MacmillarCs Magazine and revising 
the Old Testament. He sings three songs in excellent 
style, and, in order to encourage him to add to their 
number, he has been made President of the Royal CoRege 
of Music, where his various crotchets will come in useful, 
and is now* Sir George Gbote the Good Knight. 

Mr. George Alexander Macfarben, chosen for the 
honour of Knighthood, selected London for the place of 
his birth, and was reared on Macfarrenacions food. He 
was educated at the Royal Academy of Music, has com- 
posed much excellent work. He may prefer to be a 
Knight Ont. 

Dr. Arthur Suluvan (according to the JD, T,) was 
not born at all to begin with, but returned to England 
about nineteen years after. He has written the oratorios 
of Box and Cox, Trial ly Jury, Patience, Pinafore, &c., 
but it is with compositions of a loftier character that 
his name will be linked. He played Poker with the Yice- 
Chancellor of Cambridge, and was, in conseQ[nence, made 
D.C.L. His hymn to the Trustees of the Doughty 
Estates, commencing “JjT Doughty Deeds, was highly 
popular with the “Gentlemen of the long robe” who 
used to sing it as a catch, three in a (Chancery) Bar. He 
is still a Bachelor of Music, though wedded to his Art. 
Rise, Sir Arthur ! 


MAY-DAY. 

{A Dirge for any Uurnber of Voices,) 

Spring’s delights are now reviving, 
Hoar-frost hangs on each green spray; 
Horrid fogs are late arriving, 

Welcome fires, ’tis nip-nose May ! 

Hail is telling ohill and^Jrear, 
Cricketers their woes disclosing, 

“ Maiden overs ” view with fear. 
Cricketers, &c. 

These delights that mark the season 
Make a man of i^oets tire i 
These chill hours, if s]^ent with reason, 
Should be spent beside the fire. 

Come, then, watery “ creases” leaving, 
From the damp grass turn away ; 

For East winds our hopes deceiving, 
Make us curse this beastly May 1 
Chorus— Qome, then, &e. 
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OPENING OE THE NEW EISH-MAEKET. 

I THOUGHT how mucli the old Corperation was in^emest in'pretendmg to htiild a new Pish 
Market in Smithdeld in oppersltion to blooming Billingsgate. As I said to Jim, the 
'Whitechapel Coster, was it likely as they would go for to oppose their own old Tennants 
who was a-paying on ’em threepence a foot a week, in order to support a lot of new ’iins 
who was only to pay tuppence ? Why, of course the thing was absurd, and I quite agrees 
with the Lohd Mayoh that nobody but a stupid could believe it, so I spose as he saw 
through it from the beginning. But I did think as they ’d have done a little summat more 
than they did, just to set the pot a-boiling, if they didn’t mean to keep it going for lon^. 
But lor bless us, it was just a lark I About eleven o’ Clock in drives the Lohd Matoh in his 
Coach and 4 and the 2 SherefPs with him, and one ITnder Shereff, as a Policeman told me, 
tho’ they all looked much alike, except as the IFnder-uu had the biggest Coach, with 
2 policemen and the City Fidd Marshall in front of him, and with the 2 sweUs in the Coach 
with him to carry his sword and his septer, and there he fmds a lot of common oounseUers 
all a-waiting for him to open the New Fish Market, which had been opened ever since 
4 o’clock ! And how many shops full of dsh and how many stands fall of jQLsh did he dnd 


there? Why, of course I hardly expects 
to be beleeved, but I’m gormed if there 
was more than six of one and half-a-dozen 
of the other. 

I think as I’ve heard that at dirty, 
sorowged, swearing and tearing, hut yet 
jolly old Billingsgate, that we generfiJly 
gets between four and five hundred tons of 
fish a day. Well, I think I can give about 
as good a gness at the weight of a lot of 
fish as many people^ and if there was a 
nounoe more than Five Tons, blowed if I 
wouldn’t bind m^rself to live on fish for a 
whole week, tho’ it ’s a article of food as 
I don’t much patromse, preferring chops 
and steaks and such like. 

The poor Lonn Mayob looked I thou^t 
rather ashamed of the whole affair. He 
didn’t say much, how could he after he had 
called all the Committee a lot of stupids, 
and they all looked grumpy and down in 
the month, and all got away as quick as 
they could, not one of ’em as I believe even 
so much as buying a bit of fish just to give 
the new Market a bit of a start. There was 
several of our joUy old Billingsgate boys 
a grinning away like mad to see what a 
reglar Sham the whole thing was. Old 
Jach Benkett, as we calls him, was there 
of course, he ’s always everywhere I ’m told 
wherever two or three hundred people are 
gathered together. My friend the Police- 
man told me as he lost a beautiful gold 
watch last week at some meeting, while he 
was chatting with the Archbishop of Cah- 
XBRBURT, and that he has offered 20 G-uineaa 
reward for it, and Bobby added with a grin 
as it would be about the best advertisement 
as he had ever sent out. Of course I don’t 
know what he means. 

Well, presently the Lobe Mayor and 
the Sherins and tlhe Under Sheriff and the 
Common Councillors they all stands in a 
row and Sir John Bennett he goes and 
puts himself right in front of ’em all, and 
sure enough they was all photograffed and 
then away the^ all went. 

But lor to think of the difference of what 

gate after reb&Zing it some ^ew years 
ago I There wasn’t even a fiag or a band of 
music or a blue silk Common Counsellor 
there on Thursday, and if it hadn’t been 
for jolly Sir John who was all over the 
place, there wouldn’t have been a single bit 
of fun in the whole dreary business. 

Ah! I always said as they’d find our 
Billingsgate hoys rather a hard nut to 
OTSLok, “They’ve got the Men, they’ve 
got the Fish, they’ve got the Money too 1 ” 
Our only fear is that the public are not 
quite such fools as some people think 
they are ; and if once they &d that they 
can come to this nice, clean, tid^-looking 
Market, without getting all their clothes 
spoilt, and without hearing any of our very 
powerful, but rather fishy language, and 
without being shoved about all over the 
place, and can bu;^ their fish pretty rea- 
sonable, praps things won’t be quite so 
comfortable like as they have been for many 
years past for the Billingsgate Salesmen, 
the Billingsgate Bummaree, or for such as 
me and my palls. jqj. Muggins. 


SiGNOBiNA Tua, a charming and most 
graceful violinist, has made a successful 
debut this Season. Sir Arthur Sulhc- 
VAN at onoe pronounced his opinion that 
SiGNORiNA Tua was a wunner : but Madame 
Norman Neruda seemed inclined to com- 
pare the young Lady’s style with her 
own, and observed that there was “ all the 
difference between Mea and Tua.” 




OUB BOTAI COLLEGE OF mrSIC AND INTEREATIOEAL FISHEEIES COHBINATXOE CABTOOE. 

AjUON PLATIHO THK SOALXS TO TEB FiSBZS. 
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FEDORA 


TAPPY.” 


Lady who so flops, and falls, and bumps, and bounces, and clings, 
and pulls, and hauls ; and who, regardless of the proper uses of 


A BEENHAEDT-BEEnE OE HALE-AJTD-nAIJF ChEONICLB. 

M. Saebou’s Fedora, carefully transferred from French to English 
by Mr. Hbemaot Mbeivale, has been produced, as all the London 
Theatre-going world knows, at the Haymarket Theatre. Mr. and Mrs. 
Banceoet, having confidence in the Victorious Saebotj, purchased 
the acting-right of Fedora, and had then to discover an English 
equivalent for Saea Beenhaedt, Fedora" s original representative, for 
whom, and for whose eccentric idiosyncrasies the part was written. 

The Haymarket Management pitched on Mrs. Bbekaeb Beebe for 
their Fedora, and we are bound to say that, jud^flg from her first 
night’s performance, this Lady has thoroughly justified the confidence 

» placed in her by the Banerof ters, who in the 
first instance may have selected her on account 
of a certain vague facial resemblance to Saea, 
mainly due to the tonzled fashion of hair, so 
that they may be said to have been taken by 
tibat refreshing mug of Beere. 

Fedora is a trauslatable, hut unadaptable 
play, for Fedora adapted would cease to be the 
1 Fedora created by Saedott, aud vivified by 
Saea Beenhaedt, in whose hands Saedott’ s 
creation hecame a living, moving— very moving 
—creature, endowed with all the Sara-Bern- 
hardtian gifts, graces, tricks, and manners. 
^ i ^ ^ Whether Fedora had to he transferred to the 
^ American, English, Dutch, or Q-ermau Stage, it 

Beere drawn with a was absolutely necessary, in order to insure 
Head. the' same success already achieved at Paris, 

to procure an Actress who was willing to | 
allow herself to be prepared, as is the photographer’s plate, to 
receive an exact impression, and reproduce a true portrait of the 
great ori^ual. An Actress so constituted was found in Mrs. 
BEEiTAEn Beebe, henceforward to be known as Mrs. Saea-Beeit- 
haedt-Beere, who, as Saea cannot learn sufiolcient English to play 
Fedora herself in London, becomes her substitute at the Haymarket. 
where we had the pleasure of applauding every pint of Beere, and 
“ ohalaking ” it up to her account. 

Those who have never seen Saba will probably he quite satisfied 
with the excellent imitation which Mrs. Saea-Beeb^baedt-Beeee, 
by close study, thorough appreciation, and earnest work has been 
able to give. Appearance, to a certain extent, is in her favour : 
voice, style, and want of experience are against her. Had we our- 
selves never seen Sara’s 'perfoimanoe in this or in anything at all, 
we fancy we should have recognised in Mrs. S. B. Beeeb’s rendering 
of Fedora a struggle between Nature and Art, which had resulted 
in a temporary compromise, A deep-toned masouline voice is not 
J* an excellent thing in woman,” and inability to modulate it or to 
in^e into it the true tone of pathos, must produce a monotonous 
effect on the ear; while perpetual restlessness, unreasonable and 
mexplicahle changes of attitude (for which no one has been prepared 
by any previous description of the Frinceas Fedora" e characteristics 
given in the play) weary the spectator, and distract his attention 
from whatever the real serious interest of the situation may be at the 

moment. Sara can do all 
this perfectly: like the 
dogs that ” delight to 
hark and bite,” it is her 
nature to.” But though 
Beer is associated with 
hops, Mrs. Beere is not 
at home in skips and 
jumps which seem me- 
chanioal and are more or 
^ ' less awkward. 

Beere ratber Flat. „ we seeing Mrs. 

Saba-Beeneaedt-Bbeee 
for the first time in our lives when she was playing Fedora, we should 
have said this Lady is fashioned by Nature to he an exceptionally 
powerful Lady Macleth : she is masculine, commanding, deep-toned, 
tall, hard ; she has not any of the tenderness occasionally evinced in 
the purring manner of the feline Fedora, but she has all the charac- 
teristics of the Thane of Cawdor’s wife. 

Eevenge is the key-note of the play, which is unrelieved by any 
duplay of passionate love, or strong motive of generous self-sacrifice. 
There is in it no honest, wholesome love-interest ; for though Loris 
and Fedora become lovers, yet, as presented by Mis. Sara Beek- 
h.^t-Beeee, and Mr. Coghlaet, we may well exclaim, sure such a 
pair were never seen so totally unfit to meet by Nature, except 
they come together for a jolly good row. 

as ^yed, or walked throTXgh, by Mr. Coghlae on the first 
»JBhj^(we hear he has “ not been the same man since,” but has 
considerably improved the performance)— appeared to he rather 
bored, and, we own, very naturally so, by the gushing Eussian 



" ' utel Do remein- 

Anny Evolutions (Airs. B. B.) and Eeserved Force 8^0 

(air. C. Coghlan). not the diapha- 

nous, lithe, electric 

belle, Saea, aud it doesn’t suit you, you know— it really doesn’t ! ” 
Though Mr. Coghean is worth two of Pierre Beeton-, yet, as 
Fedora's lover, who has to make it, as Mr. John Clayton would say, 
“ All for her,” a copy of Pieeeb Beeton was really required as a 
companion picture to the copy of Sarah Bernhardt. 

Now, take Mrs. Bancbopt as Countess Olqa, Was it possible for 
this inimitable Actress to be anything but original ? Her originality 
is herself; and she would have refused point blank to copy the 
French Actress who was the lively original of Countess Olga^ Mrs. 

Bancroft would have said, “No; I am 
going to play this my own way, and I 

Countes. Olga (Mrs. Ban- . 

croft), a mMUngaging thieved StlocffiS, Sir 1. matatuig 
person. & e ® g]ie would give Mr. Bancroft, 

her own reading 

of it, and fearlessly challenge comparison. So, when Mrs. Banoeoei 
played a part founded on a character that Madame Chatjmont had 
made her own, she played it distinctly in her own style, and there 
was not a trace of any imitation in it of Madame Ohatthont, whom, 
we believe, Mrs. Bancroft had never seen in that part. 

Again, Mr. Banceoet did not think it necessary to reproduce the 
individualities of the French Actor who played Jean de Siriex, 
Fedora's confidential friend and chorus, but, quite unrecognisable in 
his wonderful “ make-up,” he seemed to he somebody else giving a 
clever imitation of Mr. Bancroft. 

Miss Julia Gwynne, late of the Electric Savoy Light-headed 
Corps, shone as D mitri , the picturesque Page-boy, or Eussian 
Buttons. Mr. Beooefisld seemed to be speaking excellent Eussian 
as the Chief Policeman Ghretch, probably some relative to the Eus- 
sian Executioner Jack Ghretch, Mr. Fitzpatrick— hedad, Sorr- was 
quite at home as a guest, and Mr. Shedley as Jlf. Mouvel appeared 
as a Haymarket old-stager, playing with ease and elegance. The 
piece altogether is ]^laced on the stage in such a style as leaves the 
Parisian mise^en^scene nowhere. It has been a plucky venture on the 
part of Jean de Sibjex Bankeoff to invest in Eussians; bnt no 
expense, trouble, or pains has been spared ; and as a great cuxiosity 
has been aroused by its Parisian reputation, all London will go and 
see it; and that will be a good enou^ result for some time to come. 


P'i" 


Sir I. X. imitatuig 
Mr, Bancroft. 
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GLEANINGS FROM THE PAPERS. 

ScEJcns— of a First-Class Failway Carriage on a Suhurban 
Line. Deahatis PisitsoBrjii — Baowjsr and Jones, who have 
hurriedly glanced through their respective Journals. 

Brown. Ifot very nmch. to iaterest oae ia to-day’s papers, Sir I 

Jones. ITo, Sir, you are ri^ht ; but one or two items seemed to 
strike me. I see that in the World case they have obtained a decree 
nisi. 

Brown. So I saw. And Ghaeles Eussell showed cause why it 
should not be made absolute. Now what effect will that have ? 

Jones, Well, that is a difficult question to answer: and I may 
mention, as a matter of fact, that they report these law cases in such 
an extraordinary manner, that it always puzzles me to know which 
side has gained the day. Now, what is a decree nisi 9 

Brown. Wasn’t it a rule nisi 9 

Jones. A decree and a rule are the same, I think. Are they not ? 

Brown, I do not know. Bat it doesn’t matter. A rule or decree 
nisi is a rule or decree nisi until it is made a rule or decree absolute. 

Jones. Exactly. Then a rule or decree absolute is a rule or decree 
absolute after it has been a rule or decree nisi. 

Brown, Precisely so. {^Silence, 

Brown, Bad business this about the Becuanhas. 

Jones. Shocking. But what can one do ? 

Brown. The very question I have asked myself. Does the ques- 
tion lie in a nutshell ‘r* 

Jones. Of course not, my dear Sir, or you and I would not be 
puzzling ourselves over its solution. 

Brown, Admirably argued. What will the Government say ? 

Joyies. Bismaeck. 

Brown, Ah, if he puts his foot down it is all right, but will he ? 

Jones. There it is. If he does, there is peace in Egypt. 

Brown. Egypt? I had an idea that the Becuanhas were the 
natives of Madagascar. 

Jones. I won’t be certain. 

Brown, More will I. At any rate, we must wait and hope. ^ 

Jones. That is my motto too. \_Silence. 

Jones. Good speeches those at the Eoyal College of Music. 

Brown, First-rate, Millais and Leiuhtot and Feith in great 
form. 

J^ones. One moment. Those were the speeches at the Private 
Yiew of the Academy. 

Brown. Of course, of coui’se. But I was confused between the 
Koval Academy and the Koyal College of Surgeons 

Jones. Music. 

Brown, Ah yes, of Music. How carefully you do study your 
papers, and what a memory you have ! 1 am no use at all. 

Jones. Don’t run yourself down. I certainly try and master the 
contents of my daily, but I gather from your conversation you do 
the same. 

Brown. But unsuccessfully, j What do you, now, consider the 
aims of this Mnsical School ? 

Jones. To encourage Music, 

Brown. And a very good object too 1 How will it be worked out ? 

Jones. The details are hardly to hand, but the general idea is good. 

Brown. None could be better. I was very much struck with it, 
speaking for myself. 

Jones. 1 too was highly pleased at its originaHty. ISilence. 

Brown. Are you much of a theatre-goer ? 

Jones. Not very much. Are you? 

Brown. Moderately so. Is there anything else worth seeing ? 

Jones. I believe that that fellow— -what ’s his name, I always for- ' 
get it— is extremely good. 

Brown. So I have been told. And I hear that the piece at the — 
tut, tut, I shall not remember my own address next— is very funny. 

Jones. So I read. [^Silence. 

Jones. So they have got another of these Irishmen. 

Brown. So I am glad to read. It serves the scoundrel— see, it is 
Timotht, isn’t it? 

Jones. I think so. No; isn’t it Joe? 

Brown. ’Pon my sonl, I tbink you are right ; hut these Irish 
names are very troublesome, being aU so much alike. 

Jones. They are ; and the trials are so very long. Anyhow, I am 
glad to know that justice has been done. 

Brown, So am I, heartily. \Silence. 

Jones. There has been horse-racing at Newmarket this week. 

Brown. Yes. It is astonishing how these meetings spring up. 
Were you there ? 

Jones. No. I only care for the great races of the year. 

Brown. That reminds me the “ Derby ” is at hand. Next week, 
is it not ? 

Jones. Or the one after. Ah ! a grand race ! 1 must have my 
five pounds on my fancy I 


Brown. Well, once a year I do the same. Do you think any horse 
is certain to win ? 

Jones. It is hard to say. And you ? 

Brown. I haven’t quite made up my mind. Hullo ! here ’s town ! 
Good morning I [^They separate. 

Brown. A remarkabljr well-read man ! I shall cultivate him I 

Jones. Au admirably-informed and close-thinking person ! I shall 
try and travel with him always in future I 

THE COMPLETE LETTEE-WEITER ON THE NILE. 

-Mt DEiE TeWEIK, 

I HAVE now the pleasure of forwarding you my General 
Report on the present condition and future prospects of Egypt. I 
might have comnaLUuicated it to you, accompanied simply by one of 
those Official Despatches, of which I fancy you have received a good 
many since my arrival in the country. Our friendly intimacy, 
however, enables me to address you through the medium of a private 
letter, which has the great advantage of not aetaally binding Her 
Majesty’s Government to the views expressed in it, while if every- 
thing turns out satisfactorily, they can then claim the full credit 
of the policy which I am about to expound. 

I cannot, of course, expect that your Highness wiU endorse every 
sentiment in my Report ; but as I have no desire to be held personally 
responsible for all the recommendations which it contains, I am 
I anxious that people should think that the projected reforms men- 
tioned in it are exclusively the outcome of your own generous and 
enlightened nature, although I dare say that many of them will 
occasiou you and Cheeie Pasha a little surprise ! 

It is, of course, a source of deep regret to me that I should be 
obliged to run off to Constantinople, and spend a week or so in 
London en route^ instead of remaining to witness the intense grati- 
tude of the Egyptian “Fellaheen” for the unexampled blessings 
which they now enjoy, which include the payment of the Bond- 
holders and of an indemnity of somewhere about a million sterling. 
I confidently anticipate that in a short time your Highness will 
be enabled to ^ve through the streets without much fear of instant 
assassination. 

Alrea^ I have to'congratnlate you on the progress which has been 
made. It is true that gross official corruption, the misuse of arbi- 
trary power, and a thousand injustices prevail. What of that? 
Your Highness must have noticed before now, the cheering fact that 
this is the best of all possible worlds, and that everything is for the 
best in it. The material tranquillity of the country is absolute from 
cue end to the other, if we except the rather dangerous tumults 
which have recently occurred at Port Said, the consequent excite- 
ment at Cairo, and the open rebellion of the False Prophet in the 
Soudan, This tranquillity is entirely'due to your Highness’s benefi- 
cent measures, and not in the smallest degree to the presence of a 
British garrison capable of crushing a revolt at its very outset. 

As for those Fellaheen, who are still inconsiderate enough to com- 
plain of oppression, the knowledge that the use of the “ kourbasli ” 
has been declared illegal, should surely console them for any actual 
hoggings they may have undergone. Should they still have the 
bad taste to continue complaining, then I fed convinced that the 
announcement that in a few weeks the elaboration of a Few Ci'vil 
and Criminal Code will be completed, ought to draw tears of heartfelt 
joyjand penitence from their eyes, 

lour Highness’s generous bestowal of free aud Representative 
Institutions is just what 1 should have expected, considering the 
very strong hints I have frequently dropped upon the subject, and 
the fact that it will be perfectly easy for your Highness to disregard 
any recommendations which your Representative Assembly may 
take upon themselves to make. The solution of most of the other 
problems in Egyptian reorganisation will rest with the distinguished 
Europeans, whom you have so kindly— again at my suggestion — 
attached to the various Departments of State. It is^ impossible to 
suppose that with powerful coadjutors^ your Highness should 
ever for a moment feel a doubt as to the perfectly independent 
position that yon so ably fill. 

Fiimlly, I do not hesitate to assure your Highness— but, as I 
remarked before, qmte in an unofficial sort of way— that the present 
arrangements are intended by Her Majesty’s Government both to 
succeed, aud, what is still more important, to endure, an* intimation 
I which I am sure your Highness is quite acute enough to comprehend 
in all its significance. D-ef-h-h. 

THE LlVISra CHE39 TOUBHAHENT AT HENGLER’S. 

Turn about aud walk about, a rare fine Show, 

Make your figures stalk about and play Chess so 1 

Gualitt and GuAimTT.— The three new Musical Knights axe 
quite equal to a Score. 




A FELT WANT. 

EligibU Young Aspirant. ‘‘And do you eba-lly appeovb of Gymnastics foe Yodno La-dies, Mes. PEENDEBOAsr? 

JProvd Mother, “I do, indeed, Mr. Mildmay, and always have. I can assdeb you that thbee is not one of my 
Daugetees that couldn’t knock down bee own Pathbe ! 


I've bounty for all, but your Bings intercept it 
Before it can reach those who need it the most. 

They 've the rule of the sea, when you ought to have kept it. 
A thought that should check my Beitannia’s proud boast. 

Here ’s largess ! Just look at it ! Ocean is teeming 
With quite inexhaustible harvest of hsh, 

In number past counting, in worth beyond dreaming, 

And free to the world ; such at least is my wish. 

But the harpies of Commerce are ever beforehand 
With poverty helpless, with dulness inert. 

They take triple tithe e’er the wealth reaches your hand. 
You ’ve now a fresh start. Shall it be a mere spurt ? 

The poor, ah 1 poor souls, how I pity them, standing. 

To chaffer for refuse ; the dregs of my wealth, 

When the pick of my hoard they might all be commanding. 
Snatched from them by Capital’s sinister stealth. 

The harvest is bountiful, opulent, stintless, 

And none need be gleaners— there ’s plenty for all ; 
Miraculous dbraughts from my sea wide and printless 
Are yours,— if you’ll only respond to my call. 

St. Anthony's eloquent sermon was bootless ; 

Will men be as dull as the stock-ffsh or cod P 
Shall Neptune’s weU-meanmg remonstrance be fruitless ? 

Will Sense shut its ears to the ancient Sea-god ? 
Bemember, when shouting in mighty applause of 
Your big Exhibition just opened Ihis May, 

You have one other task— ’tis to shut the huge jaws of 
Trade’s big greedy sharks who “prefer the old way.” 


The Bavey Cahb,” recently brought before the sitting Magis- 
» at Bow Street, has nothing to do with Mr. Bbadlaugh and 
Oaths Bill. 


THE HARVEST OP THE SEA; 

Or, Father Neptune* s Sermon to the Fish-eaters, 
Neptune log. 

When worthy Saint Anthony preached to the fishes 
(Of course I was present to hear the discourse), 

They listened intent to his words and his wishes, 
Expressed with such unction, applied with such force. 

But alas I as we ’re told by his poet-reporter. 

Although so impressed, so delighted were they, 

The fish did not follow their saintly exhorter. 

Because, after all, “ they preferred the old toay / ” 

And men are like fishes. Verb, sap, ’Twere irrational 
Mttch to expect from a sermon atone. 

But there is a text in your great International 
Fisheries Show that a Sea-god must own. 

A Show 80 colossal, so grand, so complete, is 
ftuite worthy a visit or two, I ’U he bound ; 

I should very well like to step over with Thetis, 

And one or two Tritons, and take a look round. 

But I am not a shore-going fellow ; my function 
Is wholesale purveyor. I leave it to you 

To fetch and distribute. I see with compunction 
You make a poor job of it— save for a few. 

Great hopes are aroused by your great Exhibition, 

They ’U utterance find on the opening day ; 

Bub some thrive on things in their present condition. 
And they, like the fishes, “ prefer the old way.” 

It ’s a very had way, marked by greed and stupidity, 
Wicked monopoly, prodigal waste. 

You want common-sense to contend with cupidity. — 
Isn’t it time that you gave ’em a taste ? 
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OUR ACADEMY GUIDE. 



No. 341. — School of Dramatic Art. Pupils rehearsing. 
Note Chief Pupil on Stage right. 


No. 170. — ^Fiddle-de-dee. "We are a Merry Family. 
Private Parties attended. 


No. 342.— Guy Fawkes* Day in the 
Mountains. Holloa, Boys, 
here’s another Guy 1 ’* 



No. 842.— Singing Tiger at a Monster Concert. 


No. 13.- A Booty -ful Person. Probably 
a Waukenphast Advertisement. 


No. 156. An Election stthiect, which might he called “ A Blank 
Canvas 

*** It may have been intended byrthe Artist as a hint to one of the Acade- 
micians, whose work is in the same line, suggesting how much better it would 
have been had he left the canvas on his easel as he first found it. 

No. 240. Lord Woxseiey r^retting that he had not been cast for 
a good part in Mr. Atjotjstus Haebis’s Yovih at Drury Lane. 

No. 249. Performing out of St, Jameses Sail ; or^ Saif Sours 
toith the best Lunatics, 

No. 250. A Stout “ Bed Line ” ; or, The Last of the Vhiforms, 

No. 299. A Collarable Imitation, Portrait of ,Jfr. Gladstone 
on the morning after the rejection of the Affirmation Bill. He looks 
Affirmationly BiUions. 

No. 302. “ The Saunt of the Moor-SenP Suggests that the 
Artist, Mr. W. ^y. Capptn, should paint a companion-picture to 
this, and call it “ The Suncle of the Spring Chicken,^^ 

No. 324. The use of the rod to spoiled children. 

No._330. Barly Lays, Child after her first glass of wine regards 
the kitten, and determining to be a member of the Blue Eibbon 
Army, whose decoration is round Kitty’s neck. 

No. 334. Eminent Amateur rehearsing Samlet^ with property- 
skull. 

No. 344. Feeble old party in his second childhood has been per- 
mitted to play battledore and shnttiecock by the hour. Having 
exceeded his time, he is putting grandfather’s clock back. 

No. 370. Nymphs and Fauns, 

No. 390. *^Jbl sor o’ chap. Shall take pledge ^morrow ; Join blue 
rib— all n’.” 

No. 391. A Beater, 

No. 436. My First Toothache, 

No. 476, Reverend Gentleman preparing for extempore preaoh- 
mg. Closes the book and says, “ How can I recollect that verbatim f ” 
Dedicated to Stokes on Memory, 

No. 484. What ’« the lectsi I can give without being considered 
stingy 

No. 748. ListurUng a pic-nic. 

No. 883, An Atoful Bore ! 


No. 267. — Mile. iEuta practising a 
Leap-Frog Ballet. 


NO BALL! 


Losd Harris, the most energetic of men, 

Desires the enforcement of Rule Number Ten 
In Cricket ; 

Insisting— a thing our Obstmetives might stare at — j 

That they who bowl straight and bowl swift shall bowl/fltV at 
The wicket ! 

Oh, pride of the emerald swards of green Kent, j 

Could you bring the ‘ ‘ fair play ” of the field and the tent ! 
To fcit. Stephen’s, 

Perhaps it mi^ht lead to a pleasant revival, j 

And parties might battle as fairly as rival 
Elevens I 

The difference there hetwixt “ bowling ” and “ throwing ” 
Appears clean forgotten, the mischief is growing 
Appalling. 

Of manly fair-play there is scarcely a tittle. 

It’s oh for a Rule Number Ten, and a little 
No-Balling I 

Mrs. Ramsroteam is astonished to hear that the Count de Cham- 
BORD is suffering from Fleabites. Her Nephew showed her the 
paragraph in the paper, but she only told him that Phlebitis ” was 
the French way of spelling it. 

Fancy at the Great Fish Show. 

That fish increases our supply of brain 
We ’ve oft been told by Sages. Well, we wish 
The Sages’ schemes may show the converse gain, — 

That brain increases our supply of fish, 

Mem. at Bubiingtoit House.— A picture may be “ capitallj 
executed ” without of necessity being ‘ ‘ well hung.” And vice versa. 
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THE WKW BAEONET. 

There are those who win 
their laurels victors in the 

Those whom all the people 
welcome with the paeans of 
to-day ; 

There are those too who win 
triumphs in the piping 
tunes of peace, 

As law-givers, or as scholars I 
in the lore of Borne and! 
Greece ; 

But who now has gained the 
Bed Hand, what may he 
his style, and claim 

To a place npon the roll of 
Honour, whence can come 
his fame ? 

Not upon the” field of battle, 
nor amid our human strife. 

Did this man gain fame and 
honour, though his right 
hand bears the knife ; 

Yet ’tia his to dare a combat 
while spectators ^hold their 
breath, 

His a never-ending warfare 
with the forces of King 
Death ; 

His the Surgeon's wondrous 
science which that grisly 
tyrant gnells ; 

Kitting is it that we hail him 
henceforth as Sir Spencrb 
WelisI 


Mrs. Bamsrotham says that 
the first time they pla:^ Gou- 
nod's March of the Marie An- 
toinettes at the Monday Pops, 
she will be there. She says 
she has only heard it once, 
hut it struck her that the 
style was so exactly suited to 
the subject. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 136. 



TEITUS AND MAES. 

“ The planets Venus and Kars 
are now very near each other.”— 
Astronomical Notes in the ‘‘ Atke~ 
ftteumJ* 

You're right, my most sage 
Athencsum, 

For surely to every man it 's 
duite plain that whenever we 
see 'em. 

They always are near, those 
two planets. 

When soldiers come home from 
campaigning. 

With spoils from Egyptian 
bazaars, 

Old sweethearts with ease 
they 're regaining. 

For Venus is true to her Mars. 

No matter though loves Ori- 
ental 

Have beckon'd the warrior 
to rest, 

He sails back to England, con- 
tent all 

His faith to repose in one 
breast. 

No other can e'er come between 
us, 

He cries, as he wins in the 
wars, 

For Mars is still constant to 
Venus, 

And Venus is true to her 
Mars. 


As to the right of persons 
to hold public meetings on 
the ojgen common of Peckham 
Rye, it has been decided that 
no Peokham Bye-oting can be 
permitted. 


SIB SPENCER WELLS, BART. ; 
Off, Sir Dispenser Wells, 


Unpopular Game at the 
Rotal Academy. — “ High- 
sky-higb ! " 


ATTRACTIVE BAIT AT THE INTERNATIONAL FISHERIES. 

Last Saturday saw— though not very clearly— the Ofllshial Opening 
of the International Fisheries Exhibition. It poured till nearly ten, 
and then the streets were filthy. But inside the building the 
arrangements were as perfect as possible. Uniforms— the naval pre- 
dominating, of course— stars and garters, ribbons— very few blue 
ones— and decorations everywhere. 

The leading points of the ceremony were a well-delivered speech 
by the Prince of Whales— (Ten Thousandth and last appearance of 
this absolutely necessary joke this week,)— with a hearty finish 
about an English welcome, which elicited some real English cheers. 
The essthetic Archbishop, lookinjpf as if his long locks were still damp 
after coming out of his own See of Canterbury, then read a prayer con- 
taining some appropriate Scriptural allusions— not a very difficult 
matter on such an occasion, though his Quite Too-Too Grace forgot to 
make mention of Jonah and the Whale. The orisons being ended, the 
choir struck up the Ancient Hundredth, “ All people that on earth 
do dwell,” which wn't at first sight suggestive of anything to do 
with the sea, specially as most people who on earth do dwell are 
probably indifferent sailors, and would rather remain where they are. 
They should have sung “ The Sea, the Sea, the open Sea,” which 
would have been a fine Free-trading Canticle, and as for the religious 
part of the ceremony, they should have engaged a few Sar-deans to 
do it. However, his Too-Too Grace is to be congratulated on not 
having seized the opportunity for a punning discourBe on the value 
of Soles, Shellfishness, aud so forth. 

Then the Prince declared the building open ; then more music ; 
and then the Procession returned as it came ; and the spectators 
returned, gradually, not as they came, thank goodness, which was 
vfith a g(^ deal oi scrooging and pushing, hut quietly wandering 
about noL the different Courts, mspectmg the Chinese models'' in what 
seemed to be one of the most cooomlete and interesting of all the depart- 
ments, and being, in another place, much exercised as to whether a 
black sailor standing with an oax in bis hand was a model, or real 
flesh and blood. Personally, it struck me that he was both, as, iu 


spite of a crowd round him, half afraid to touch him or to ask 
questions, he never moved a muscle, and even when it occurred to 
me to test him with a silver coin^ which 1 held up at some little 
distance from him, but distmctly visible, he did not budge an inch ; 
though this might have been accounted for by the thought having 
flashed across his mind that if he moved to take the coin, and so 
spoil the illusion, I should have moved, too, at a rapid pace, and in 
an opposite direction. 1 vdll not affirm that I should not have done 
BO ; but I can testify that he remained statuesque to the last, and 
that I left him the centre of attraction to an admiring crowd. 

Visitors being hungry and thirsty, thronged the fish dinner, at 
sixpence a head, which I could smdl at a distance (there is a good 
deal of flavour about the Fisheries), but into which I could not 
squeeze, as it was “full up.” The refreshment-rooms and the bars 
were crowded. 

The Fish-Market was an object of interest to many, who thought 
they were going to take home the best fish a bargain, but who found 
that as a rule they were selling at 'West-end prices, and ordy offered 
an inferior article at a less figure. This was a great disappoint- 
ment to all who had anticipated pointing a moral from a fish's tail. 

■When in working order, the place ought to be a "big success, and 
if Greenwich dinners can be done for a shilling a head, the Trafalgar 
and the other hotels may shut up for the season. 

The Scotch Fisher-girls were in great form, and doing a good 
trade in photographs. There were Norwegian Fisher-girls, and a 
dummy fisher-girl from Boulogne, watching over a dummy fisher- 
man lying helplessly on his back. Plenty of amusement, including 
picture gallery, aquarium, culinary apparatus, and working machi- 
nery. In the Picture Gallery the portrait of the celebrated 
Ohovt in oil is well worth seeing. Fueller detail on the earliest 
opportunity. 


With two Cartoons about the Fisheries, with Verses on the 
subject, and an account of the Opening of the Exhibition, this is a 
Fishy number of Punch. Quite an exception, of course. 
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CONSCIENCE. 

U , P. Elder , <‘The Mbbnistbk nebdna.’ *been that hatjkd eh hes Discoobsb. Thebe 'plahty o' Lbbaes i* Peebles foebyb Mb !’ 


TRYING IT ON. 

“If Lord Bbaconspield’s spirit could for a moment animate his Statue ! 
Lord E, Churehill, tJi /lisAriicle, '•^EhjaKs Mantle^' in Eortnightly Eeview. 

Scene— -4 Fublic Place , Time — The small hours after the House's rising . 

Present —A Bronze Stodne and a Small Personage in a Mg Cloak. 

Small Personage, Ha I There 's nobody looking ! Ho ! House 
dark ! <3-. 0. M. just turned the comer of Downing Street. G-ive 
him a corner he won’t be able to turn one of these days, or my name ’s 

not But no matter. Peeler’s footstep dies away in the distance. 

Nothing about but shadows and sleepy Cabmen. I will I ( Carefully 
arranges cloak around him^ and strikes an attitude at foot of Statue.) 
Ah ! Judging by my shadow on the ground, it ’s like— like. A 
little hng^ perhaps, but that ’s only a question of drapmg, after all. 

If only Ibis Statue were like the Yocal Memnon, now, and could 

'W'hat ’s that ? Sounded like a metallic chuckle, or as if one of 
Landseeb’s Hons were trying to roar, and couldn’t quite manage it. 

Voice. A thing that sometimes happens to other— lions. 

Small Personage {aside). By Jove, it is! Well, I mustn’t be taken 
aback. Shall one who stands the braying of so many live donkeys be 
shaken by the voice even of the biggest of dead lions ? Ho ; brass 
against bronze. Here goes ! (Aloud.) My Lord, as I have said 
elsewhere, ‘'Your phrases will bear any amount of mioroscopic 
examination ” ; the meaning of this particular one 

Voice, j^ply the microscope at your leisure. What is that you 
are— may Isay smothered up in P 

Small Personage, Ahem I— it is— a— well, in point of fact, a cloak. 

Voice. Tour own? 

Small Personage, Well— a— yes. 

Voice. Then I should— change my tailor. 

Small Personage, Thanks. But I— ah— Hke the cut, and— I may 
' grow to it in time. 

Voice. Provident, very! Second-hand, perhaps, and bought cheap? 

Small Personage, Ho ; had it madefor me, after a favourite pattern. 

Voice, It is one which, like Charity, would cover a multitude of — 
but you ’re hardly a sin, i^erhaps. More of a peccadillo, eh ? 

Small Personage (sweUingly), Anyhow, some of ’em hate me as 
though I were sin. 


Voice (softly). Hot original sin, at any rate ! 

Small Personage (aside). Confound him I Can’t cheek him— like 
Ceoss, or sit upon him— as though he were Stafpy. (Aloud.) 
Well, my Lord— if that is your title in your— ahemi— 
sphere, — you know imitation is the sincerest form of 

Voice, Impudence. Datjbiton, E.A., imitates Nature— at least, he 
says so —as Hamlet's players imitated humanity. I need not quote * 
you are doubtless as well versed in poetic as in patristic lore, and 
know your Shakspeaee as thoroughly as your— how do you put it, — 
Oeigeh? 

Small Personage, Ah! my Lord, your life inspires even whilst 
your lips deride. 

Voice (genially). Better! That life you say— elsewhere— “ may 
be painted in a sentence.” 

Small Personage. Ah! you have read my article in the J?/- 
Monthly Itevieto 9 

Voice. I will not say read. But there is a sentence therein which 
paints you. 

Small Personage. Which? i 

Voice, “Whenever, by an unfortunate concurrence of circum- 
stances, an Opposition is compelled to support the Government, the 
support should be given with a kick, and cot with a caress.” 

Small Personage, And what do yon say to that ? 

Voice, Only that borrowed garments seldom Ht well, and that 
eurrishness is not conrage. 

Small Personage, Will yon explain ? 

Voice, Ho. You are not dull, and explanations are. 

Small Personage, Since yonr departure, the party — election 
affairs, organisation, everything— has been going to the dogs. 

Voice, Will that be remedied by relegating it to the puppies ? 

Small Personage, But you yourself were vigilant, bellicose, 
tenacious, unsparing ! 

Voice. I fought with lions. But not by snapping and snarling at 
their heels. To imitate Launch s ill-conditioned Oa&, is not to 
imitate me. In politics there is a wide difference between young 
Ishmael and a gamin of the gutter, between the sling-and-stone and 
mud-flinging. The Mantle of Elijah is too big for you— at present, 
but youthful cleverness may fight a good fight under the “ Mantle 
of Fidelity.” You’knxywjo'uiPercy^sJdeliqu^s? Verb, sap, [^Silence. 




240 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHA-REVA-RL 


[Mvy 19, 1833. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


E2CTR&.CTEO FEOV 


THE DIA.HY OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday Nighi, May 7.— Had a cliat with 
Sta-TETiET Hill to-nigTit about th.e Par West. Hon. and learned 
G-entlemau one time tbought mlglit be made Solicitor- Genera^l. 
Bat a grateful Government stopped short at making him J udge- 
Advoeate of the Fleet. u ij. i. 

“ If it had been Lord High Admiral » he says, I wouldn t have 
minded. But other thing a little obscure. So turned my atten- 
tion to ranching, and now own flocks and herds innumerable. Itougn 
lot of men out there; hard to, deal with. Threatened outbreak 
sometimes. Always quelled it in one way. Put on 
gown, carry in right hand patent as Judge- Advocate of the P^et, 
and go among them. Effect instantaneous, Boughest among them 
quelled. No more trouble for weeks,*' 

What I waut to know from the learned Kinoheman is as to pros- 
pects out there of useful Dog not afraid of work. Early riser; 
washing put out, and children not objected to. Seems to me the 
sooner we 're out of this country the better. Did believe our Fleet was 
pretty well, considering. Learn to-night this is qmte a mistake. 

Lord Henry Lennox ambling round the subject for an hour, 

“ like JIfr. Mantalini in the bonnet-shop,” Sir Thomas Brassey 
growls, in that sea-dog voice learned on board the Sunbeam. 
Couldn’t make much out o£ Lord Henry, except “ how very kind- 
nothing could he kinder— than everybody had been to him,” This, 
coupled with little reminiscences of the time, nearly two years all 
told, when he was Secretary to the Admiralty, together with what 
he said to his noble friend on a particular occasion, and what the 
Eight Hon. Gentleman said to him at some other time, made up an 
agreeable hour and a half. 

Quite at sea with Lord Henry. But afterwards a chorus of 
dismal foreboding from Sir John Hat, Sir Edward Eeed, Mr. W. 
H. Smith, and other great sea Captains. ^ All pointed to one con- 
clusion. We have no ships worth speaking of. Too fast, or too 
slow, armour too heavy, too light, or in the wrong place. Guns 
burst. Coal won't burn. Steam won’t “get up” in the morning. 
Dockyards inadequate. In short, we shall be knocked into a cocked 
hat, if Switzerland, Portugal, or any other Naval Power declared 
war against us. 

Before that^ day dawns I mean to be settled down on my own 
ranche. Business done. — ^None, 

Ywasday.— House of Lords debating question of Opening Museums 
and Picture Galleries on Sundays. Lord Dunrayen pleaded cause of 
intelligent working-man in moderate and lively ^ speech. But i 
majority of House shocked at notion, and Motion rejected by three | 
to two. The Bishops turned out in great force, making a fine show j 
of lawn on the Bench below Ministers. | 

“Looks as if it was wasbing-day, and they had got the clothes | 
out early.” Randolph says, gazing upon the scene from the 
Gallery. New Archbishop present. Looks JEsthetic. Got his speech 
ready. Intended when he came down to deliver it, but so nervous 
couldn't get it off. 

“Pity your Grace should have had all this trouble,” I say 
(always like to be polite to an Archbishop) ; /‘sure great loss to the 
world so much eloquence, argument, and common sense.” 

‘ “Don't think it wEl be lost,” said his Grace, sweetly. ‘ * Preaching 
shortly on the destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah ; shall be able to 
use up a good many of the passages.” His Grace ought to carry a 
lily or a sunflower. Notice his Grace wears his hair parted down 
the middle, like his predecessor. Suppose this is partSof Archiepis- 
copal full-dress. Ask Lord Rosebery. 

Yes,” he says ; “ you see it would not do to have in the Primate 
a man of strong ideas and masterful ways. When you find a man 
who has reached middle life and has never been able to decide on 
which side he shall part his hair, he is in the ranning for the 
Primacy. * Au juste milieu ’ is the motto for Canterbury.” 

Lord Cairns much pleased at result of Division. 

“It's not, Toby,”, says he, “as if I asked working-man to do 
what I wouldn't do myself. Never go into my ovm picture gallery 
on a Sunday. Look it up on Saturday night. Also, after midnight 
every Saturday, turn rouud pictures on dining-room walls, in pas- 
sages, library, drawing-room, or wherever they might catch the eye 
on the Sabbath.” Business done in the Commons, — None. 

Wednesday. — “ I knew what would happen, when I let Pla.ypair 
biia| in those pots of Oleo-Margarine,” the Speaher said this 
eyenmg, as Lady Brand gave us a cup of tea. “ ‘They're only 
little ones,’ Playpair urged. * Yes,' I said, ‘ that 's true enough. 
If they were the size of a sponge-bath, of course you wouldn't bring 
them in.' Bat I weakly yielded; and now here's Broadhtjrst 
brought in a najl-making machine, which he calls an Oliver, and 
works away, to illustrate the Motion for the Second Reading of a 
BiR to amend the Workshops’ Act.” 


“Couldn’t you have got Winn to have given him a Rowland for 
his Oliver ? ” I said, seeing the Spbahbr was really distressed. 

“No,” he answered, sadly, “ that Winu-a do. The thing must be 
met by an Order of the House. It '11 grow, till place becomes sort 
of workshop, aud we '11 have to build a shed on^ the site of the old 
Law Courts to keep the materials for illustrating speeches. We 
shall have Labouchere next * bringing in a cobbler’s stall, and 
showing how they make boots in Northampton, whilst he pleads the 
right of the constituency to have two representatives,” 

House a little startled when Broadhttrst first produced his 
machinery. Thought it might have something to do with explosions. 
Bat only made nails. Most interesting process. You put a piece of 


iron-piping in at one end, turn a handle, and tenpenny nails flow in 
abundance from other end. 

“ Dear me ! ” said Bobby Spencer, who over the rmg-fence of his 
oollar watched process with childish delight. (Subsequently, in cloak- 
room, tried his hand with the machine, and made a few nails for 
private circulation only.) “Really charming: but should have 
thought it would have brought down the price of nails. Tenponce 
apiece seems a good deal, don’t you know.” 

Thing sure to spread. Daresay, in moving Agricultural Holdings 
Bill to-morrow night, Dodson will have a eolleotion of spades, 
mowing-machines, steam-ploughs, and a few drain-pipes. Interest- 
ing in its way. Makes the House a sort of suiierior Polytechnic ; but 
likely to become inconvenient as custom grows. Speaker 's quite 
right. He ought to have put down his foot on Play pair’s pots. 

Business *fone.— Miscellaneous. Threw out Broadhurst’s Bill, | 
ORver and all, by swingeing majority. 

Thursday iVtfirAi.— Grand Old Man in grand old passion to-night. 
Came upon him after Division on Clause 13 iu Customs and Inland 
Revenue Bill, thrown out by a majority of seven. Tried to get out j 
of his way. Thought it would be pleasanter to have a chat with him i 
some other time. But he “ was not to be denied,'' as they say in 
prize-ring literature when one Gentleman succeeds in planting his 
tist in particularly uncomfortable relation to the other one’s face. 

“ I want to know, Toby,” says he, his shirt-coUara flapping in the 
emotion of subdued rage like the mainsail of a yaeht when you 're 
luffing, or tacking, or doing something that makes the sail wobble, 
“ what I want to know is, who is to conduct the business of this 
country ? Is it me and my colleagues, or is it a few Gentlemen 
below the Gangway, who are what they call Independent. Here 's a 
case affecting detail of administration in Tax-gathering Department. 
Childers, on his responsibility, says it will work well, and save 
ASOjOOO a year. Objection taken on score of vested interests. Objec- 
tion fully met by modifleation of scheme. The Conservative Oppo- 
sition looking on, prick up their ears. They can't defeat us out of 
their owu ranks, but count on Land-Leaguers, aud if they can get a 
dozen or so of our men, they 're safe to run us close, or even defeat 
us. That 's all very well for them, but not for us, or for me. I can't 
carry on Government on those terms, and, what *s more, I won’t ;” 
and the Grand Old Man, with his head very high in the air, and a 
red spot on either pale cheek, strode off before I could explain that 
it, wasn't my fault. Glad to be safe out of it on any terms. 

Business done. — Another Government defeat. Early to-morrow 
morning, Dodson, looming dimly out of the Fog, explained details 
of Agricultural Holdings Bill. 

Friday. — Spent afternoon more or less agreeably in foreign parts. 
Grand Cross on first about Cuban Refugees ; then Wilfrid Lawson 
on Egypt. Finally, and appropriately, Ashmead Bartlett on 
India. Ashmead would have undertaken either of the other parts 
with equal readiness, but the others getting in first, took what was 
left. Grand Cross got on pretty well, no one daring to smile. In 
fact, scarcely anyone present either to smile or weep. General 
impression House might as well have adjourned yesterday. But let 
ns go now. 

Business done. — Adjourned till Monday, 21s. Derby Day the 23rd. 
So what 's the use of meeting, except at Epsom, tiR the 24th P 


A BRA.CING ATMOSPHERE. 

SpBAKiNa of Mr. Gladstone at the dinner of the National Liberal 
Club, the London Correspondent of the Sussex Daily Hem, says— 

“ A Btorm of cheering swept through the hall, and then the pale face and 
the leonine front, which have been seen iu the van of Liberal progress for so 
many years, were hailed with thunderous acclamation. The tossing sea of 
table napkins visibly braced Mr. Gladstone’s spirits.” 

Why all this praise of the “leonine front,” and no word about the 
leonine coRars? The “leonine front” in the van, savours, too, a 
Rttle of the menagerie. We have heard of the bracing effects of sea- 
air, but possibly a “ tossing sea of table-napkins ” may brace even 
more lightly. 

The cheers, the shouts, the hearty rapklns, 

The tossing sea of table-napkins 1 
But where was the Poet Laureate ? 


l|g* TO COHHESPOITDENTS. — ^lu no case can Contributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter, or Drawings, he returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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THE TURF GUY^D. 

Ract Sketches bt Bume-Crambo JrNiou. 



Summor Meeting. 


Ar-rirals and Latest Seratebin 


Taken and OfT. 


Wait for Age. 


Maiden riait. 


Javenile Selling Stakes. 


A Gallop on the Downs. 


Cannon went off with a Burst. 


A "Waiting Race. 



Archer called upon his Horae. Pulling up at the Bend. 


Beaten at the Distance. 


A Sweep’s Takes. 


so MUCH IMPEOYED! 

Little Vehicular Farce now being perforrtied with imme'iise success every 
afternoon not a hundred miles from Syde Farh Corner, 

Mr. and Mrs, Burlington Brown, who have taken a four-wheeled 
cab near the Marble Archy in order to be in plenty of time to attend 
a Conversazione, in Grosvenor Places discovered enjoying the fresh- 
ness of Park Lane as they proceed leisurely towards Piccadilly, 
Time— .4 little before 4: p,m. at the height of the Season, 

Mr, Burlington Brown [continuing discursive and enthusiastic 
panegyric on the local improvements). The change is positively 
■wonderful. You wouldn’t know the place ; and coming up from 
Kuightsbrid ge, I ’ll really defy you to tell where you are. ( Warming 
with the subject.) You seem to be entering a lovely well- wooded 
garden, winding deliciously away right to Westminster Abbey. And 
then if you’re going West, Bloggam— and be knows a lot of Artists 
and fellows of that sort, you know— says there ’s not a finer bit of 
architectural landscape in Europe than the corner there. You have 
the Hospital facing you, and those blocks, scaling— or -whatever they 
call it— right away down to the left. You should see it, as I do, 
coming home from the Club at night I Whjr, Bloggam says it beats 
the Piazza della Signoria at Bologna, or Yenice, or somewhere, all to 
shivers. And he ’s right. 

Mrs, Burlington Brown [pleasantly impressed). Dear me, how 
very clever of the Lord Chamberlain to have managed it so nicely 1 
[Noticing a sudden alteration in the pace of the cab.) But what a 
great number of carriages there seem to be out this afternoon ! I 
hope we shan’t be late for the G-urgotles ? 

Mr, B. B, Oh, no ! lots of time. [Looks at his WatcJi.) Why. 
we’ve seven minutes yet. You’re thinking of the old state of 
things, you know, when there always used to be that beastly jam at 
the corner of Grosvenor Place, that made you late for everything. 
All changed now. That’s the point of all this improvement: 
carting ofl the Old Duke and all the rest of it. [Again warming with 
his subject,) Oh, it’s capitally managed! You’ll see presently. 
They’ve cut one road somehow dean across, you know; taken a 
piece o£E the Corner, with a nice slope,. and a curve right down to the 
top of Thingummy Street that goes into Belgrave Si^uare, don’t 
you know ? and then they ’ve made another that curls the other way, 
to take all the back traffic ; and then there ’s one to relieve the Park 
entrance,— awfully well dodged, that ! And so you see it doesn’t 
matter where you ’re coming from or where you ’re going, there ’s 


no waiting, and jamming, and letting you through a turnstile, and 
all the rest of it, as there used to be ; but there ’s lots of room for 
everybody, and you just fall into your proper stream, and there ’s 
no more hitch than there is if you were on the Embankment. ( Cab 
comes to a dead halt.) Hum ! I don’t ever remember to have seen 
it.so crowded. 

\^Louks outy and watches seven-and-thirty omnibuseSy carriageSy 
coal-waggonSy cubSy drays, and tradeemetds carts pass from 
somewhere to somewhere else at right anglesy while a Police- 
man, who is superintending the procession toith a sense of 
proprietorshipy puts the hack of a white Berlin glove at 
intervals deprecatingly into the cab-horse' s eye, 

Mrs, B, B, [after three minutes and a half of it). My dear, I ’m 
sure we shall be late. Why, it seems as bad as ever it was. 
[Condng to the point) Worse, I think. 

Mr, B, B, Oh no,— it isn’t worse. It ’s all right. It ’s only 
temporary, -whatever it is. There must be some Yolunteers, or 
something. [Nettled ; with suppressed anger to Cabman.) Confound 
it, why can’t you get on ? 

Cabman [nut unreasonably). Get on ? I should like to see anyone 
get on in this here jam. 

{^Advances his horse by way of experiment into neck of Proprie- 
tary Policeman. 

I Proprietary Policeman, Now then. Back, will yer ! What are 
you up to P Where are you a drivin’ to ? 

[ Was about to let him move on, hut, on rapid refiectiony again 
places the back of a white Berlin glove at intervals depreca- 
tingly into cab-horse's eyCy and al lutes another procession of 
thirty-seven more otnnibuseSy carriageSy cahsy coal-waggonSy 
carts and drays to pass on from somewhere to somewhere 
else at right mtgles in obstructive ease, ^ 

3Ir, B, B, {after another six minutes of ity in which he has taken 
with more or less inaccuracy the numbers of three separate Proprie- 
tary Policemeny an Omnibus ConductoTy a couple of Qahmeny together 
with the addresses of the owners of seven private carriages and of 
a butcher boy, — recanting with warmth). It ’s scandalous, mlamous ! 
D— d bad management, that ’s what it is ! [ Glares at a landau, 

Mrs, B, B, Well, it ’s no use exciting yourself now, whatever it 
is— for we ’re late for the ConversazionCy — as I said we should be I 
[And she ’« righty for spite the descent of the Iron DahOy the disap- 
pearance of his familiar arch, a perennial smell of pitchy the 
wonderfvdreliefofthe traffic at the “ Corner,' there ’« something t.tt 
wrong at Hamilton PlacSy and the sooner it is set right— the better.) 
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SOPHISTICAL. 

B&DelUr, “*TrsHLL*T th* Whishky s’mttsh— issh th’ illabtlitt t’ oally it 
HAKE8H A MABL ’pPBAR ” [SitsdoWTlJ 


oua OFFISHIAL GUIDE. 

Part I.— Preliminary and Artistic. 


Fibst catok youp Catalogue, wHoh, containing, as it does, only about eigbt 
hundred pages of printed matter, is admirably adapted for the pocket of any 
'waistcoat large enough to admit it. Having secured your Catalogue, remember 
that you are in search of hsh. Produce the excellent plan you will find at the 
commencement^ of the tiny little volume, and, if with a companion inclined to 
panning, beg him 'to let oif all his side-splitters about the names of fish, such as 
“sole ideas,” “getting a comfortable plaice,” “taking to his eels,” “herring 
and straying,” at once, and have done with them. 

On your road to the land which was once known as Brompton, but which 
now boasts an infinitely “ genteeler ” title, you will discover that the local 
colouring is unqnestionably nautical. You will meet boatmen by the score ; and 
whenever you get to a cab-stand, there you will find an attentive waterman. 
On the pavement you 'will notice that a fair proportion of the passengers are 
‘ h^-seas over,” and further observe that the houses have all their bliuds do'wn, 
no doubt to keep out the gaze of the public, “ g^aze ” being used here as an alter- 
native word to avoid a tautological repetition of the noun substantive “ see.” 
Pii^y, to generally suggest ships, there is not a single shop on the line of route 
without Its sales. So much for side-splitters, and now to business. 

Yon pass the turnstile, and find yourself in the department devoted to 

Pine Arts.” For a moment yon are lost in wonder. On both hands you see the 
most beautiful designs iu fresco, which you are told, in bold gold letters, are 
all painted on ** Willesden paper.” Here is a charming view of th© Sewage 
Works of the Native Ghoano Company, in which two contented cows are intro- 
duced 'with perfectly startling efieot. Close by this specimen of Fin© Art are 
some exqpiisitely gilded roasting-jacks, or hooks. They are so cleverly painted, 
wd so very much like smews, that you come to the oondusion that they would 
have Men more appropriate in a horse-show thau where they are— a hall devoted 
torisoiculture in allits branches. Next to this great painting is an announcement 


about somebody's Marmalade (a quaint sorb of fiah found 
in Spain and Scotland), which faces a spirited drawing of 
a Lady iu a long doak dancing a friendly jig with a 
Bear. But there are not only fresooes iu this depart- 
ment, but framed paintings. Strange to say, these are 
not water-colours. However, as some of the exhibits 
come from a long distance, no doubt the Artists elected 
to preserve their works in oil. Amongst the best are 
several specimens from the Fishmongers’ Company;. But 
private individuals have also been generous in their con- 
tributioDJB. Amongst the rest is a Mr. Target, who 
rather lays himself open as a mark for a joke by dub- 
bing himself, in large letters, a “Piscatorial Artist,” 
He has sent a picture of a fish, which is infinitely better 
than some of the rougher chalk drawings so frequently 
discovered on the London pavements. As he modestly 
asks £52 10a. for this specimen of “ piscatorial” art, no 
doubt there will be a rush of bank-note holders to the 
ofilce. By the way, it is amusing to note how some 
of iJhie pictures have been valued by tbeir owners. Two 
productions by Mr. Dandy Sadler, of nearly the same 
size, are valued respectively at £800 and £120. The con- 
trast in price is very marked, as the two paintings hang 
close together. However, as in the higher- valued design 
a number of monks are represented fishing, possibly 
the iprice of this work of Art may be connected with 
a cell. 

At present the pictures are not very well numbered. 
A label attached to the frame gives the only informa- 
tion, and in some cases the label is wanting, so that you 
have to fish for the subject, which, by the way, iu such 
a plaoe, is a very appropriate occupation. This omis- 
sion is noticeable in a very fine work on the wall facing 
the British Sea Department. Fortunately, the subject 
explaius itself. The Artist has commemorated an occasion 
of no small historical interest which, hitherto, has alto- 
gether escaped the attention of our modern chroniclers. 
After a hard and not very successful day’s angling, three 
fishers have come to take their rest in their Inn, and to 
while away the time with some strange game' of cards 
before the appearance of dinner. The three companions 
are no lesser persons than the late Charles Dickens, 
Canon Oakley, and Mr. Bradlaugh — all admirable 
likenesses. The Canon and the j unior Member for N orth- 
ampton have been drinking some compound, to the 
character of which a glass, containing the shreds of a lemon 
and some melted sugar, humorously furnishes the due. 
All three are smoking long clay pipes, but Mr. Charles 
Dickens has been takmg snnfE instead of whiskey. The 
Artist has seized the moment when the Maid of the Inn 
waggishly produces some bread, cheese, beer, and a 
lettuce 'with which to frugally regale her three hungry 
visitors. Mr. Bradlaxtgh denounces this outrage with 
much animation, while the celebrated Novelist regards 
the_ author of the mauvaise ^laisanterie with vigorous 
indignation. Even the white-headed Canon seems 
annoyed at the unseasonable drollery. Altogether this 
is one of the most interesting pictures in the Exhibition, 
and should be purchased for presentation to the National 
Portrait G-allery, which is conveniently situated next 
door. 

Another little work, also unlabelled, in this depart- 
ment is assuredly a perfect gem iu its way. The Artist 
has depicted, ou a small canvas, a glass nearly full of 
'wine, which has been sipped and left hurriedly, some 
sheU-fish of a weird character, and a dyspeptio-iooking 
lemon. Iu a few vigorous touches he has thus suggested 
a tragedy. Need it be said after this that the missing 
title must be, “ui Bad Oyster f ” 

Aud now, having oast a first glance at the wonders of 
Art in the Exhibition, a pause can be appropriately made 
before considering, on a future occasion, the beauties of 
Nature. 


A Bold Roman Hand. 

{From the Pope, who has shown himself the noblest Ptoman 
of them all” to the Archbishop of Cashel.') 

Dr. Croke, upou refiection. 

Make no Pamellite collection. 

"What you ’ve done you ’ve not done well, 
Bobbing Peter to pay Parnell. 

Said Leo the Thirteenth, “lam inclined to adopt 
a hopeful tone about Ireland, as at all events there is no 
necessity for a Croke.” 


Mat 26, 188;'.] 
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THE NEW craze; 

Her Grace [to the Heiress, with pardoruMe pride). ‘*yoTT must lbc mb prE'JE'TT my Sott, Loru Algernoit, to you, Miss Gold- 

MORE, He OA.RRIEH THE Ba.NE£R IN' THR SECOND ACT OE THR KiKQ AND THE COCKOIIAFER, AT THE pABTHFNON, YOU KNOW!” 

[^Defecd of the Army, ilic Church, the Bar, Diplomacy, Literature, Science, and Art-^even young Gorgius Midas will have to hide his 
diminished head / 


BOUND BOR MOSCOW. 

{From a Kervoua Special.) 

Sent for by the Editor of the Boomerang, Hot always a delect- 
able experience to be sent for by the Editor of the B. The reason is 
generally that you omitted two epigrams of Lord Randolph’s in 


comma left out, and so faced the Chief without a tremor. 

There was no doubt about the honour conferred. Our Own Special 
at a Czar’s Coronation is a somebody in journalism. You can’t come 
down to describing living Chess Tournaments alter that ; and the 
chances are that Printing-House Sq.uare may receive you when you 
are somewhere about sixty, and are an authority on statistics con- 
nected with the Dutch doll-trade. 

The Chief is amiable, too amiable, for there is a certain tender 
tone of commiseration in his explanations that is not encouraging. 
It is Moscow— it is the Coronation ; my foot is in the stirrup, and 
the Fourth Estate is my own. There is a certain diflBLdence though, 
about the Chief, which is rather disquieting. _ I am not used to the 
Chief being diffident with me. As a rule he is rather the conteary. 
He asked after my wife and family in a way that, whUe it touched 
me, was a little disturbing. ^ And I couldn’t quite see why he 
emphasised the fact that the Life Insurance Company, the Phoenix, 
was a safe and aooommodating one, and had advertised in the news- 
papers for the last fifteen years. Still, I am to have the place nearest 
^e CzAB ; and the Chief wants to know if 1 shall he satisfied with 
Half a Million. 

1 am satisfied ; hut I didn’t know that the preparations were so 
costly. I find that it costs ten thousand pounds to insure my life 
for a hundred ; I must make my will ; my wife insists upon two 
years’ income in advance (in case of Siberia) ; there is a regular pro- 
cession of friends to hid me good-hye in a disgustingly aneotionate 
manner ; and my hDmb-proof breastplate has just come home with a 


* bill for three thousand pounds. When it comes to the steel gaiters 
and boots, I don’t think there will he much left of the Half a 
I Million. 

I Almost wish I hadn’t accepted the Half Million. 1 have just dis- 
I covered that all the stafi of the Boomerang declined the post, except 
an office-boy, who is too consistently beaten by a brother addicted 
I to rum hot ; he was tired of his life, he said. The Railway Companies 
I want to know whether I will indulge in an iron-clad carriage. I 
will. It appears to be the thing, but ironclad railway carriages 
aren’t cheap ; and the Half Million is going down rapidly. 

The Halt Million is gone. The last protection, a body-guard of 
Detectives and Prize-fighters finally exhausted the subsidy; and 
now if anybody will give me a nice quiet County Court reporter’s 
place, Muscovy knows me not, and the Boomerang may send its 
office-boy. 

Temporal” 

To malign tbe Equator was held a hold action, 

St. Stephen’s can show a more mischievous crime ; i 

He, surely, has fathomed the depths of detraction 

Who ’s ready to talk agaimt Time I | 

Checkmate !— The gigantic Plaids that Ladies are now wearing | 
for dresses are said to last for a long while. Let us hope the extra- 
vagance of the check may prove a check upon extravagance. 

Roe, Brotheks, Roe 1 — ^The Fishermen who are up for the Exhi- 
bition, seem to be having a jovial time of it. They have been all day 
and every day driving about town in vans like a jolly set of Tan 
Trumps. The thirteen vehicles pulled up in line at the entrance of 
the Ride, and the Fishermen gave three hearty cheers when they 
saw our Rotten Row. Odd thing for Fishermen to be pleased with. 
They might as well have hurrah’d on seeing a hit of bid tisih. 
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No. 440. — Tlie Enthusiastic CliLro- 
podlst in the East. Lady, -whose 
hare foot is about to be operated 
upon, is nervously turning (away No. 232. — APlea for the Channel Tunnel. After 
and looking out of the window. a severe crossing, Maidens arrived at Dover, 
Walter C. Horsley. have missed the Eoat-Express. E. Dicksee, A. 


No. 13. 

This Shoe ’s 
By Arthur Hughes. 


No. 623. — Portrait of Sir 
£. Cross. Losing his head. 
Hubert Herkomer, A. 




No. 238 . Selling her Chickens. By 'Ilf ' 

J.Clation Adams. The Artist has not ( -;i? 

carried out the idea suggested by his | !='i 

title. The Henwife should have c^ed Ili'i 'Jj.! fX 

I her chickens to her, and then not given r >tuii|iiiririrW TOiin' •' 
I them anything to eat. This would really 
have been selling her chickens.” 

No. 296. The VTay to the Temple, r 'MOijlM ^ 3 

L. Aima-Tadrma, H.A. A work of l|| 

pure imagination. Where ’s the Grif- ma 'jL/SSa 

nn ? Where are the New Law Courts ? 

Of course some excuse may be made jM|Kl ^ -jW iillS 

for a foreigner strange to London, but •lllllSW*"! 

there can be none for the Hanging ■■ | 

Committee, who permitted the picture 

'Eo.4S0^liFUet Marriage. Chaeues 

OsEEisr. “ A marriage made in haste ^ 

and repented at leisure was called a „ . 

Fleet Marriage.”— W axkbb. No. 2a.-Meetiug of Magwtra 

iAwu jAAttAiAago. TTAA.JAJ5.Av. Bcaks. Story.— T hc Comic 

Mere we pau^ to recommend to aU yolunteered a recitation, and 
who keep their Catalogues a new game, iirother Beaks angers him. Y 
which might be called the Romance of ^ 

the Pictures. Take the titles and connect them by two or three verbal 





No. 271.— Meeting of Magistrates; or, Dinner of the 
Beaks. Story. — The Comic Bird of the party has 
volunteered a recitation, and the indifference of his 
brother Beaks angers him. W. Q. Orcbardson, R.A. 


No. 392. — ^'Ihe Dainty Dog; or, Where shall I take 
a little bit out of him first, just to begin with? 
Briton JRiviere, R.A. 


the Pictures. Take the titles and connect them by two or three verbal Same Grallery. Story in Nos. from 250 to 258. H. H.H, The Duke 

links. Here is a specimen Take p. 6, No. 20 and following numbers; of Cambridge, with his Companions, sat Under the Greenwood Tree, 
out of these may be constructed Stories of the Academy, thus ^ siting for Jim, Ghrandson of Sir James Anderson, who was staying 
Don Quixote and Sancho at the Castle of the Duke break The Studio in one of the Roadside Cottages near Jedburgh Abbey, where the 
Mirror, and, with the Tide on the Turn, they board The Vessels leav- Still Waters run Deep, during the Evening on the Hills in North 
ing Harbour, and reach a spot On the Thames below Medmenham. Devon. 


Again, begin with No. 44, &c. Coast Scene, Brittany, Penelope at Nos. 270 to 280. The Marquis of Salisbury and Voltaire were 
A Lobster Supper is having A Row on the East Coast with A Spanish Watching the Stalkers in a Lonely Country at Low Tide, while 
DuelHst, after which they went to her Father*s Dinner at The Richard T. Piokersgill in the Fading Light of a Sunbeam was asking 
Entrance to a Villa near Carrara, Italy, where Storm and Flood The Bight Hon. John Bright, M.P., to assist him in Galhering the 
swamped A Queen’s Scholar, Westminster, who, after catching A Flock, 

Turtle Dove was taking a Kttle Rest with An Old Fatalist, paintiag No. 294, and sequence. It wasMoonrise on a Teesdale Moor when two 
the Portrait of a Lady. Sisters on their Way to the Temple at Windsor on Returning from 

Again, starting with No. 58, The Grey Lady was thinking of the Pasture presented the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P., with 
Crossing the Desert with a A Real Centenarian, When the Summer a Winter Bouquet culled from The Gull Rock, Cornwall, wmch is 
Leaves are Hoto, while Our Eldest, Tired Out, was Going Home to The Haunt of the Moor-Hen, when they had parted with The Hon, 
St. Sebastian, Bruges, to pay a Morning Visit and play A Quiet Pool and Rev. E. Carr Glvn and some Daughters of Eve in a Brook in 
with Bebelie, ^ the Meadows, from which they could clearly see The Vega of 

Begiu again with No. 86. Once, on A Quiet Noon, J ohn Granada, The Alhambra in the Distance, and the Countess of 


Collins, Esq., Senior Past Master of 
the Worshipful Company of Butchers, 
got into The Merry-go-round with 
Mrs. Rodolph Hankey, Far from the 
busy Hum of Man. 

Taking No. 205, &c. An Arab Girl 
^ed What of the War ? of someone 
in A French Kitchen Garden, which 
she left to carry on a Flirtation with 
Topsham-on-Exe, at A Spanish Mill, 
In the Strictest Confidence. 

Here, in Gallery No. III., is a simple 
story in six numbers, from No. 229 to 
No. 2S4. Joey was in the Woodland 
with A Trumpeter, Too Late After 
Sundown for Wild-Duck Shooting. 










No. 809. 

The Menagerie A float. J obn Brett, A. 


Dalhousie. 

Nos. 311 to 319. A Stranger in 
the Monastery saw . Count Ferdi- 
nand DE Lessees eating Mullins, 
which suggested Tender Thoughts to 
a Mortally -Wounded Bandit Chief 
exhorting ids Comrades to return to 
an honest living in the Morning, 
when they could take a Love-Token 
and go in for Measuring Hops in a 
Kentish Garden with My Great 
Grandmother. 

Of course this New Gome of Cata- 
logues is endless, and can be played 
by any number. The best story to 
win the prize. 
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GEIGSBY GIVES UP LAW AND BECOMES A WINE-MEECHANT. | 

Scene—E'w West Mad Office, 

Grigsly, “Whebe do you Dine to-niqht, Pompet?” 

Pompey BsdellJunior, “With the Govebhor." 

Grigsly, “Don’t touch nrs Champaonb, Old Min! I warn you!" 
Pompey BedellJwaior, “How about the Olaeet?” 

Grigsly, “ Can’t say anything about his Claeet. Doesn’t get it here, 

YOU KNOW !” 


THREE FISHMONGERS. 

Thb.ee Eislimongers looked for a sale down West, 

In the heart of the West, when the world ’s in town, 
Each thought of the neighhourhood paying liim test 
Where the prices go up hut never come down ; 

For fools will pay when they can’t buy cheap, 

So back to the sea every day goes a heap, 

While the Public look on groaning. 

Three Stores were set up some miles from the Tower, 
And the fish got West all over the town, 

And the Middlemen cried, “ We’re in for a shower, 

If this goes on I Why, the price will come down ! 

For men will dine, and — ^if they can — cheap, 

And the Public seems waking at last from its sleep — 
It ’s so preoions tired of groaning ! ” 

Three Bankrupts are showing their empty hands, 

And all that they get for their pains is a frown, 

And a “ Serve you right— why, ’twas your demands 
That for years have plundered and starved the town!” 
But fools grow wise, and fish can get cheap, 

Three halfpence a pound anywhere in the heap, 

And the Public has done with its groaning I 

PoETBT AND Pathology, — ^M r. Jaios Russell Lowell 
says, “ There is no such tonic as Dante.” This opens 
up a new field for Art-hobbyists,^ “ The Poetic Treat- 
ment of Disease” would be a taking title for a paper in 
the * ‘ Transactions of the Omnivagant Society.” ‘ ‘ Dante 
as a tonic ” is sweetly suggestive. Equally so would be 
“Tuppee as a sedative,” “Beowning as an irritant,” 
“ Tennyson as a demulcent,” or “Oscab Wilde as an 
em — Well, Mrs. Ramsbotham might use the word 
by mistakafor sesthetic. 


EPSOM EPIGRAMS. 

THE STBAIGHT TIP. 

** Hebe ’s the straight tip,” he cried, and raised his head, 
“ The Winner could be spotted by a hahby. 

I never lose.” ” Why then, my friend,” I said, 

** Do you look so unconscionaDly shabby ? ” 

THE loses. 

He ’s sick, so he says, of the Season, 

And longs to be ofi, that is queer : 

1 think I could tell him the reason — 

He ’s not hacked a winner this year I 

NEXT MOBNING. 

Oh, my poor head feels a load a 
Man can’t carry I Bring the soda ! 

If result is this dyspep some 

Other chap may go to Epsom, 


A SHY AT THE STICKS,- 

OR, POLITICAL KNOCK’EMDOWNS. 

Proprietor {ironically). Play up, Gents I Play up, Gents I 

Small Boy \cochUy), Oh, never you fear 1 

We mean having the lot. 

Assistant {aside). You may find ’em come dear. 

Proprietor, All serene, noble Sportsinen, lots more in the sack ! 

First Nolle Sportsman (to Second ditto). Staff, -you do not play 
hard enough. Look at me 1 ^ Whach J J I 

[^Skies hig stick furiously , and misses. 

Second Nolle Sportsman {Jblandly), An 1 you see those hot shots 
are so likely to miss ; 

Just a delicate tip in my style. Look at this ! 

[Sends in a gentle underhander ^ and misses. 

First Noble Sportsman (sardonically). Tour curly ones don’t 
always pay, my dear chap. 

Small Boy (scornfully). What a pair of old crones! Ah! jT’U 
show ’em. Zer-slap 1 

smartly^ and knocks over a cocoa-nut. 
Hooray ! That ’s your style ! Had their eye on that one 
For no end of a time, and I ’ve copped it. What fun 1 

Other Small Boys in Chortis, Bray vo, little Randy ! You’ve got 
one at last. 

Second Nolle Sportsman (tartly), I say, my dear Cecil, that 
youngster ’s too fast. 


First Noble Sportsman (smilingly). Ah ! think so ? (Shies again 
vigorously,) On, hang it I It ’s dropped in the hag. 
Assistant (replacing nut). Aha ! my fine swell. Won’t add that 
to your swag. 

Lor! what duffers they are. Only toilers and spinners I 
Have strength and sure sight at this game to be winners, 

That is, —in the long run. 

Proprietor (coolly). Play up, Gents ! Play up I 

They are all sound and milky ones ! (Aside,) iShies like a 
JSlruppj 

That black-a-vised fellow. I know him of old. 

Not much of an eye though he ’s dashing and bold. 

That tittuppy chap with the pantaloon beard, 

Straighter aims, but falls short. Oh. play up I Who ’s afeard ? 
Small Boy (vodferozosly). Play up! Have ’em down! I Shy at 
everything 1 1 ! 

First Noble Sport^an, Tea. 

If we pelt long enough we shall break him, I guess. 

Assistant (aside). Humph ! The Guv’nor is taking it easy I AH 
right! 

Only,— weU, we should show a good balance at night, 

Or the game may be crabbed. 

Proprietor (confidently). Don’t you kick up a fuss. 

The more they shy— wildly— the better for us ! 

Song foe the Stable.— Horse Chaunting. Would equally apply 
to a Vocalist with a cold. 
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8I(JNS OF THE SEASON. 

iN'rtlie f Spring the Sporting 
Prophet once again begins 
to smile, 

In the Spring the Junior Clerk 
procures himself another 
“tile” 


In the Spring the Willow- 
wielder thinks again of 
Gsace and Shaw, 

In the Spring the Spouter’s 
fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of “jaw.” 

In the Spring the pail domestic 
haunts the hall and blocks 
the stair, 

In the Spring the scruhhing- 
hrush is worn down to its 
latest hair. 

In the Spring the chivied 
Briton hods his house a 
damp Gehenna, 

In the Spring the mind mater- 
nal dwells on thoughts of 
salts and senna. 

In tbe Spring the blushful 
maiden sits in sentimental 
dreams. 

In the Spring the impecunious 
is aware of shiny seams. 

In the Spring the callow poet 
tempts again the soft 
iambic, 

In the Spring e^en the “ Times ” 
leader drops into the dithy- 
rambic J 


Sensible Advice. 

“ But I am anxious to have 
a Stake in the country,” said 
a pompous young Politician. 
“ Then ^ down to the Red 
Lion at Henley, and order it 
at once, with broiled Mush- 
rooms and Pommery Sec,” said 
Mr, Punchy “ and let me 
know when it ’s ready ! ” 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.~No. 137. 



SOETES DERBYANiE. 

Pkocuhe a Correct Card or 
list of the horses. Write the 
name of each horse on a paper 
billet. Fold the billets up 
singly, and put them into a 
hat, as for an ordinary sweep. 
Shake the hat, shut your eyes, 
and take out two billets at 
random with your left hand. 
Open your peepers; write 
“heads” on one of the billets 
and “tails” on the other. 
Now sky > copper, and if it 
comes down heads, back the 
horse named in the billet 
marked “tails” ; but should 
the coin turn up tails, then 
put your money on the quad- 
ruped indicated by the lot 
with “heads ” inscribed on it. 

Before extracting the billets 
from the hat (some advise you 
to) throw three pinches of salt 
over the left shoulder. 

The foregoing formula for 
infallibly spotting the right 
steed ,.is said to have been de- 
rived by tradition from the 
betting-ring of the Isthmian 
Games. 


We are sorry to hear our 
old friend Mrs. Ramsbotham 
has been suffering from a bad 
sore throat. But it is to be 
hoped that the “ contingent 
gargoyle to be taken fre- 
quently, and the imprecation 
to be rubbed well in night 
and morning,” as prescribed 
by her Medical Attendant, 
will have a benehcial effect. 


THE WINNER OF THE DERBY, 
As Backed bt oue Sfoetinq Aetist. 


Modeek Teavel Epito- 
ICTSED.— Hurry, Worry, and 
Murray. 


HOLIDAY PLOTS. 

lord It-nd^lph Ch~rch-ll. Think I see my way to inflicting 
another crushing defeat on Government after Whitsuntide. That 
decision of House with regard to Income Tax Collectors was a 
regular knock-down blow for Gladsioes. Quite wonder he ’s able 
^2 cheerful at Hawarden after it. Spes^ing personally, I 
^ould call it not merdy a defeat, but a disaster. Strange that 
CflXLDEBS doesn’t see it in that light and resign at once. However, 
the next blow of this sort must finiaK the Ministry. Have arranged i 
with Goest that he is to move artful amendment to Tenants’ Com- 
pensation Bill— “House considers that Law of Disiaraint, if treated 
at all, should be dealt with in a separate measure.” This wiR gain 
^tes of Radicals, who are wild with Government for not abolishing 
Distress altogether ; Whigs, who are glad of any decent excuse for 
shel^ng Ihe subject ; and Home-Rulers, of course. Don’t qnite like 
mixmg Twth ktter. Haven’t yet subscribed to Parnell Testimonial 
j und. Stin, they are useful sometimes, and I can chuck ’em over easily 
when OUT Party in power. With help of ordinary Opposition, led by 
their very ordinary leader, SrAFFr, who’ll follow me into Lobby 
like a lamb, as he always does after little speech to show my motion 
^t m the least necessary,^ believe I can easily beat GiadstoeeI 
However, n that dodge falls, Wolfe’s got another. In Supply, 
wnen tew Members present, means to move to reduce Deputy-Door- 
keeper s salary by ten shillingB yearly. Below-Gangway Radicals i 
wul be with him to a Professor. Fancy I can finesse a tnumph, and 
then a glorious future opens before me 1 Impossible for any Ministry 
to carry on government of a country when defeated on question of 
salary for a Depnty-Doorkeeper. 

Mr. Boanerges Timoleon Cobden Smith, M.P. Don’t care what 
HIiADsio^ thinks of me. Principe before Party, I say. If Woifb 
aoM ^ally propose reduction of Deputy-Doorkeeper’s salary, shaR 
cmamy vote with him. “ Fiat Economy, Ituat Gladstone ! ” 
Dont relish voting agamst Government, but what on earth is the 
good of havisg principles, if one doesn’t assert ’em at most inconve- 


nient time ? Then there ’s Goest proposing to dejed with Law of 
Distress in separate Bill. CordiaRy approve of the idea, though not 
of Goest. Let ’s abolish Distress altogether ! Distressing, of course, 
to vote with Fourth Party, but can’t be helped. 

The Parnellite Member. Down with the Tyrants of the Treasury 
Bench I Chuechill is reaRy quite poRte to us, oocasionaRy. Can’t 
we get up debate on recent executions P Don’t approve of murder— 
oh dear, no ! StiR, should like to worry old Maewood a little. 
Haecohet bound to defend him. There ’s Wolfe’s Motion about 
Deputy-Doorkeeper. Rather a nice fellow, I fancy. Found him 
quite tender when he ’s been conducting me out of the House on the 
frequent occasions of my suspension for insulting language. Sorry 
to do anything to injure Deputy-Doorkeeper’s feelings, but prmoiple 
first, of course I If we can only defeat Government on this vital 
point, perhaps the hated Saxon wiR give us a Parliament of our own, 
and come and spend his money among ns, too. 

The Hon Trevor Fitztrevor. Told to-day by Chaelie at onr Club 
(tbe “ Exclusive ”) that Gladstone was reaRy intriguing to sur- 
render Egypt to Transvaal Boers I This is dreadful, if true. Always 
thought Gladstoke— but no, must reaRy try and remember that I 
was returned as a good Liberal, or at all events as a good Whig. 
Chaelie says Government is going to dish all »eat estates, by 
abolishing Law of Distress. Don’t know what Law of Distress 
means. Suppose some of my Constituents do. Wonder what they 
think about Law of Distress ? AR I know is that some of ’em are 
awfuRy angry at my vote amnst AfiOirmation BiR. Wonder if 
Chaelie ’s right when he says Birmingham f eRows wiR have all our 
estates if I don’t vote “the straight ticket” — ^meaniM, for Goesx’s 
Amendment. Why not stay away from Division ? Chaelie’s jnst 
arranged an awfnlly joRy week— Epsom, yacht to Cherbonrgj three 
days at Paris, and back. Whips wul be at me like anything if I go 
away. Hang the Whips I Hang Gladstone too I No. on second 
‘Noughts, must try and recoRect how good a Liberal I reaRy am. But 
just one vote can’t matter much to Government, can it P No, shaR go 
with Chaelie, and exj^lain things to my Constituents if Government 
is defeated. [And, if this sort of thing goes on, it poss'hly may be. 
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EXACERBATION. 

She [they had quarrelled^ and were exchanging hack their Love-letters), “ I supposb I kebdn’t 

TBODBLE TO RETmiK THE LCCCS OF HaIE TOU ’vE SENT MB !" 

\ JjiU he'd no ** sense ofhvum ur'* / 

THE PKINCES AMONG THE EISHMONGESS. 

The dream of my erly youth, the one fond ope of my bloomiiigr manhood, and the principle 
hohjeot of my full blown wigerous egsistence is acompUsht, and I have had the crowning glory 
of waiting upon all the Royal Princes of the British Crown at one time I 

Ah I that was a Bankwet that was I 1 have of^en and ofEen had the question put to me by 
elustreous forreners and strangers of distinkshun, which was the principle G^uild in the hole 
City of London P and I have declined to anser the question for fear of giving a fence, but after 
last Satterday ’s show up in the way of Princes and IBooks and Markisses and Embassaders and 
setterer, 1 hessitates no longer but at wunce gives the Panu Tree to the honest Fishmongers. 

The Prince of Whales is sumbody I suppose, speshally among Fishmongers, and his three 
Royal Brothers is somebody 1 suppose, let alone his Uncle and his Nevvy and his Cousin, and 
they was all there. And then comes the pint as fills me with wunder and admirashun. Who 
was it as presided over the whole Royal and distingwished compny, a Royal Prince, a nobel 
Dock, a honorary Markis ? no, bnt plane Mr. Hamdeh. And who is plane Mr. Hamdeh ? 
Why, a meer nmbel Citizen, like myself, who has to get his own living, like myself, and 


who is proud of the fac, like myself. The 
Lord Chamberlain can’t say, with his 
Brummagem sneer, that he toils not neither 
does he spin, for he does both, if not acshally 
yet allegoUically. And yet he has to play 
the host to such a lot of Royal Princes as 
’udmake a lot of hungry raddikles go down 
on their knees even to look at. And then to 
hear the honest pride with which the Prince 
of Wales and his Royal Brethren boasted 
of being Fishmongers. And I declare it 
amost drew tears to my eyes when the poor 
Look of Oambbidoe asked so perthetically 
why he had been left like a fish out of 
water, and not honoured like his Royal Cuz- 
zens. I thiuk I may wentur to prosef y that 
his Royal Ighness won’t have to wait long. 

I don’t suppose as nobody never thought 
as the Fishy Ezhebishun could possibly fail, 
but when H.R,E[. drunk success to it iua 
glass of 1820 Sherry, of course that success 
was insured. I took care to have a glass out 
of EL.R.H.’s bottle after he left, and it 
suttenly was as fine a glass of Sherry as 
even I ever tasted, though it was growed 
before ever H.R.H. or me was borne. 

I have ofien noticed as Revrend Gentlemen 
injoys a good dinner and likes a bit of fun 
as well as a Common Councilman himself. 
Why even a Bishop has his little joke sum- 
times on these intresting ocashuns. But 1 
couldn’t help thinking as Mr. Lowell was 
rather a drawing the broad arrow wen he 
said as how he wunce caught a fish in 
Ameriky as cost three dollars a inch ! I 
should like to be a patient angler in that 
River mvself. 

H.R.H. the Luke of Edinboho would of 
course as a Royal Prince scorn to say nothink 
as wasn’t strickly true, but he suttenly took 
the breath away from a good many of us 
Waiters, as well as from a good many other 
of the principle guests, when he told us that 
in Horsetria, insted of the farmers having 
the same rowtation of crops as they has here, 
they acshally grows one year Oats, and the 
nex year Tummets, and the nez year Fish. 
Ah that must be summut like a Crop that 
must ; speshally as sum of the Fish is 6 foot 
long. 1 think of the two this rayther beat 
the Story of the Revrend Minister from 
Ameriky. H.R. H. the Duke of Connoxtght 
gave the toast of the evening namely the 
LordIMahe and Copperashun, and the Lobb 
Mabe made the German Ambassider quite 
start on his chair, tho he is 6 foot 3 high, 
by telling em all as he and the Copperashun 
together had spent three millions of golden 
Buvereigns in building Markets, and yet 
people wasn’t sattisfied. 

Brown said as his hart was in his mouth 
for fear as any of the Royal Princes should 
drop a nint about the rayther scrowged con- 
dishun of triumfant Billinsgate, but 1 had 
no such fear. If our Princes ain’t Gentle- 
men, 1 should like to know who is, and if a 
Waiter don’t know a gentleman when he 
sees him, I ‘should like to know who does, 
and one trew Gentleman never makes an- 
other trew gentleman uncumfertable. 

For picturesk effect and hartistio merit, 
I never seed any think like the gorgeous row 
of Royal Gentlemen behind the Princes* 
cheers. It was reelly sumthink amost sub- 
blime. I don’t mind confessing that for 
wunce I was jest a little bit enwious, but it 
was only for a moment. Who nose what 
awful responserhility rests on their broad 
eppauletted shoulders I Robert. 


The Sxtxtan has not got a bet this year 
on the Derby, as the only information he 
can get is from the False Prophet, who has 
Soudanly turned up again for the Racing 
Season. 
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HEARD ON THE HILL. 

Dick, What ’ll win ? Why, it is all hover, bar the Bhouting. 

^Arry. Lor, now ! and how do yon know that ? 

IHek. ’Ow do I know that?— why, from reliable informahon; 
that’s ’ow I knows that. ^ L cove wot ’s in the swim, and onght to 
know his way about, seeing he has been fined at Bow Street for 
assaulting the Police, ’e ’eard Lord Faxmodth say to Habchbb, 
“ I ’ll stand you the best dinner that money can procure, if you gets 
his ’ead in front.” So ’ere goes my money on Gallihard. \ 

^Arry. And mine. Lor, what a lot you know I You weren’t born 
yesterday ! 

First Sporting FropheU What have yon gone for, old man ? 

Second Sporting Prophet* Peau Srummel and Ladtslas* And you ? 

First Sporting^ Prophet, Gollidrd and The Prince, 

Second Sporting Prophet, Ah ! And backed them ? 

First Sporting Prophet, Me ! No ; I have got a pile on Splendor, 
What do you fancy yourself ? 

Second Sporting Prophet, Bamako carries my money. 

Owr Cheerful Punter, What have you done, Chaelie ? 

Charles his Friend, Backed every beast in the race. 

Our Cheerful Punter, What will do you most good ? 

Charles his Friend, Nothing will do me any good. Whatever 
horse wins, I must lose, 

Green, Here is my ticket. I want £7 10«. 

Brovon of Sheffield, You want £7 10s. I YeU, I ’opes as ’ow you’ll 
git it. But you have no chance ’ere ; so out. 

Green, But I made the bet with you. 

Brown of Sheffiield, I loathes a thief, but I ’ate a liar. Let ’s see 
your ticket. There it is, in nice small pieces. Now, you ’ook, before 
I send for the Police. Look ’ere, this mnnocent cove has been trying 
a ramp on ! 

Crowd, Welsher! Kill him I Welsher! 

Green, Gentlemen, Gentlemen, you are pulling me to pieces ! I 
must really protest. Please do not knock my hat over my head like 
that. I do wish you would not tear my clothes to ribands. They 
are the best suit I have. Oh I who has been ungentlemanly enough 
to break my nose and front teeth ? Help I Murder ! Police ! 

Conj^ential Friend, Is it aU right ? 

Vpright and Honest Jockey, We ain’t trying a yard to-day. 

Sportsman, How did you come down, old Chappie ? 

Masher, Don’ know, Jon’ care ! 

Svortsman, But you must know whether you came down by the 
road or rail. 

But! don’t. Awful jolly. Heapsh of Boy, oap’al party. 

’ Ave drink ? Where are we ? Letsh go and see horshes come out of 
stage-door ! 

Introduced, Oh, I say, you know that capital fellow you intro- 
duced me to. I have hacked The Prince with him. 

IntToduoer, I dou’t think you were wise to do that. 

Introduced, But you said he was all right. 

Introducer, Well, as all right as anybody is nowadays. 

Introduced, Ho v do you mean? 

Introducer, Well, he ’ll worry you like mad for the money if you 
lose, and he is certain not to settle if you win. 

First Unknown, What, yon here ? 

Second Unknown, Hash ! 1 am in London, on business connected 
with the parish. 

First Unknown, Ah, 1 am at a May meeting. But what ’s the 
matter? 

Second Unknown, I thought I saw my Curate over there. 

First Gilded Youth, What are you standing ? 

Second Gilded Youth. Ladislas, 

First Gilded Youth. What price ? 

Second Gilded Youth. Don’t know. 

First Clilded Youth. What, didn’t yon go in the Bing yourself ? 

Second Gilded Youth, I go in the Bing I Do you think I would 
go in the Bing ? Why, I took the knock last Houghton. 

Simple-minded Individual, There, you fellows, while you’ve been 
gadding about. I have arranged the sweep beautifully.^ You’ve got 
a blank, J oees ; so you have, Beowjst ; you ’ve got Prince Maurice^ 
Smith; you’ve got Hamako, Bobinsoh ; you’ve got Tyndrum^ 
Jacksoh; you’ve got Newfield., Thompson. I have drawn The 
Prince^ Ladislas^ Galliard^ and the Field. Hadn’t we better have 
lunch ? 

THsconsolcde Plunger, Hang the horses I Well, it’s got to come 
out of somebody’s pocket, if a church has got to be robbed. I don’t 
care. 


'^THE BELLS."" 

A B&minisc&iue of the Bcvival of May 12, 1883. 

ACT r. 

The snow lies on the hill-side, and the travellers are few. 

“This very night, long years ago,” quoth Huns, the Polish Jew 
Was murdered.” So the gossips talk, and Mathias sits there— 
What is it stops the hand that lifts the glass ? What makes him glare ? 
It is because he hears the sound, bis endless horror tells, 

Unheard by other ears than his, the jangling of the Bells ! 

ACT II. 

Annette shall marry Christian, a brave and gallant lad: 

We *11 count the girl her dowry out — i’faith it ’s not so had ; 

Here ’s one old coin among the rest — ^my eyes are glazed and dim — 
No ! No ! There ’s blood upon that piece— the gold that came from 
him I 

Then comes the gay betrothal feast, but mid tbe music swells, 
Unheard by other ears than his, the jangling of the Bells ! 

ACT III. 

Sleep soundly, Mathias, to-night, in that thon sleep’ st alone, 

And not a soul can hear thy cry, or agonising groan ; 

But oh ! the horror of that dream ! — the Judges sit for doom, 

And thou must act in broad daylight the murder done in gloom. 
They burst the door I What fearsome fate the dying man compels 
To hear, unheard by other ears, the jangling of the Bells I 

And when the Curtain has rung down, and all the play is o’er, 

The memory of that night, methinks, will live for evermore ; 

We see the Actor’s earnest face, his agony supreme. 

That thrills us through and through, and holds us breathless in the 
dream. 

While in onr ears for many a day thereafter oertes dwells 
The tintinnabulation of those well-remembered Bells ! 


HOLIDAY HAUNTS. 

By Jingle Junior ooi the Jaunt, 

The Deeey. 

J. J. retired from business P Nothing of the sort I Laid up in 
lavender all the Winter— turns out in lavender kids in the Spring, 
Here he is — slim and trim— light and bright — down to any move you 
please— up to any time of da:g you like I Wonderful sight— crowds 
of people— superb horses — ^fine carriages— gipsy singers— nigger 
minstrels— blue veils— false noses— Dnteh dolls and knook’emdowns ! 
Shrieking bookmakers — steam roundabouts — three- card trick — 
thimble-rig — swings— shows— rifle-galleries — free fights and photo- 
graphers! J. J. all here— all there— all everywhere! Betting in 
the King— lounging in the Paddock— laughing on the Lawn— lunch- 
ing on the Hill ! Lay against the Favourite— hack the Favourite— 
|)ut the pot ou outsiders— stand crackers on insiders— lay on the 
field — ^roll on the field— dance on the field— bar everything I Lounging 
and lunching— musing and munching— state of the odds — exhausting, 
very ! What ’s the odds as long as you ’re lunching ? Luncciamo I 
Cold salmou — cold lamb —superb salad — plovers’ mayonnaise — 

champagne ! State of the odds unsatisfactory — odds not behaving 
well— odds pretending to be evens— don’t know whether they ’re odd 
evens or even odds— can’t tell till the numbers are up— can’t see 
numbers when they are up— someone lend me a glass— nonsense, 
can’t drink champagne out of a race- glass— can’t focus a tumbler — 
hooray I Told you so— won in a decanter ! Send postage-stamps for 
“ Jingle’s Finals,” and your fortune ’s made ! 


Fbom Ode Bbseeted-Forob-stallbe at the Haymabket.— An 
enthusiastic admirer of Mrs. Beenhabdt-Beeee says, that the 
original Sara who played the part was so thin she onght to have 
been styled III- Fedor a, ^ Certainly onr English Artiste has the 
advantage over Sara in this respect, though of course being always 
Beere she can never be Stout. 


Noa is the name of one of the Chess Champions. He is a lineal * 
descendant from the great Patriot — no, we mean Patriark who 
invented Chess to wile away the diluvian evenings in the Noa 
Lightship. He taught his family to play on the square, and to be 
above-board in all their moves. 


Mrs. Bamseotham; says she takes a Pint of Stout every day to keep 
up her Stammerer. 



0” TO COBBESPONBBKIS. — ^Itt no case can Contribntloxis, wkether M8., Printed Matter, or Drawings be retumed, unless aecompenied 
by m Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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GROSVENOR GALLERY GEMS. 



No. 140. The Undecided Bather. 
“ Shall I undress and go in ? ” 
David Carr. D-carrative Art. 


No. 156. Stung by Wasps : all of them, except the young Lady 
who kept her head covered. Mra. K. G*. Hastings. Artist’s 
Name evidently suggested the subject : — Has stings.*' 


No. 179. “Drunk again! ** By Haynes 
Williams. 



No, 14. Enjoying a duiet Pipe. 
E. Burne-Jones— or She Bum 
Tobacco, 





No. 42. Deception ; or. Trying the Effect of a Moving Wax- 
work Figure out of Doors. Tread on his toes, and the old 
Gentleman will move his arm and head. E. F. Brewtnall. 


No. 9. Youth and Age. 
C. E. HaliJ:. Needn’t 
stop long at tMs. 
vom en to — 

No. 22. The Postpran- 
dial Venus f or. Fair, Fat, 
and decidedly Forti. 

No. 35. Young Lady in 
her Yelveteens. W. B. 
RicmcoND. Handsome, 
hut slightly bilious : yet 


No. 143. Either the jealous Artist going to 
cut out his rival’s work, or the fierce Critic 
about to cut up somebody's picture. Mrs. 
John Collier. 


^ - V 


No, A. 1. “Carr and Gee Gee”— our own 
contribution to the collection, dedicated 
to Mr. Comyns Carr, of the Grosvenor 
Gallery. 

When first we had twelve pennies, 

'Twaa on a holiday, 

We went to see the Grosv’nor G., 
Intending for to pay. 

But when we had a blooming pass, 

We walked with lightsome spring. 

We said we *Jl raise 


“ I*d crowns resign 
To call her mine 
This Lass of Bichmond ill.” 

No. 39. Portrait of Miss 
Fllen Terry as Portia. 
We compliment Mrs, 
Louise Jopiieg on a 
capital likeness. But did 
Mms E. Tbbby dress it in 
scarlet? In black, if we 
remember aright: so we 
a]}ostrophise this picture 
with— 






mmi 






A hymn of praise— 

To Comyns Carr we'll sing. m 

When we aeked where *s our broad-backed ** ^ ruddier than the Teruy ! 

Ihe&atthetunistilobar n.oWwaM*aI 

Baid, “TheBotsoftheG. We were not aware tie 

la our Muter C. C.,"- weU-known theatoeal ms- 

So we bowed to our broad-backed Carr, tumier of Sow Streethad 

changed his name, what 
is it now P Nathan late Mat ? Ask the Artist, Mrs. John Collier. 

No. 67. Puzzle Picture by Mr. E. Buene- J ones. Giantess and 
melanoholy, small, corpse-like people at a whed. Apparently sym- 
boHoal of “ Weal and WoeJ^ 

No. 89. Congestion. Probabl^r iutended as a companion to Sir 
Joshua’s Fesignation. The Artist has eyidently *‘done a hit of 


No. 184. Female Christy s rehearsing in the daytime. Corner W omen 
rather sulky. E. Burne-Jones. 

stiff.” We can’t help being Frank with Holl, when we say it’s 
Holl wrong. ** When Holl (0 Art ! ) shall wear a mask, It breaks 
our own to see ” — this by Fba-nk Holl, H. A. 

No, 139. ** Spring in Brittany,*^ We see the river. "Where’s 
the spring? H. H. Lathanque. 

No. 151. Dressed for an Egyptian Burlesque. Waiting for the 
Lord Chamberlain’s approval. John Collier. 

No. 154. Old Salt teaching the young idea how to smoke. 

J. B. BEUD. n .1 

No. 174. George Senry Lems, Esq. Done brown for the first 
time in his life. By W. B. Bichmoku. 

No. 180. Ernest Mart, Esq. Painted by Subscription, and Sub- 
scription has done it very well. The subscribers won’t feel inclined 
to say to Mr. Holl, “ T&e back the Hart that thon gav'st me I ” 

, Sculpture.— -No. 365. A Portrait Bust ! Did it P Pick up the 
pieces. This is our advice to W* B. Bichmonh. 
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THE WISH 10 PLEASE! 


THE KATIONAL DRESS SHOW. 

{By Our Fair Correspondent,) 

In’ the Hall of the Prince is a Show— stuffs and chintzes— 
(0 Maidens of England, pray list to my song !) 

Por all there displayed is a warning that Ladies, 

In matters of dressing, are terribly wron^ ! 

I thought my new bonnet, with roses upon it. 

And tastetnl costume, was complete, 1 confess ; 

But now I ’m reminded my eyes have been blinded 
To aU the requirements of Eational Dress ! 

We look at the models— they puzzle our noddles— 
Eegarding them all with alarm and surprise I 

Each artful costumer revives Mrs. BL003o:n, 

And often produces an army of guys. 

The costume elastic, the dresses gymnastic, 

The wonderful suits for the tricycle-ess — 

Though skirts be divided, I’m clearly decided. 

It isn’t my notion of Rational Dress ! 

See gowns hygienic, and frocks calisthenic. 

And dresses quite worthy a modern burlesque ; 

With garments for walking, and tennis, and talking, 

All terribly manful and too troiiseresque I 

And habits for riding, for skating, or sliding. 

With “ rational ” features they claim to possess ; 

The thought 1 can’t banish, they ’re somewhat too 
mannish. 

And not quite the thing for a Rational Dress I 

Note robes there for rinking, and gowns for tea-drinking. 
For yachting, for climbing, for cricketing too ; 

The dresses for boating, the new petticoating, 

The tunics in brown and the trousers in blue. 

The fabrics for frookings, the shoes and the stockings. 
And corsets that ne’er will the fi^re compress : 

But in the whole placeful there ’s little that ’s graceful 
And girlish enough for a Rational Dress I 

’Tis hardy and boyish, not girlf ol and coyish— 

We think, as we stroll round the gaily-dight room— 

A masculine coldness, a brusqueness, a boldness, 
Appears to pervade all this novel costume I 

In ribbons and laces, and feminine graces, 

And soft flowing robes, there ’s a charm more or less— 

I don’t think I ’ll venture on dual garmenture, 

I fancy my own is the Rational Dress I 


“Oh I BOW "DO YOU DO, MY DSAB MlSS BoBINSON, SO GLAD TO SEB YOU 

Lovslt tow lookbd at mt Dakob riSHnsro fob a Ebflt.— a Corre»p<mden€),— 
•t rt ^ JSrsRTBODr WAS ASEUia WHO Toxr WBBB, I A.SSUBS 10V ! " Please, Sir, will the Lobs Chabceellor take the oppor- 

WASNT thbuk I I HAD A Bad Cold AND SoRB Throat, YOU tunity offered by the present Fisheries Exhibition to 
‘ show the Great Seal P 


irOTES BY PLEASMAN X. AT CTrMBEElAlTD GATE. 


Tir TT t ^ wuu jue aui u uu ouio jtur puiry, an as 18 none 

Mart Hannb to look out for. ’Is comes from Oxfut Street : mine I 
from Kumblan Plaice. Lots of omnibuses, carts, and cabs. Most 
1 j ?• ?* 'W’ants to go on by ’bus. Lots of 

eld^lies as gets frightened and loses theirselves, but that ain’t 
nutnin to me. rinthin’ to do, and toother Constahel bein’ some distance 
ofi, can t get no emusin conversation. No nuts worth speakin’ of at 
this tame o year. Keep a look out for Marx Hanne. If you ’ve a 
heye lor the pickoheresk, Oxfut Street’s a pretty sight, and Bays- 
water s another, while the Edgware Road and Kumblau Plaice and 
tne Marbel Arch 18 thmgs of booty as is a joy for ever, hut I ’d 
rather see Mary Hannb. 

I’ve been jottin’ down these reffekshuns there ’s a 
aimcnlw. A cwt ’s been run into by a ’bus, somebody ’s been 
^o(^ed dowUf^ere ’s a ram-jam block in the middle of the road, 
xorsd I xpex by some carelessnss on the part of those as is all 
comm out o’ five differmg thurrughfares at once. What ’s a Please- 
mSn to do r Run somehodv in. ot ta^A anmAbnil'fr’a nTimTioi*^ 


see a Gentleman anorseback oomiu’ P ” I says nothin’ but looks the 
other way as if peering into the distint fushur. Let the old Gent 
cuss and swear, can’t stop orl trafdck for Mm, Who ’s he ? He ain’t 
aPote. He don’t come up and say, “Look here, you’re a werry 
hard worked and zellus ofdser, and here ’s ffve bob for you,” as the 
real Swells do at night down in Waterloo Place. No, no -my hisniss 
is to teUfoax to “move on,” and not to keep a stoppim traffiok 
because a ’orsmau arx me. If he ’s nervus what ’s he out ridin’ for P 
Why can’t he wait till the rode ’s clear ? 

Hallo ! blessed if there ain’t a ’orse down and a Lady Inkwestrine 
’avin’ a fit and her groom a callin’ out to me and swearink. “ Pleas- 
man, here— stop the cart— take up this man— stop this ’bus— he ’s a 
runnin’ over us ! ” No— ’ow can one poor ofilser attend to a ’underd 
things at the same time? Impausible. I’ve ’eerd of Masterly 


vuckuas iiu«urBt3iY6s, ana you can i; 

ave better ’elp than that. 

Jest as I ’ad got the fust line of a werse to Mary Hajtnb, snmwan 
5^ ^perashmi, cuss ’im. It ’s a Inkwestrine on ’Orse- 
stuck up and just hem run into by a Ansom o’ one side, 
^ » barrow in front. “ PleasI 

man I he dies ; ere, why don’t yon keep the rode clear when you 


that sort while I ’m a waitin’ for Mary Hanfne as ought to ha’ been 
’ere a ’onr ago, hut she isent. Which way will she come ? 1 ’m a 
lookin’ out for Mary JBIanne, and I says to myself in the words of 
the Pote which 1 adaps for the okashun — 

I let the crowd wait I let ’em all mix, 

Near Kumblan Gate, In a regular fix. 

And no one can get through it, They ’ll get out as best they can, 
I’m sent to prevent For the Peeler on guard 

An accident, Is a wanderin’ Bard. 

And this is the way I do it : Who ’s dreamin’ of Mary Hanne. 


New Harebss'^for the Egyptian Donkey.— A Baring - iem . 
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{Enicuve y'erse and, CJiorus, as simg with iimsnense success by Lord W-ls-l-y, accompanied by (Jcueral Sir huvottriU ly-b-rU,) 


I *jd: the party that they know, Tiddy fol lol, Tiddy fol !ol, 
Too well at the W.O., Tiddy fol lol, Tiddy fol lol ; 

And though no one says 1 ’m vain, 

I ’m in hopes I ’ve made it plain. 

That £ ’ye been to Drury Lane, Tiddy fol lol, Tiddy fol lol ! 


Chorus^ 


I’ve got some thousands a year, Tiddy fol lol, Tiddy fol lol ; 
I made them at Tel-el-Kebir, Tiddy fol lol, Tiddy fol lol. 

I was always in the van, and so many risks I ran^— 

That I ’m now a Sandwich Man, Tiddy fol lol, Tiady fol lol I 


WILLIAM CHAMBERS. athletics foe the bast. 

Bejoke the weE-eamed Knighthood came death’a night. . 

Bat honoured names, though with no titie dight, “ ^«P®d to the initiative of the Prince of \t alm and 

Live on in Public low’s unclouded light. ^'4 NouimnooK, they wiU heneetorth go in freely for the use of 

the Indian Club. 

The Horse Show Esbibition is nof. another rame for the “Gee- ^ Mrs. RAMSBoTHAai tays bhe Ihinks that a good in a London 

Gte or Grosvenor Gallery Exhibition. • &ardeii. i& bome Stujf) -iioses iruiiLt.d on a wall. 
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A SOLUTION- 


But i£ the fish, dinner— so far as its cheapness is con- 
cerned— is disappointing, a thousand times more irritating 
is the Fish Market. At any rate, here the British Public 
had a right to expect something extremely economical. 
On entering the Annexe, devoted to the furtherance 
of piscatorial reform, the visitor is struck “with the 
names of the salesmen. Familiar titles from Oheapside, 
Bond Street, and the Strand appear on every hand. 
Seemingly, the Managers of the Exhibition let out the 
stands in “the Cheap Fish-Market” to the highest 
bidders. Be this as it may, a very small reduction is 
effected in West-End prices, and, on the whole, quota- 
tions average lower at the Army and Navy Auxiliary 
Stores. And yet the Public, fondly fancying that they 
are purchasing fish on exceedingly advantageous terms, 
fiock to the counters and tender their gold and silver 
in exchange for baskets of the regulation pattern. To- 
wards the evening some of the salesmen shout out such 
bargains as “six bloaters going for sixpence,” much to 
the interest of an excited crowd of sightseers. The 
market is strongly suggestive of an ordinary English- 
man, in fancy dress, trying to enter into the “spirit of 
the thing” at a Parisian opera masked ball. In fact, 
the whole affair is theatrical and unreal. There is also a 
Foreign Fish Market situated in an out-of-the-wair corner 
in rear of the Aquarium. However, the site of this insti- 
tution is of no very great importance, for the simple 
reason that at present the building is used as a lumber 
room. Altogether, the Committee may be congratulated 
on performing a miracle. Their market is square in | 
shape, and yet it strongly resembles a ring, | 

Lastly, before leaving the Exhibition, it is necessary, 
for the sake of completeness, to refer to the School of 
Cookery. This excellent institution is situated just 
beyond the hall devoted to the sixpenny luncheon (said 
to be very good, but, as a rule, inaccessible without a 
hand-to-hand fight with thousands of would-be sixpenny- 
lunchers), and is under the charge of a fatherly-looking 
individual, who puts you into a place where “ you can 
get a good view of the demonstration” with all the 
solemnity of a gastronomic pew-opener. The Lady 
Superintendent wears a neat costume, garnished with a 
good deal of white muslin, and illustrates her lecture 


OUE OmSHIAL GUIDE. 
Past II.— Gastronomic, 


Visitor {frequewt^Scimtipi Tovng Man — he was now trying to ea^lain tho Philo* practically. She is very deliberate with her statements, 

of Positvoum), “ I admit the Question is abstruse and oomblio and as she makes a long pause between each of her sen- 

JShe, “Whv not ‘Pop* it I?** \TMeav,, t®D.ceB, the effect is that of extreme jerkiness. The 

- ■ ' - — - lecture is something like the following : — 

" jLady Superintendent [smiling) ^ I am now going to 

OUE OEEISHIAL GUIDE. fry a slip. (Greedy Man in the audience puts on his 

spectacles^ and stands up^) I take the slip and cover it 
Part II,— Gastronomic, with some beaten-up eggs. [Old Lady on a front bench 

Bbpohb the South Kensington Building was opened, the general impression I^tupthe eggsthns. (BeaU 

The masses were to be regW for next to nothing on ‘‘the haWest ol the sea,” 1 l^d I hait^Z 

eoonomoaUy on all sorts of rare and expensive Sread-o^b/in^ bw; They ^sbiold^ ^tod freely 
piscatorial entries. Unhappily, the pleasant vision was merely a dream, for j 

it is now certain that the typical cheap fishmonger is a delusion, if not a snare. 

The seeker for an nncostly Greenwich dinner can at any rate soon find the ^ 

dinini? saloons. Thsso are tS his Isffi as. aftpr nassino- +hA\t«n«iTtoi Man a«a«f«*e».)—and then I put them mto this clarihed 


on the min( 
would com 
Exhibition 


The masses were to he regaled for next to nothing on “ the harvest of the sea; 


S.”or"^-oy^^'Sdted“^^plyTOe.”whi^®^^ moA. noU,in^ pockeM.) 

‘‘F^h toLrfsi^I” «olaiins a waiter, iu a toue which proves that the 
suggestion oomesupott him with the force of perfect novelty. “Yes, Sir, if yon 

Itsl.ethehsh.outitopen, 


\And the lecture is continued with longer pauses than 
ever, and to the ever-increasing excitement of the 




condition.” 

“I want neither meat nor soup,” replies the greedy and hungry one. “I 
am^here to eat fish— I want a fish dinner.” 

pnUh ^ now, ^ving ^ed a^e in &e ExMbition fw a 

confidentialLv “IWl von what Rir — -tstA tha ‘ > moment to discuss the material provisions for the body, 

itismostdesiraMetoret.^as^yMW^^ 

Ih« imged, the woid-be din^ glknoes at the bill T toe, and finds tiiat 
the refreshments are under the direction of a well-known firm of contractors, as we we not ping to he induced to 

and that the viands, &c., set down, axe those usuaEyffi^SeSiS ^e^esolejokewhidimusuahy served up <m such an 
of a City or West-End Bestauiant. The three ‘ follers’ are amall dishes of fish . 

—such as hriU, salmon, whitebait, and nod. It has been known for a waiter 

(either orders, or on his own responsibility) to offer to furnish a fourth By an Intendino Bachelor oe Natural Sciencb, — 
folltt.” The entertainment (as they say at the Theatre) to conclude with Lots of people will go in for the “ B.N.S.” (“B.an’S.”) 
uruy ere cheese, and pulled bread. Price three shillings —waiter not included, degree, if thig warm weather developes in June. 
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A CRY FROM THE SHOP I 

W^T is this they are saying of Commons in Kent as free as the'air to the poor we pity ? 
Vvith thonsands of acres of golden gorse given up at the will of an opulent city ? 

Is it true in the blue of the Caterham Yale they have settled a mighty estate for ever 
On the heirs to come of the toiling town, that tyrant force cannot change or sever ? 

Have they driven away, with his trowel and hod, the builder of houses they call “ genteel,” 
And granted a gift of the fields of Q-od to the women and men who in gratitude kneel 
At the foot of the throne of the great King Lud, who, in regal fashion, without set speeches, 
Has purchased peace for the Epping glades, and solitude given to Burnham Beeches ? 

It is well, my Brothers—these things are done, with the aid of wealth, for the good of the 

Stop I 

J ust listen ! For high above chorus of praise is heard a complaint— ’tis a cry from the Shop I 

hear very much of the rich and the poor, of conflict of capital, class against class, 

Of Fashion that saunters in parks at the West, whilst the East may not treasure an acre of 
grass. 

When a. holiday comes, be it “ Derby ” or not, just a feast of St. Lubbock when energies sink, 
The philanthropist puts on his sanctified tone, and declares we do nothing bnt gnzzle and 
drink. 

It is kindly assumed that the sea and the sky, the woods and the fields with their emerald 
green, 

Do not gladden men’s eyes at the days as they are, or recall the delights of the days that have 

DGCll* 

But we never do hear when the summer-time comes of the women and men who are fettered 
to sorrow 

At the tyrannous heels of a bullying trade that is all to-day and has no to-morrow ; 

Of the luckless slaves iu a laud that is free, where the terrible traders never say “ Stop I ” 

For the sun may shine, and the trees may wave, bnt hearts they must break with despair in 
the Shop 1 

We see you pass, when the sultry day has changed to an exquisite aftemeon, 

Away from town to pleasure and play, through blossoming May and flowering June ; 

We follow your steps as the fancy leads, and hear your merriment down the street, — 

You take our thoughts to the breezes pure, and leave us here in the blinding heat. 

When the traffic outside has a lazy air, and the glaring pavement ’s hard and gritty. 

When business fades like the goods we sell, and we ’re left to groan in the lonely City, 

Do yon never once think, yon women and men who jauntily speed to your parks and pleasure, 
Of the weary sotds you have left behind with their tedious tape and tiresome measure f 
Does it never strike any for Charity’s sake one coin of thought in our tills to drop, 

That we may be free as our brothers are free, of the toil and the town, of the street and the 
Shop? 

It is nothing to us that the gorse is gold, that Epping is free and the Burnham Beeches, 

We care so little that woods are cool, or the river has rest on its dreamy reaches ; 

It is only in dreams that the cricketers shout in far-off meadow-lands miles away, 

It is only hope that brings to an end the terrible close of a pitiless day, 

W e seize the blinds and we drag them down, to darken the cheat of the blinding sun, 

We face despair when the day begms, and sigh our thanks when the day is done. 

It were better for us if the heaven grew black, and the blue of the sky were clouded o’er, 
Than feel the hush of the silent streets, and see the Son at the open door ; 

Oh ! hear ns, Brothers and Sisters, too ! Yon have hearts like ours ; so in mercy stop, 

And listen a little to those who plead, in suppliant tone, this cry from the Shop I 


HARLEQUIN SACRED JACKASS; 

OR, THE SLEEPINO BUMBLES IN THE WOOD. 

This old, bnt not very popular “Pantomime, has been revived at the Strand, in the height 
of me London Season, with the snoeess that usually attends the Parochial Drama. The 
audiences have been numerous, if not very select, and the language used ocoasioually has been 
decidedly unfit for publication. The Opening Scene, called “ Chaos is Comh Agaust,” is a 
marvel of reatistic arrangement, and quite worthy of being studied by those Stage Managers 
yho are rapidly replacing the scene-painter with the stage-wurpenter and bricklayer. The 
ballet of Slumbering Navigators is one of the most dreamy things ever seen out of the Land 
of Lotos-eatmg, and the calm of the reclining workmen, who he on their backs, with their 
pipes in their mouths, ^d their caps half-drawn over their eyes, while the howling traffic 
struggles past them on either side, is perfectly statuesque and supernatural. 

The Chairman of the District Board of Works, who fills the arduous rSle of Clown, has 
probably never been equalled since the days of Cbimali)I, and the part of Pantaloon is 
admirably filled by another Member of the Board— a shopkeeper, whose shop is luckily in 
another neighbourhood. 

The way the water was suddenly cut off from restaurants and theatres— especially from 
theatres, which are supposed to want water to put out incessant fires — was one of the funniest 
things we have seen in the whole range of pantomime. 

Ip is impossible to nasp all the manitold beauties of this performance at one visit, but 
the broad and reckless humour is obvious at a glanoe. The gentieman who plays the Demon 
Mumble — a cheesemonger, whose name is not mentioned in the bills — is adequate iu his part, 
and the Chorus of Condemned Batepayers is a very forcible and dramatic production. The 
piece is sure to run to the end of the Season. 


Mas. Rahsbothah says she doesn’t often read Magazines, hnt she must read that ArtiMe 
OT I^rd Bahdolph Chtthchtll’s on 27ie Mantle of JSliza^ wnich she supposes is about the 
Rational Dress Improvement Show* 


A LAY OE MODERN RUSSIA. 

CzAH Alexahdee RoHAHOU', 

By all his Saints he swore 
His Gala Day at Moscow 
Should be delayed no more; 

By aU his Saints he swore it, 

And settled it for May, 

And sent his invitations forth, 

To East and West, to South and North, — 
But didn’t name the day. 

To every Court in Europe 
The invitation comes. 

And thoughtfully is scanned throughout 
With frequent “ Hahs ! ” and “ Hums I ” 
Shame on the doubting Monarchs 
Who fear the Kremlin’s dome, 

And rather than be blown to bits 
Prefer to stay at home. 

But well the courtly footmen 
Have worked with might and main, 
While flags and incandescent lamps 
Pour in by every train: 

Till for the meanest attic 
The richest Noble strives, 

As just before the Czae turns up, 

Great G.A.S. arrives. 

And now the splendid pageant 
Bursts on the gaping crowd, 

And in a million savage throats 
Barbaric cheers are loud; 

While through their midst, upon his steed, 
Their Czar comes prancing by. 

And gives the Nihilistic boast 
For once, at least, the lie ! 

Then up speaks, at a distance. 

Great London’s mighty Mayor : 

“Well, really now, upon my word, 

I hardly call this fair : 

Here ’s Kalmucs, and all sorts of chaps ; 

Flags, banners, and gold lace ! 

Which things,— except at one big show, 

I count most out of place ! 

“ Yet seeing all this blaze and blare. 

Makes one reflect on fate ! 

To institutions, worse the luck, 

A smash comes soon or late 
If so, can one die better, 

Than crying, ‘ What ’s the odds ? ’ 

While dining like his fathers. 

And yelled at by the gods I 
“ Upon my word, this Bussian Czar 
Must feel a hit like me ; 

And wonder when the smash will come, 
And when the end will he. 

Perhaps we shouldn’t quarrel 
If both onr tales were told ; 

Onr little game is just the same, 

To go on as of old. 

“;So let him have his Tartars, 

His fionkeys,— ride his horse I 
I ’ll have my men in armour. 

My Mace, my Tartar Sauce ! 

Three cheers then for his Bussian show; — 
Be hanged if I wiU scold 1 
The CzAE,— L oed Matoe, we’rej ust the pair 
To go on as of old ! ” 

« -K 

But when the question ’s opened, 

And men have got the wit 
To calmly solve all problems. 

To see that all things fit ; 

When the nations of the future 
AU their nobler instincts rouse. 

And the peoples have grown oivU 
As the despots make their bows ; 

When the gimcrack of mere pageant. 

And the deeper moral gloom 
Have, witii rotten things that perish. 

Gone for ever to their doom : 

Hfl^ in scorn and half in laughter 
Will the story still be told 
How a Czar was crowned at Moscow 
Like his ancestors of old I 




plfi® 

Mk0i'ima 




A CAUTION TO YOUNG LADIES. 

SPICIBIBKS OF THE KIHD OF MAK X FaIE MAIHEH IS APT TO I SpKOCMKNS OF THE KIND OF MaN SHE WILL PEEHAPS BE ONLY 
TIPTILT HEB KoSS AT WHEN SHE *8 EIGHTEEN. • TOO DELIGHTED TO MaBEY^ WHEN SHE 'S ThI&TT. 

Between the Two mat be seen a likeness of the Ideal of hbk Dbeams, who, yoxtng as he is, has alee ad y sdepassbd 
Mb, Gladstone, Mp., Tennyson, Lobd Wolseley, Mb. Millais, Mr. Santlby, Mb, Ibting, Mb. Gbaoe, Edward Hanlon, and 
ETEBYBODY ELSE IN ALL THBIB KE8FE0TITB AOEIBYEMENTS. ElS NaME IS TaLBOT OeCIL STANLEY DB MONTMOBENOY LB YaYASSEDB 
—AND WE HAYS NEYEB MET HIM. 


THE ENEAGED MUSICIAN. | 

Scene — The Parliamentary “ Quiet Street^ Grand Old Musician \ 
at Window with Score of “ Liberal Policy Outside, a chart-- \ 
vari of conflicting Nbisee, Enraged Musician loquitur — 

Alas I for my beantifiil Symphony, ** Liberal PoUoy ” I 
Hoped to haYe fuiished it. Ifow, of snob hopes I the folly see. 
Harmony ? Bah I It evades all my efEorts, plus Ghanyille’s. 
Handel might symphonise olangmg oaoophonons anvils, 

Waoneb find motif for tone-poems e’en in tornadoes, 

Bat to blend Phidian friezes and stLS Bigh-Axt dados 
'Were but the simplest of tasks as compared with the labour 
I Of working out harmony here ! Just as well be the neighbour 
Of stitby-swart Yulcan, as live midst this loud charivari 
And try to make music ; noctivagaut howlings of ’Abet 
Are sweet to the gr-r-r-r of that vile monkey-organ of Kandy’s I 
By Jove, how he grinds I Oh I of all duodecimo dandies 
That eyer pla^^ed gamin and grinder, he is the most teasing. 

And look at Ms monkey— how like Kim I — it’s jumping^ and seizing 
The hair— what there is— of that broad, burly, blatant big-drummer. 
BMg ! Bang I Oh, my ears ! Ab, that horrible noisy new-comer 
From Leatheidom's city has wrought me more harm my foes 
have;, 

Jlike^ I defend him P If ever my eyes, ears, and nose have 
Sustained keen ofienoe, ’tis from Bbadlaugh there, bumping and 
booming 

As though he delighted my score to destruction in dooming. 

And then that huge organ, like some mad piano-fiend thumping} 
with which j^AFF and Cecil the country are scouring and stumping I 
The shine of it I Eum-t^tum-rantara 1 1 Porte II J Crescendo 1 1 1 1 
With never a p.p, or delicate dtmtnuendo , 

No sweetness of phrasing, no fineness of touch I It ’s just maddening I 
Cecil would slay St. Cecilia’s ; hut it’s saddening 
^AFFT to see at snch work ; he does look half ashamed of it, 

Tired of the to wand the rowdiness scarce to be named of it. 


Then look at Lawson there, thumbing his “ musical glasses.” 
Musical I Ghrieky as brayings of heel-lifting asses, 

All out of tune, out of time, like oracked bells in a steeple, i 

Swears he ’s my friend and admirer, too— As, of all people I i 

Hasn’t a notion of harmony ; will play a solo 
‘Always in crotchets. Good gracious I Can’t even play Polo 
Without some ensemble. Political Symphonies P Bless us ! 

While this row goes on ? Ah I I feel that the garment of Hessus, 
Spite-poisoned, enwraps me. And yet what a programme I gave them I 
My choir I If th^ won’t follow me, who from chaos^ shaK save thorn r 
Noise ! Noise ! Prom the foe we expect it, they think it their duty ; 
But shindy on our side means smash. Tutti, Gentlemen ! tuU% I 


What was onr Tip last week for the Derby P Those who nghtiy 
interpreted our Fancy Portrait, drawn by the Artist who backed the 
horse and gave us the correct tip of his tail, must have made a 
fortune. Wasn’t he represented as “going like blazes”?— and 
who, accustomed to iuterpret oracles, wouldn't at once have rew it 
“ Going like St. Blaise is,” eh ? We don’t charge commission, but, 
when Gentlemen have made a considerable profit, we expect them to 
remember the prophet who made tiiem the millionnaires they now 
are. Nod and a wink to Dark Horse. 


Loyalty Saibly Tbied.— Her Gracious Majesty kept her oto 
birthday very much to herself by going “ book agen” to Sopuana, 
which was not one of the Happy Heturns of the Day, especially as— 

The Provost and Baillies of Aberdeen 
Were not permitted to see the Q,uebn. 


Old Times Reyiybd.— The punishment for the thoroughfare 
obstructionists who caused the block in the Strand should be the 
Block on Tower Hill. 





June 2, ISSS.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


261 



Design for new Waxl Decorative Paper, to be called the 
“ Papier Masher.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY. M.P. 

Some of Commons^ Monday^ May 21. — Business resumed to-day 
after WMtsun recess. Many of our young men, including our Orand 
Old One, absent. 

Telegram from Bandolph, dated *‘CloimabaIly, Co. Antrim, 
Monday. Slia’n’t be in House till Thursday. Here making inqui- 
ries into case mentioned by Joseph Qillis as to Adjutant who drew 
forage allowance for imaginary horse. Most important. Joseph 
not accurate in details, but quite enough to damage Government. 
Fancy we shall turn them out this time. Could have been back 
to-day, but since Gladstone stays till Thursday, think Gorst wiH 
be able to manage, and keep in order Stappy and H. W. Smith— or 
is it ‘ W. H.' ? ” Indefatigable young man, Bandoiph. Always 
at his country’s call. 

Spent drowsy evening on Civil Service Estimates. Gorst did his 
best to make up for Handolph; but a little heavy and monotonous. 
His tactics consist chiefly of going out for an hour or so, coming 
back, noting who is absent from Treasury Bench, then, when culprit 
returns, dropping down upon him ; or if he prolongs absence, gets up 
and wants to know how votes for furniture in Law Courts are to he 
taken in absence of Secretary of State for War, or why the President i 
of the Board of Trade should be absent at a time when Committee | 
are asked to vote salary for the Charwoman at the Admiralty ? 

Little of this goes a long way, and we had a good deal of it a fort- 
night back when Gorst protested against discussing the Transvaal 
aifairs in absence of Attorney-Gener^ for Ireland. 

** Worst of man with a flux of speech and dearth of ideas is that 
when he gets hold of what he thinks is a point he bores people to 
death with it.” So Hargoitrt says, and don’t know anyone of more 
judicial mind. 

Joseph Gillis in great form. Doubts very much whether the 
Patents Bill will get through this Session, and is highly sarcastic on 
frescoes. 

‘ * W hen I was in Parry he says, unflinchingly facing recollections 
that some might think painful, **1 took my dejernay occasionally 
ally f resky in the JBoy, But there you got something to eat and 
drink. These here freskies for a wall I don’t hold with, and if Sir 
Fredebich Leighton wants to do ’em, let him do ’em at his own 
expense.” Business dowe.— Y oted Supply, 

Tuesday . — House in pretty cheerful mood to-night. Arranged for 
Count Out before dinner, and whole holiday for to-morrow. Gloom 
of Sir Herbert Maxwell, Bart, in strong contrast to general 
hilarity. 

“ Toby,” said the unfortunate ETobleman, whom I found languish- 
ing in arm-chair in Library, “ what makes me unhappy is that now, 
as X sit here, I recall quite easily all the good things 1 was going to 
say in moving the Adjournment. Chaplin would have been nowhere. 
Lowiher would have been lost, and Dice Power not in it. Meant 
to show them that if a Scotchman can’t readily take in joke, he can 
turn ’em out without apparent effort. But got into such a terrible 
funk when found myself on my legs. All the jokes got mixed up. 
Afraid that would happen when took Arthur Baleour’s advice. 
Left my own place, and spoke from Bandolph’s. * Elijah’s mantle, 
you know,’ Balfour said. ‘ Yon stand there, and you won’t feel 
bashfnl.’ But think strange place even made me worse. Had 
imoomfortable sense that House could see my boots. Hothing matter 
with them, doncha know, but when I speak from usual place, have 
a bench before me. Hides a bit of you, and you can lean on back if 
you feel ill. Speaking from Banpolpk's seat, one is in full view of 
House. Makes fellow feel queer. Wish I ’d had nothing to do with 
it. Must get a Welshman next time.” 


• “Yes,” I say, touched by unhappy Hobleman’s despair; “we’U 
get Morgan Lloyd next year, then your failure will be forgotten.” 
^Or the whole, not a very lively business. Oddest men appeared 
in what was expected to be funniment. “Like iragedy-men 
coming forward when the call-boy summons the comedians,” said 
Mr. Labouchere, who knows something about theatres. When 
Sir Edward Colebrook rose, House positively gasped, then con- 
tumeliously roared. The storm grew higher when red face and 
round body of James Howard discovered below the Gangway. 

“ Highly irregular this,” said Stuart-Wortlet. “It’s like the 
sun rising in the middle of the night.” 

Howard not at all unlike comic pictures of the sun, as he stands 
below the Gangway with full broad face shining on uproarious 
crowd. Apparently nothing particular to say, and after struggling 
with clouds of displeasure, Anally suffered ecli^e, and solar system 
resumes ordinary conditions. Business dowe.— House decided by 185 
votes against 85 to go to the Derby. 

Thursday.— Gtie&t eruption of white hats and light clothing to-day. 
Mr. Monk a little out of it. For many Sessions, so Mr. Duiwtn 
tells me, he used to he the harbinger of summer. Possessed suit of 
clothes of dusty miller order with white hat to match. One day 
whilst House was engaged on Guestions or Hotices, Monk would 
enter arrayed in these garments. Then House knew summer was at 
hand, and Members goiug home hunted up their white hats and light 
clothing, “ Just like Gentlemen who live in the country write to the 
Times when they see first swallow or hear the cuckoo, so,” Dillvtyn 
says, “ we knew when summer was at hand by seeing Monk come in 
as though he had passed through a flour-mUl on the way.” 

To-day summer burst upon us without re-appearance of swallow 
or warning note of cuckoo. Troubled with approaching disfran- 
chisement of Gloucester, or from some other cause — “ Perhaps, ” 
Mr. Barrant says, “the suit’s worn out. Cau’t have come from 
first-class firm ” — Monk manque, and here we are in midsummer. 

“ Yes, Toby, dear boy,” says Bandolph, “and the dog-days are 
at hand when some people are muzzled.” 

One or two men laugh, sure 1 don’t know what at. 

'Warlike night in Committee of Supply. Militia out, and the 
Yeomanry Cavalry paraded. Earl Percy on the war-path. .Imposing 
appearance. 

“Must admit,” says Mr. Labouchere, “that blood tells. ‘The 
Pers^ owt of Horthumbarlande ’ is the same in the Yictorian age as 
in the time of Henry the Sixth. Hever see Percy without tmnk- 
ing of Chevy Cbase.” 

And he certainly looked warlike as he squared his shoulders, set 
his feet flimly on the floor, waved his muscular arm, and in those 
deep, stentorian tones so familiar on the parade-ground of the 
Alnwick Artillery Yolunteers, instructed Lord H^tington on his 
duties in relation to the Militia. 

“ Yes. I ’ve got my eye on Percy,” Randolph said, when I 
described the thrill his martial bearing and tones always send through 
me. “ When I come in, can’t do better than put him in at the War 
Office. With Gorst Lord Chancellor, Wolff Minister for Foreign 
Aifairs, and Balfour Secretary of State for India, I shall have the 
nucleus of a pretty strong Ministry.” 

Business Four votes on Army Estimates agreed to. 

Friday Another Count Out. Professor Bryce delivered 

j interesting lecture on Armenia ; chiefly useful as giving Ashmrad 
I Bartlett opportunity for getting rid of remnant of one of old 
I speeches on Central Asia. Then Dr. Lyons proposed to set forth 
I scheme for regeneration of Ireland “ by utiliaiog her abundant but 
dormant natural resources.” Keen eye of Joey B. saw through it 
in instant. “If Ireland,” says he, “begins to depend upon her- 
self, and to work like Scotland and England do, what ’s to become 
of us ? ” So Joseph laid in wait, and counted out Dr. Lyons. 

Business done. — ^Hone. 

THAT DREADFUL DOCTOR! 

{Ingoldshy applied.) 

He warns ns in eating, he warns us in drinking, 

He warns ns in reading and writing and thinking ; , 

He warns ns in football, footrace, eight-oar “ stroking,” 

He warns ns in dancing and cigarette-smoking ; 

He warns ns in taking champagne, and canoeing ; 

He warns ns in wearing red socks, and shampooing ; 

He warns us— of drains— in our snug country quarters ; 

He warns ns— of fever— in mineral waters. 

He wains us in— everything mortal may mention. 

But— what gives rise 
To but little surprise— 

Hobody pays him the slightest attention I 


Exploration of GjBffiSNLAND.— Fine opportunity for Residential 
Flats. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI . 


MY UNEAENED IN- 
CREMENT. 

{Ballad ly a BMng-UanJ) 

A LTVINQ- by exertion 
Is veiy hardly won. 

It would be my aversion 
Suppose it could be done. 

I wish that I was thriving ’ 

In clover upon rent, 

And from estate deriving 
The unearned increment.” 

1^0 increment, not any, 

Sack 1 of such a kind. 

Whene’er I pay a penny, 

A decrement 1 find. 

What means to raise a sum by ? 
No go more money lent, 

Must either work, or come by 
Some ** unearned increment.” 

By toiling and by spinning, 

No good care I to get ; 

Brads 1 go in for winning. 

My business is to bet. 

True, one must study betting, 

To count upon the event ; 

But that’s next best to netting 
An * ‘ unearned increment.” 

Why, though I don’t like labour, 
Commit a folly, stiU, 

By grabbing from my neighbour 
His goods against his will ? 

’Tis safe as well as pleasant 
To be a sporting gent, 

And play, like me at present, 

For “ unearned increment.” 


Another subject — loy^, of 
course— for the Prince of Wales 
to takeup— though this does sound 
as if we were speaking of His 
Royal Highness as a Policeman, — 
would be in connection with the 
Royal College of Music, — “ Open 
Spaces” —for the people. [We 
can supply a few others wheu 
H.R.H. has an hour to spare.] 
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TO LORD COLERIDGE. 

My dear Chief Justice, you 
made a mistake last week which 
I am hound to correct. For once 
you forgot the rule absolute 
which should ever be obeyed, of 
“ never giving your reasons for 
your decisions.” You actually 
explained, and at some consider- 
able length, to Sir H. Gieeahd, 
what considerations had weighed 
with you in deciding to grant a 
rule. This, my dear Chief, was a 
big mistake. While addressing 
your Lordship on this subject, I 
will just add that there has re- 
cently been too much “talk ” from 
the Bench, too much of that bid- 
ding for that popularity which is 
the very breath of an Actor’s life 

a believe your Lordship takes the 
air at the dinner to be given 
to Mr. Henht lEviisa) but which 
is incompatible with the dignity 
of the Bench. 

Yours truly, 


THE HISTORY OP THE NEXT WAR. 

PRELIMOrAET CHAPTER. 

The Energetic Veteran hurried from Pall Mall, passed through 
Leicester SgLaare, skirted Coveut Garden Market, and stopped at a 
door uuder the portico near Drury Lane. It was a small door, and 
a number of persons of both sexes were hanging listlessly about in 
its cbse proximity. The Energetic Veteran pushed his way in, and 
was stopped by a Polite OficiaL 

“You cannot pass here, Sir,” said the doorkeeper, firmly but 
respectfully. 

“ But I tell you I must,” replied the Energetic Veteran, briskly. 
“ I want to see Mr. — ” And he mentioned one of the beat-^own 
names in Europe. 

“I have no doubt you do. Sir,” returned the OMoial ; “ but the 
Governor is extremely busy, aud you had better write to him.” 

“I have written to him,” cried the Energetic Veteran ; “ and see, 
there is a copy of my letter,” And he pointed to a placard, about 
eighteen feet square, wMch was adorning an adjacent wall. 

‘ ludeed, Sir ! ” replied the Polite Official, with increased respect. 

Then, if you will give me your card, Sir, possibly the Governor 
will make an exception in your case. 1 can but take it to him.” 

The Energetic Veteran haughtily tossed over a small square of 
psusteboard, and retired. When the Official returned, he found his 
vMtor^ contemplating, with the greatest possible admiration, a 


Energetic 


Veteran, overcome ^th emotion. “ That officer waving the Bntkh 
flag, aim slaughtering half-a-dozen white-coats, might have been 
meant for myself. Just the sort of thing X used to do, in a leisure 
mwent, when I ^mn’t wanted to work on the Staff I ” 

The Polite Official respectfully beckoned the speaker to enter the 


JTer Majesty* 8 Inspector of Chief 
Ju&tieesj ^o. 


REVISED VERSION OE SHAKSREARE. 

“ A poor player, 

Who struts and frets his hour on the 
stage, 

And then— goes into Society.” 


“ Real Jam.”— The traffic at 
Hamilton Place Improvement 
Corner ; at Cumberland Gate ; in 
Covent Garden ; and in the Strand 
by the Gaiety. 


Wellington Statue (Zog.). 
swa, tl’y reste ! ”... 

Mr, Punch {with riding-whip)* 
No. J^y up ! Move on ! 


building, and together they passed through the door. They tra- 
versed dark passages dimly illuminated by wire-globed gas-ligbts, 
and ascended narrow staircases overlooking a huge open space with 
a boarded floor. Then they came to a second door, but this was 
made of the most costly marquetry, studded with the rarest marbles. 
The Polite Official ushered in the Energetic Veteran, ^d retired. 

“ Pardon me,” said a gracefully-rounded figure resting in a tissne- 
of-gold dressing-gown tostefully trimmed with brilUants, on a sofa 
whose bullion-cloth and pure golden legs were half hidden by a huge 
rug made entirely of sable-tails. “Pardon me a moment, until I 
have given my final instructions to a dozen and a half of my Secre- 
taries.” 

The Energetic Veteran nodded amiably, and looked round him. 
The chamber in which he was now seated was certainly gorgeous in 
the extreme, and stronerly reminded him of the most luxurious pas- 
sages of the Arabian Nights, The walls were hung with a material 
composed of silver thread aud precious gems, and all the farni- 
ture, except the sofa already mentioned, was made of the rwest 
porcelain. He himself was resting on a Dresden china chair. Pic- 
tures by Raefaelle, aud Masters nearly as celebrated, were scattered 
about the apartment in great profusion, waiting to be hnng. There 
wae an indescribable air of wealth about the place, which had its 
effect upon the visitor, although that visitor was not a man easily 
impressed. 

“ And now,” said the figure on the sofa, who had been called by 
the PoUte Official “ the Governor,’* turning round and m^i ng a 
cigarette out of some Turkish tobacco and a ten-pound note, What 
can 1 do for you P ” 

“ 1 have an idea ! ’* was the short sharp response. 

“ Not in the least surprised,” smilingly continued the other, as he 
toyed with a huge pine-apple, and filled a liqueur-glass firom a 

moamTim ni^avf'.i.ATiaA w/\ni mo 
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which., by the bye, I should like to see you a member,” and he 
handed over a number of circulars. 

“I am sure I should be very pleased,” replied the Governor, 

I hastily, “ but, to tell the truth, I don’t think it would be of any use 
I to me. You see, when I want to dine quietly, I generally accept an 
invitation to a State banquet with the Lokd Matos. But, you were 
saying you had an idea ? ” 

“ I have got something more for you.” 

“What, another letter I” returned the other. “Well, thanks, 
very much; but I think that game is played out. Besides, my 
Vicar in South Kensington is getting jealous. Kot that you don’t 
write capitally. No ; when I saw that first despatch of yours— the 
one you knocked off, you know, just after your arrival in Egypt— I 
said to myself, ‘ He shall be on my staff,* and you are 1 ” 

“ And Willing approves of me ? ” 

“He is delighted with you, and says that you should join his 
profession— that with your talent, in his line you would coin 
money.” 

‘‘ Well, I find my own profession not unlucrative.” 

So I told him ; but he said you ought to sacrifice Arms to Art, 
But there, no doubt he will write to you on the subject. And, now, 
what is your idea ? ” 

“ What do you say to a war with the Esquimaux ? ” 

“Not bad,” said the Governor, reflectively, “the North Pole, 
though, has been touched at the Adelphi.” 

“ Not as I should touch it ! ” cried the Energetic Veteran, with 
enthusiasm. “ I would have real bears and a battle by night, illu- 
minated with the Aurora Borealis.” 

“Not bad,” murmured the Governor. “I don’t think that has 
been done.” 

“ Then Beattchasip SETMoun-^tut, tut ! — should say Alcesteb, 
but I never can remember .the titles of Ihese newly-made Peers — 
might bombard Copenhagen, as I promised to put him into my next 
big thing.” 

!! Copenhagen !— snrely that has been done before ? ” 

“Everything has been done before,” replied the Energetic 
Veteran, irritably. “Bat, there, 1 have taken a great de«u of 
trouble about it, and if you don’t like it, yon can leave it. Possibly, 


by-and-by, they may want something of the sort at the Princesses’, 
and, if the worst comes to the worst, 1 can always take it to 
Astley’s.” 

“ Don’t be so impulsive,” said the Governor, “ But do you see 
your way to a halht ? ” 

“ Of course. 1 get that by the capture of Russian maidens. Fair 
Circassians, if you like.” 

“ Yes ; that wouldn’t be bad.” 

“ Then I shall work in Bismarck somehow— just to give Harry 
Jackson a new character.” 

“Yes, he would like that. He is fond of representing historical 
personages. And couldn’t yon get in the Coronation of the Czar ? 
I always try to have sometbing connected with current events.” 

“Yes, yes,” replied the Energetic Veteran, reflectively, “that 
might do for a Prologue. Well, I am glad that you like the notion. 
The Duke was rather in favour of an invasion of the Crimea.” 

“ Done years and years ago ! ” 

“ So I tuld him, and suggested, instead, complications with the 
North-Western Powers and a descent upon Greenland. You see I 
had you iu my eye.” 

“ I will do it I ” cried the Governor, suddenly. “ I see my way 
to something really big, and I will do it. I will bill your first 
despatch all over the place, and the scenery shall be put iu hand at 
once ! ” 

Within six months of the above conversation the world was 
startled by two great events,— the first, a fresh war in Europe, the 
second, a new piece at Drury Lane I 


New Version. 

(jPliieh stiggested itself to the Special Bithyramhist of the “ Times ” on the 
Night of the Berbg,) 

As when a mighty people rejoice 
With the penny trumpet and the tootling horn, 

And the tumult of their shindy is borne 

From Kennington Gate, where there ’s crush and jar, 

To the Special waiting at the “ Horns ” snug bar. 
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MY DERBY DAY. 

I ALWAYS naye a book on the Derby. The amounts are not large, 
but it enables me to join with an appearance of grave anxiety in the 

horsey conversation appropriate 
to May. It once, however, nearly 
got me into trouble when in the 
Witness Box, my naive confes- 
sion enoonraging a facetions cross- 
examiner to denounce me as a 
Black Leg, until the assurance 
that I never went beyond a few 
shillings overwhelmed him with 
as much confusion as a sane 
man can well feel when dressed 
np in black stnS and horse-hair. 
However, upon discovering on 
Wednesday morning, on making 
np my book, that, ii fortunate, I 
should only lose a ride, but onder no circumstances could 1 possibly 
win, 1 determined to avoid the Saturnalia of Epsom, and to spend a 
quiet day in beautiful Eppmg Eorest. I was induced to adopt this 
wise resolution from reading Lord Sherbrooke’s quotation from 
Milton, commencing, “ As one who long in populous city pent,” 
which was evidently intended for me who have been pent in a very 
populous city for about fifty years. 

I strolled through the People’s beautiful Forest for about four 
hours in a perfect rapture of enjoyment, but 1 should venture to 
make to the Authorities the modest suggestion, to clear away the 
dirty paper instead of clearing away so many trees. Exhausted by 
my long stroll, 1 sought refreshment at a cleanly-looking booth, the 
property of John Smith, a name I think I have seen before, and 
who supplied me with the cup that cheers but not inebriates, with a 
sufdoiency of milk and sugar, for the small charge of one penny. 
This, with a remarkably sticky Bath bun, constituted my refreshing 
and economical repast. Beturning into the Forest 1 heard the notes 
of a cuckoo. Always ready to contribute my share, however small, 
to the constantly increasing store of human knowledge, 1 noticed 
that my cuckoo never called more than eighteen times without 


History, . 

Mr. Briogs’s first pheasant. 

Finding myself now on the hank of the pleasant-looking lake, I 
was asked if 1 would have a boat, but as from my earliest days 1 
have always liked to see which way I was going, and as I saw a 
kindly intimation written up, that i2d damage must be paid for, 1 
bargained for a boatman, as well as a boat, and spent an hour of calm 
delicious enjoyment. 

On landing I discovered ”a long line of Coooa-Hnts in tempting 
array, and their youthful guardian slumbering peacefully. Awakini 
at my approach, he besought my patronage so earnestly, that 
yielded to the extent of one penny, and bringing into play the old 
yorkers with which in days of yore I used to spread-eagle the 
wickets of my opponents at cricket, I, quite as much to my own 
astonishment as the boy’s, landed a remarkably fine cocoa-nut, 
which we ascertained, by violently shaking it, contained a consider- 
able quantity of the peculiar milk which is accounted for in such a 
variety of ways. Sooming to take advantage of my unexpected 
success, -1 nobly returned the fruit to the youthful attendant, who, 
wlien he had recovered from his surprise, expressed his gratitude for 
my unexampled liberality by at once standing on his head. 

1 strolled away with head erect, and with the consciousness of 
having at one and the same time evinced remarkable skBl and great 
self-denial. I had previously learned from the young recipient of 
my bounty, that the average number of “chucks” at Cocoa-Nuts 
b^ore achieving success is six, and of “ shies ” at Aunt Sally, four ; 
the form of our female relative’s effigy presenting, apparently, a 
better mark than the nohbly nut that contains the fluid. 

In the train from the City I found myself in company with a 
gentleman of remarkably healthy, if not flushed, appearance, who 
had just returned from Epsom. He was very oommnnioative, but 
many of his expressions were peculiar, if not unintelligible. He told 
me, for instance, that he was down upon_ Ms luck, and should have 
to trouble his Uncle. _ Upon my venturing to express the opinion 
that he was fortunate in having so generous a relation to appeal to, 
he laughed, and said that wasn’t at Ml bad. As the train was about 
stopping, he shook hands with me very heartily, and made use of 
these very remarkable words: — “I’ve enjoyed your society very 
much \ there ’s^ a greenness about you that is quite refreshing, so 
I ’ll give you just two bits of advice. Never have anything to do 
with the Turf. They are all scamps alike, and would sell their own 
fathers to gain their ends. But if you can’t resist it, like me, 
there ’s only one chance for you, and that is, to Nobble the Jookey 1 ” 

An OTTT gmurR.. 


SCENE IN THE COURT OF QUEEN’S BENCH, 

Mat/ 2 lei, 1883. 

{How it should ham occurred,) 

Usher. Mr. Justice Hawkins will oblige again ! 

Mr. Justice Hawkins {sings ) — 

Excuse me, Geuts ! I am in a flutter, 

I ’ve been detained iu that gruesome gutter 
Called the Strand I Called the Strand I Called the Strand I 
Search Europe through you ’ll find no place full 
Ot sheer neglect and control disgraceful 
like the Strand I Like the Strand ! ^ Like the Strand I 
Its state is truly awful ! Heigho ! Heigho I 
’Tis little short 
Contempt of Court — 

In fact it ’s most unlawful ! 

\_The entire Court dance round to Symphony^ and^ much re- 
freshed^ proceed to "business with renewed energy. 


A YIGEROY EOR AEEICA. 

‘‘ Suppose Hbb Majesty were represented in South Africa by a Viceroy 
carefully selected, to whom the Governors would report, with whom the Boer 
Presidents would negotiate, and who would, as regards natives, possess all 
the authority the Crown and Parliament could give him. Wielding such 
powers, * * * he would, we conceive, be able to remove, and frequently 
even to anticipate, difficulties which press severely on the Colonial Office.** 

Spectator. 

As I ’ve just been appointed first Yiecroy and Governor-General of 
the Cape Colony, Natal, Pondoland, Basutoland, Griqualand West, 
Beohuaualand, and as much of Zaluland as we haven’t yet given 
back to Cetewayo, must buy good map of South Africa at once, and 
study the numerous interesting (geographical) problems connected 
with that country. Must also discover, if possible, before starting, 
who Langalibalelb is. Is it the African native appellation for 
Bishop CoLENto ? Wonder if Forster would put me up to this. 
He seems to know all about the Bechuanas, and might help a 
“ carefully-selected Yioeroy” in acqLuiring information. 

Here I am at Cape Town I Find furious letter from Mayor and 
chief residents at Durban, asking me why on earth I haven’t settled 
in their Colony instead of here. They say their city has quite five 
hundred inhabitants, and is nearly as large as any in Ml South 
Africa. 

Make'my fibrstrspeeoh. Tell people I Mready feel “ an Africander 
to the backbone.” People cheer. Don’t like the word “ Africander” ; 
too obviously rhymes with “gander.” But ought I to make public 
speeches ? Shall telegraph to Ripon, I think, and ask advice. 

Dutchman in crowd wants to know “ my opinion on the Transvaal 
question.” Tell him I haven’t formed one yet, but hope to do so in 
me course of a day or two. Dutchman seems surprised. Another 
person,-— looks like an English clergyman in disguise— says he ’s a 

f reat friend of Joel and Jonathan, and would be glad to know if 
’m going to let ’em be “eaten up” by Letsie and Masupha? 
Natural for clergyman in disguise to feel hurt about men called 
Joel, or Jonathan ; but why these scripturM names out here ? 
Confuses my geography utterly. 

Well, this is reMly quite aggravating ! After several days spent 
in trying to induce Boers, by diplomatic efforts, to spare the Be- 
chuanas, I now hear that they ’ve taken all their cattle and wives, 
and added their territory to what they choose to call the “ Dutch 
South African R»epuhlio.” 

Evidently, must follow “consistent policy.” For a “supreme 
referee, on the spot, placed above the strife of parties, is always 
necessary in such circumstances.” Quite feel that I ’m necessary. 
Wonder why poor Bartle Fkerb didn’t succeed. But then he was 
only Governor of the Cape. Now, I am Mso Governor of Natal, 
Zululand, BechuanMand, &o., and Mso Yice-Suzerain of the Trans- 
vaM. So that, of course, makes my position ever so much easier than 
poor old Bartle Frere’s. 

Cape Parliament has developed a spirit of its own I Refuses 
to vote supplies if I send army into TransvaM. Threatening 
telegrams from NatM, sayM that if I don’t, they will declare 
themselves independent of England altogether, and of me, tool 
This is an undeniably awkward situation. Must temporise. 

Happy Thought. Get dear old Cetewayo to attack Boers. Do 
so. After a week, hear that he ’s been completely defeated by the 
Dutch brutes, and, in consequence, has accepted position of their 
Suzerain. Cape Parliament is becoming unbearable, NatM has really 
declared its independence, and the united Dutchmen of TransvaM 
and Orange Free State are marching on Cape Town I Resign my 
position, and perform my own “ happy despatch ” to England, where 
1 can, at aU events, give ColoniM Office some of the *VLocM know- 
ledge ” wMch it so much needs. 


48^ TO COBBESPONDENTS. — ^In no case can Contribntions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Brawingq, bo returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by "the Senders. 
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COMPENSATION. 

Snohley. “Aw — aw — ^rr must be very unpleasant fob you Americans to I 

BE GOVERNED BY PEOPLE— AW— WHOM YOU WOULDN’T ASK TO DeNNER:’* ' 

ATnerican JBelle . “Well — not more so, perhaps, than for you in Eng- 
land TO BE governed BY PEOPLE WHO WOULDN’T ASK YOU TO DINNER ! ** 

THE MAGIC SPECTACLES. 

A Peep itito a possillc FiUure. 

“ The Home Secretary sees democracy only as distorted by Whig spectacles, one of 

the most powerfully refracting media of the day JMr. Taylor U the true democrat, 

holding that democracy is the government of the whole people by the whole people, while 
Sir William Harcourt would condemn democracy to the disintegration and disunion 
which inevitably pave the way for wire-pullers, and at last for tyrants.” — Times. 

Punch pops the spectacles across his nose, 

As through each magic lens his keen eyes twinkle, 

Shadows of eld upon him crowd and close, 

He feels a spiritnal Mip Van Winkle* 

Is this the England of the Sage’s youth, 

This crotchet-ridden realm of topsy-turvy ? 

That parti-coloured Patch— can it be Truth ? 

That Liberty, in vesture strait and scurvy ? 

The very air ’s asphyxia to the lungs 
Used to the rapture of free inspiration. 

This chaos of cramped wUls and clanging tongues 
Can it be worthy of the name of nation ? 

Men’s mien hath changed, each hath a Janus look, 

Each seems to he half tyrant and half truckler. 

He ’ll swell and swagger here, there crouch and crook, 

But Ereedom, with still eye and steady buckler, 

Watching and warding all,— where is she shrined ? 

Pooh-pooh I The old Palladinm stands no longer 
Midmost the city’s citadel. The whine 
Of philanthropic cant has proved far stronger 
Than manly-fronted and frank-hearted sense. 

The one and indivisible birthright, Ereedom, 


Has been exchanged by babblers dull and dense 
For pottage-doles, and every little Edom ^ 

Has its own local spoon. The old large, divine 
“Thou shalt not” has been narrowed down’and 
whittled, 

At best of every crotchet-monger’s whine, 

Until Morality itself ’s belittled 
Into pure priggishness, the sour and tame 


No stalwart champion, with sonl of dame. 

The niany-hauded ogre, Humbug, tackles. 
Kestriction, arbitrary, local, stiff 
Cobwebs capriciously man’s every action, 

Vetoes his draught, and bounds or bans his whift, 

And every little fad-ring, clique, or faction j 

Has its own happy hunting-ground where it 
May harry its opponents, who may harry 
Others in turn elsewhere ; check-rein and bit 
Are on ns everywhere. The man. who ’d marry, 

Or buy or sell, or sport, or drinh or smoke, 

Must choose for each s^e nook where Local Option 
Has not in that regard imposed its yoke^ 

Of noodle-horn negation, whose adoption 
Jugglers with words and human rights defend 
By some freak-formed, chance-gendered, blind 
“ Majority,” 

Which, all oblivious of its righteous end. 

Spreads an usurped preposterous authority 
O’er the whole field of individual will, 

Taste, impulse, fancy, yearning, need, conviction 
So that as sequel of some prig-pushed “Bill,” 
Blameless desire shall feel the dull constriction 
Of Cant’s snake foldings everywhere. “ This life ? 

This liberty ? ” sighs the Sage. Have smart hut 
flabby^ 

Hound Rhodian rhetoricians thus made rife 
The rule of this new tyrant small and shabby ? 

Have Grand— but oft Grandmotherly— Old Men 
Nervelessly yielded to the newest fashion 
Of mobeap tyranny ? The Punchian pen 
Must lay effectively a scathing lash on. 

The backs invertebrate that bend and bow 
To the first gush-rush of fanatic folly 
As the Vox populu Good faith I I trow 
Life imU be breezy, rational, moat jolly, 

When England is a Heptarohy of fads, 

A chaos of crass crotchets — when the noodles, 

Tories, or Liberals, or roaring Bads, 

ChaDge men from freemen into chain-led poodles ; 
When one may spread a pestilence, but not 
Unchallenged make the best of Nature’s bounties. 
When he who’d drink or smoke must scheme and 
plot, 

And travel into different towns and counties 
To dodge the local despot ; when the Law 
Piecemeal is parcelled out with petty pother, 

So that ’tis no high Mentor striking awe. 

But a Dame Partlet, full of fuss and bother. 

Hanging at each man’s heels until he doubt 
If he may smile or sneeze without authority, 

Or yield to any wish or want without 
Special permission from some one “ Majority ” 

Out of a hundred such. 

Punch dashes off 

The Magio Spectacles with mighty vigour. 

But is it matter for mere careless scoff 
This dream of Crotohetdom’s capricious rigour ? 

Is life’s large freedom to become the prey 
Of zealous zanies, shallow, sour, ascetic ? 

The Glasses may not show the truth to-day, 

But there ’s one question yet^— are they prophetic f 


The Slinistry and the Mint. | 

It is rumoured that the Cabinet, on consideration i 
have determined to convert the southern portion of New 
Guinea into a Crown Colony. It may he hoped that this 
concession may satisfy the Party of Change, although the 
New Guinea Crown Colony will be still something under 
the Old Sovereign. 

Luhrart Announcement.— It is understood that the 
Member for Bridport contemplates bringing out a new 
work on “ Modern Parliamentary Procedure.” It is to 
be called Wartonls Complete Wrangler, 
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OUR PLEA FOR OPEN SPACES. 

The Shymester, musing in GUy Shims, mdiOges in EUgiaes coneern/ing possibU Elysk, for the GUy Ghildren. 

“Uie value of email open spaoee in densely-populated dietriots, near the homes of working people, is ,, 
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“ EEcoaKiSBD I Ay, but by whom ? The wise of heart and the 
kindly! 

Soaioe by the Sings of Gold, the Lords of the Rail and Mart. 
Little by Bumble the bumptious, blundering coldly, blindly, 

On in the olden ways, stolid and tough of heart. 










Then, whilst the Springtide burst of rejavenescent beauty 
Breaks upon holt and hedgerow, quickens the pulse like 
wine, 

Where are the souls will list to the bidding of citizen duty. 

To claims of the City children considerate ear incline ? 
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Spring in the Cit^ Slums I A dim and dolorous season 
Breathing nothing of Katnre, dead and grey as a ghost, 

Chill, and dingy, and dank ; what need any nearer reason 
To nrge onr heaxts and hands to help of the childish host P 
Picture them, pinched and pallid, eager yet hopeless, straining 
Eyes to the barrier’d noo£ where there ’s room for ball and rope. 
Where the plague of brick and stucco, on Nature eternally gaining. 
Leaves, for awhile, some comer, object of huckster hope. 

Maybe a burial plot, where the dead no more seek resting. 

Lit with a touch of green, else sombre and void and waste ; 

Maybe a grassless patch which Trade in its eager questing 
Leaves for a little time unsnatched by its greedy haste, 

Bull, and dirty, and damp, shard-strewn and rubbish-cumbered ; 

Yet there is room to breathe, even to romp and run. 

Few, and growingly few, are these City waste nooks numbered ; 
Shall they be all greed-swallowed, or rescued for health and fun ? 

Health and joy of the children ! What if they, sadly staring 
Saw a vision of Spring break through the grey of the nook, 

A figure of grace and gladness, vesture of verdure wearing. 
Bringing in voice vague echoes of music of bird and brook I 
What if albright Spring shower of buds and blooms she sprinkled 
Down on the waste before them, there as they cluster and cower, 
Signs of the sunny meadows with shimmering dew-blobs sprinkled, 
Whiff of the nutty hawthorn, scent of the Blac-fiower ! 

Fancy ? Yerily, yes. Yet that waste might win as verily 
Touch of the soft Spring fingers, sound of the sweet Spring voice. 
There where the ohilaren sigh might their laughter echo merrily. 
There iu some show of Summer the waifs of the town rejoice. 
Boom for such jRus in urhe daily hourly narrows. 

Nature nooked into neatness is better than none at all. 

Trim straight walks, smug grass-plots, shrubs, and the chhrupping 
sparrows I 

Yes ; but space for scampering, scope for the fiying ball. 

Look to it. Sages, Senators ! See to it, souls unsordid. 

Snatch whilst there’s aught to snatch ungulped by the gorge of 
Trade, 

Ere each scanty plot is paled, and each little waste ipatch hoarded. 
And Railways rattle and choke where the dbildrenmighthave played. 


MR. PUNCH’S METROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENT ACTS. | 

To clear away the Holywell Street block. 

To make a dean sweep of Seven Dials. 

To demolish the block opposite the Criterion, and make a dear 
way to Leicester Square. 

To open out Leicester Square, leaving the Alhambra and the i 
Pandora (when opened) Theatres. 

To enlarge the area of Covent Carden Market, and restrict the sale. I 

To establish several Flower Markets. 

To establish Fruit and Yegetable Markets. 

To build Restaurants on the Thames Embankment, which could be 
turned into Winter Carden diaing-piaces. 

To open Kensington Cardens to Equestrians, making rides after 
the manner of those in the Bois de Boulogne. 

To erect a central Sea-Water Bathing Establishment. 

To make as many open spaces as possible in the Eastern suburbs. 

To compel all dust-carts, &c., to work between 4 and 7 and 
then disappear. Coal-carts the same. 

Snb-Tramways everywhere for all heavy waggons. 

Dynamite might be legitimately and safely used to clear the 
atmosphere of fog. 

On every kmp-glass the number of the house facing it. 

The name of each street to be legibly printed at the corner of every 
block, at a certain height, and not sky’d. 

These wiU do to begin with. 

A Sportsman on Rational Dress. 

Thev may talk as they like about health, warmth, and grace, 
But he with plain reason is snrdy a player 
Who solemnly talks of improving the race, 

By making the sex a non-stayer J 

The Eeeieotoe Aepaie.— Lord HouenTOir explained last week 
that “once upon a time ” he had gone on an Errmg-and-straying- 
ton Roaming Mission. Yes, but that Mission was a regular h’out- 
an’-h’out ’un. 
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[June 9, 1883. 





THE WESTMINSTER WAX-WORKS. 


Monday Night, May 28.— Pleasant to hear Scotch accent again. 
Since the Herring Brand Ctnestiou was settled, and the Hypothec 
Bill passed, don’t have fair proportion of it* Began the evening, 
of course, with Ireland, and threatened to conclude with it. Mr. 
HAuniNaioN, one of the latest gifts from that fruitful isle, has in 
usual way secured opportunity of making himself a personage, 
and, naturally, not inclined to let it sleep. Has done everything 
to qualify himself for prominence. Has been in prison, owns a 
newspaper, and is always ready to challenge G^overnment to do its 
worst. Since a paper that no one ever heard of before has been 
seized by local police in connection with printing of seditious 


seized dv local police in connection witn printing ot seditious 
matter, Habbingion has been constantly popping up, and demand- 
ing to be led out to instant execution. ** I am ready for any course 
the Chief Secretary will take,” he says, gloomily, in imitation, longo 
intervallo, of John Dillon. 

The course Tbeveltan obvioublv inclined to take is severely to let 
him alone, which greatly grieves we dauntless Habeingo^on. Will 
no one behead him on Tower Hill, hang him from the Clooktower, or 
at least send him to prison somewhere in the neighbourhood of a 
good eating-house P 

** Ho one, I regret to say,” Mx. Labopohebe replies in his incisive 
tones. “ You ’re a decidedly xininteresting person. Though you 
have the dueucy of au Irishxuan, you’re as dull as a Scotchman, as 
commonplace as a Welshman, and as unpioturesqne as an English- 
man.” 

It was Mr. Eahsat’s voice that was heard at midnight, complain- 
ing about subvention of distnrnpiked roads. ‘‘Hot enough I ” he 
cries : so moves rejection of the lot. Consternation on part of 
Scotch Members. 

“A people,” says Mr. James Lowtube, “who are so economical 
that they go about iu kilts to save the cost of trouser-clolli, won’t 
stand it.” 

Hor did they. Qruite a storm burst around the placid head of Mr. 
Bamsat. With many a “ Hoot, mon ! ” and “ Hech, Sandy I ” he 
was reminded that half a loaf is better than no bread. Hamsay { 
some time in seeing it ; when finally grasped the idea, proposed with 
great stolidity to withdraw his Motion. But Joseph Gillis had to 
be reckoned with. Here was a fine chance of harrying the Scots, 
and wasting a quarter of au hour. So when question put that leave 
be given to withdraw Motion, J. B, said “ Ho I ” and Committee 
divided. 

Pretty to see Mr. Eamsay walking out to support the Tote he had 
earlier moved the rejeotiou of, weighed down oy oonsoiousness that 
he had nearly lost £20,000 for Scotland. 

Business done, — ^A few Yotes in Supply. 

Tmsday, — “Didn’t see you at our May Meeting at thePoreigu 
Office this morning, Cowen,” Sir W. Lawson said to the gentle 
Joseph of Hewoastle. 

“ May Meeting, do you call it P ” said J. C., carefully brushing 


the nap of his new silk hat, and adjusting his lavender silk necktie. 
“ Must Meeting is a better name ior a gathering where Gladstone 
talks to you Liberals. I’m an Independent Member, who hates 
Caucuses of any ]ynd, whether at Hewcastle or the Foreign Office. 
I own no compulsion but that of opposlug whatever Gladstoite may 
recommend.” And, filching with odour-laden cambric handkerchief 
a speck of dust from his patent-leather shoes, the Horthumbrian 
daintily picked his way through the throng. 

“ Most extraordinary man, Joe Cowen,’’ said Sir Wilplid, pen- 
sively regarding his retreating figure. “ Huows every conspirator 
iu Europe. Has lent money to them all, and regularly pensions 
thirty-three seedy-lookiug fellows who, at various times, have 
knocked him up in the dead of the night, and, cautiously removing 
their crape maski^ whispered in his ear that they had spoken disre- 
spectfully of the OzAB, are fieeing for their lives, and have not got a 
kopec. Strongly suspect they chiefly come from the East-End, were 
the Hai^ Man, the Sioux Chief, and the Tameless Savage of the 
Mid-African Jungle are cultivated.” Truly Joseph has a gentle 
heart, and an ear always open to human disiress. 

May Meeting went oh very well this morning. Party more united 
than ever. Everything going to be carried except the Government 
of London Bill. Thereupon, the brothers Lawbbncb publicly fall 
into each other’s arms. Alderman ^Fowleb and Sir Andbew Lusx 
perform a breakdown. Firth fumes. Sir Gabbibl GoldneYj whose 
son is something in the City, tells me Lord Mayor Knight is woe- 
fully out up. 

“ Thought I was going to be the Last of the Lord Mayors,” he 
gloomily confided to the Baronet Gabriel. “Fact is, had given 
orders to be painted iu act of leaving Mansion House for last time. 
Great Mstorioal picture to be presented to the nation. ‘ The Last of 
the Lord Mayors saying Good Knight to Ms Office.^ Bound to take 
portrait offi Artist’s hands ; must alter inscriptiou.” 

CavENDiSH Bentinok in high spirits. Seems he holds brief in 
the Belt Case, and had great triumph to-day. 

“They went on reading the Judge’s summing-up for days,” 
says he. “ L.C. J. took a turn, Denman read himself hoarse, and 
MEanisty lost his voice. Still they went on. Prospect intolerable. 
Thing might last for a fortnight. Then I volxuiteered to read. 
Hadn’t been at it half-an-hour when L.C. J. lays his head on the 
Bench; Manistt moans; Denman droops. Ten minutes] later, 


L.C. J. desperately interposes. Can’t stand anymore of it. Agree 
to take rest as read, and I go offi in triumph. Pity I was bom to be 


to take rest as read, and 1 go on m tnumpn. rity 1 was com to ne 
a Minister, Toby. 'Wouldhave made my fortune at the Bar.’’ 

Business done , — ^Agricultural Holdings BiUread a Second Time. 

Thursday Night , — ^The remarkable number of recent resigna- 
tions by Irish Members explained to-night. Been explained before 
by persons who know everything. Said Land League funds stwped. 
Ho more expenses forthcoming; gentlemen resident at West- 
minster Palace Hotel expected to pay their own bills. But Irish 
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W. E. G-. as tlie Radicals 'would 
-wisli to see him, “ with less 
choler and a more decided 
front.’* 


Members very proud. Rather than do that, give up their seats. 
That explanation generally accepted. Real fact omy now come 
ont. It *s The O’Kellt. Yery last time Gasatt Bthne was in the 
House he made mysterious communication to me. 

“ Did ye ever live in a house with a Tiger, Toby P ** says he. 

Confess I never had. “What was it like ? Was it agreeable, or 
was the excitement too strained, and 
apprehension of accident too absorbing P 

“ Well, I have,” Mr. Btrnb con- 
tinued, in pursuit of bis own question, 

“ since 1880 that ’s been my state. All 
very well for Parnell to keep a watch- 
dog ; but to have a fellow going about 
■with pistols glaring upon you, so that 
you tremble every time you get up to 
speak, and never go home without expect- 
ing to find ‘ a friend ' waiting for you, is 
more than I can stand.” 

Mr. Byrne’s language a little mixed, 
but evidently disturbed with something, 
and has since resigned, like half-a-dozen 
others of the stouter and more peaceful 
members of the Party. Now The O’Kellt 
has fixed upon McCoan, and O’Brien 
has acted the part of a friend. Joseph 
Gillis, when he heard of the event, 
called on Mr. McOoan, and generously 
laying aside all difierences (J. G. once 
publicly called him a carpet-bagger] 
offered to conduct negotiations with 
0’Kellt*s friend. But McCoan, to the 
infinite disgust of Joseph Gillis, refused 
overtures. “ When I levanted, I came 
here for a peaceful life,” he said. A 
man who might have been bowstrung by instructions of the Sultan, 
won’t stand to be shot at by an Irish Member.” 

Decided to teU House all about it. House roared with laughter. 
Only^ The O’Gorhan Mahon sat stern and silent, with a dark cloud 
on his massive brow. 

‘*I have lived too long to see this day,” the amphibious old 
warrior murmured. But, thank Heaven, he ’s half a Scotchman. 
The O’Kelly ’s an honour to us. I ’ll go and take a' drink wid 
him.” 

“It’s a pity they didn’t fight it out I” says Dick Power. 

“ They should have had a duel 
in the dark. Ever heard of 
one that happened somewhere 
in the States ? Room pitch- 
dark. Each man clutching a 
brace of pistols. One, terrible 
fellow like O’Kellt; other, 
kind - hearted fellow like 
McCoan. Long pause. Each 
man afraid to make noise lest 
other fire. Kind-hearted man 
chiefiy afraid of committing 
murder. At last determines 

J, J. O’Kmjr. Esq., M.P.. m his Great 

terriblefire-eater. Pity to lose 
O’Kellt, but duel in dark room would have been very interesting.” 

Sad news to-night. Tragedy comes treading on skirts of broadest 
Farce. General Burnaby is dead— dead just past his prime. King- 
lake has a glowing page, telling how at Inkermann Burnaby, then a 
stripling, charged through the serried masses of the Russians at the 
head of a handful of the Grenadier Guards, and did much to retrieve 
the fortunes of the day. In him the Army loses one of its bravest 
Captains, and the House of Commons the companionship of a loyal 
and simple-hearted Gentleman. 

JBimne89 done, — ^Passed eighteen Yotes in Committee of Supply. 

Friday Night,— The O’Kdly fizzle went out very mildly. Fire- 
Eater explains that clauses of Duello Act unfortunately not made 
compulsory. He offered to shoot McCoan. McCoan didn’t seem to 
care about it, and there was end of matter. The 0’Go3eEHAN Mahon 
afiected to tears. Sends his “ cyard ” all round the benches. “ Pity 
the House should be disappointed. Will no one oblige P ” No one 
will, and the Ancient Warrior by Sea and I^d stalks forth, making 
passes at imaginary adversary. 

Ftmness Report of Supply. 



Sensible SAYiNG.—Talking of the International Chess Tourna- 
ment, an acute spectator observed “Take care of the Pieces, and 
the Pawns will take care of themselves.” 


ON A DRAG; OR, HOW THEY LIVE NOW- 

Mise Crowndale, Why is it always called “ Royal Ascot” ? 

Mr, Masher [hriglitly). Because the Royal Family are present. 

Miss Crowndale [unanswered). But ihey go to other Races, and 
they are not called “ Royal.” 

Mr, Masher [perplexed). No ; hut then, don’t you know, they axe 
not near Windsor Castle. [Triumphantly,) Ascot is ; that ’s why. 

Miss Crowndale, I see. How appropriate ! Then there are no 
other Races near Windsor Castle ? 

Mr, Masher. Not one. 

\_JR.ememhers the Fay Mead, and inwardly collapses. 

Lady Salford, Do look at that girl on that drag there ! 

Viscount Gardenia [gazing in the wrong direction). I don’t think 
much of her. 

Lady Salford [abruptly). Not there. That’s Lady Julia Her- 
rick, who will be the ugliest woman in England when her mother 
dies. The drag to the left. Mrs. Wenham told me that that’s 
i the girl they call “ Baby ” at tbe Shakspeare Theatre ? 

I Viscount Gardenia [evasively). I dare say. I have hardly ever 
I seen her, and, besides, they are so very different off the stage. 

Lady Salford [spitefully). Of course, when they have taken all 
their coatings of paint and powder off their faces. 

Viscount Gardenia [forgetfully). But, I assure you, she uses hardly 
any make-up at all. 

Lady Salford [like lightning). How do you know ? i 

Viscount Gardenia [coming round to the wind with commendable 
promptitude). Oh— I have— er— read it in the theatrical papers. 

Lady Salford [emphatically). I never study that class of literature. 
Look at her dress ; it is really wonderfully handsome. 

Viscount Gardenia [uneasily). These theatrical people have great 
taste. 

Lady Salford [rudely). Rubbish ! All the taste in the world won’t i 
pay for a dress as expensive as that. I suppose it is the gift of some 
young idiot. 

Viscount Gardenia [with perfect sangfroid). More probably some 
old one. j 

Fassing Johnnie, Gabby I 

Viscount Gardenia, Hnllo, old Chappie I 

Fassing Johnnie. I took you seven monkeys off Steele. Couldn’t 
get any more. Ta I 

Lady Salford. What does that boy mean by seven monkeys of steel ? 

Viscount Gardenia [wishing himself well out of it) , Oh, only his chaff. 

Lady Salford, It seems to me very foolish. It is some of the 
I slang of the present day, I suppose. I am so glad, Harry, you do 
. not indulge in slang, thongh you do read the theatrical papers. I 
I could not bear to look forward to a son-in-law who was slangy. 
And you have a character for steadiness which an3r young man 
might be proud of. You ’re far above that sort of thing, I know — 
[pointing to the that sort of thing,^^ who, at the moment, is being 
assisted to champagne^ and is pleasantly inquiring “ who the antique 
fossil is, sitting next to our poor old Gabby ? ”) And since you pro- 
mised my Yiolbt to give up betting, don’t you feel much happier ? 

[Yiscount Gabbbnia wavers between the murder of his future 
mother-in-law and throwing himself off the top of the coach. 

Mr, Fass. I ’m as chippy as can be. 

3Ir, Fncarte. I ’d give all Gabby’s prospects of married bliss for 
an honest brandy-and-soda. But that confounded old woman glares 
at yon so, every time you get a glass in yonr hand, that I nearly fall 
off -with fright. 

Mr, Fass, Capital idea, having a cottage down here to he quiet, 
if we had only gone to bed early, and made a good breakfast. 
Then we could have battled with the swine. As it is, I feel too 
frightened to go near the Ring. I must have a drink, or I shall die, 

Mr, Fncore. Split then I Who, I should like to know, kept us 
till six this morning P 

Mr, Fass. Look at the cards I held, hacoarat every time ; and, as 
nobody wanted to go to bed, I thought I might try and get a bit 
back. Here ’s luck I [Drinks, 


[The Foyal Sunt Cup is run.) 

Miss Crowndale. Oh, how fast the dear pretty horses run ! 

Miss Masher, I love Ascot ; and a pic-nic lunch is snob fun I 

Young Chappie, Just what he told me in the Stalls the other 
ni^t. It is always mjr luck at Ascot. 

Lady Salford, Yery interesting to jockeys and betting-men, but 
to my idea very dull. A most overrated place is Ascot. 

Viscount Gardenia, There ’s that monkey’; and [wistfully) how 
they are enjoying themselves over there. I wish I had never come 
to this miserable Ascot. 

Mr, Fass. Now I see Goodwood looming brightly in the distance. 
Bless Ascot! ,, , ^ 

Mr, Encarte. This looks like Queer Street on Monday. Hang Ascot I 
[SvTns /— “ She told me to go to Jericho and thinks it probable 
he Ul have to pay a visit to that neighbourhood before settling ») 
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THE NEW CRAZE. 

SoBNB — The €h'em-Bo<m of the PartheTum, before rehearsal, 

Eard^worhing Baronet, “Herb's the Duke, ooNroxiND him! only been Six Months on the Stage, and getting Twenty 
Guineas a Week ! ” 

Conscientwas Viscount “Yes! and hs only getting Six AFTER Ten Years of it. I hate these bsastly Dotkbs, coming and 
SPOILING the Profession ! ” 

AmUtvms Earl, “ Ugh I 1 hate all Amatehrs, hang 'eh, taking the Bread out of one's Mottth ! ” 


"SCSATCHED!" 


Trainer 

Battling good horse ? 

Surenot tofliRoh? 

Good for this course P 
Stay every inch ? . 

Likely enough ! 

But— is he fit ? 

Looks a bit rough. 

Bottom and grit 
Mayn’t pull bmi through, 

If he runs green. 

Time shortish too. 

What might have been 
Useless to say. 

Not worth explaining 
What our big bay 
Stopped in his training. 
But he does look 
On the big side. 

By hook or crook, 

You, if you ride, 

Might get him home 
With a clear lead. 
Doubtful though. Hum ! 
Pity, indeed ! 


loquitur^ 

I Looking him over. 

One must admire. 

What ground he ’d cover I 
Shaped like his sire. 
Pedigree prime,— 

Iteform out of Cit, 
Well, lot ’s o’ time ; 

Best wait a bit I 
Win a big race 
Yet, there ’s no doubt ; 
Plenty of pace, 

Speedy and stout. 

But think we ’ll run 
’Tother this race, 

He ’ll go like f un,— 

Safe for a place. 

At the next Meeting 
Bring out the Bay. 
Take lot ’s o’ beating, 
When it ’s his day. 
Wants handling able 
Horse o’ this lype. 
Back to the stable, 

Not “ Cherry Bipe I ” 


Exchange of Compliments. — Lord Mayor to Czar, Congratula- 
tions ! Czar to Lord Mayor, Ditto I Wirfi I were you I 


CITY INTELLIGENCE. 

A considerable amount of excitement was witnessed on the 
Stock Exchange on Wednesday last on its becoming known that the 
Government li^ decided to postpone the London Government Bill. 
The very valuable Stock issued by the important State of Honduras, 
whose principal export consists of fine lively Turtle, had fluctuated 
considerably durmg the uncertamty that existed in regard to the 
above Bill, but when it was known that the old Corporation would 
remain unreformed and unmolested, the price of this valuable secu- 
rity steadily rose, and, after some sli^t fluctuations, closed at 
S-Sths to 5-8thB buyers. 

The demand for the fine lively Turtle above alluded to, became so 
lively at the Leadenhall D§p6t dturiug the course of the day, that it 
was rumoured that some of the taverns had to resort to the shameful 
practice of substituting Irish Conger-Eel until a fresh arrival of the 
genuine article restored peace and comfort to many a corporation. 

Perhaps even Sir William Harcourt, with all his Statesmanlike 
grasp of his subject, Httle thought how his rash project of reform 
would affect the price of so valuable an investment as that of 
Honduras Bonds. 

I 

H.B.H. THE Prince of Wales dined with his Brother Benchers at 
the Middle Temple last Wednesday. The Festive Night Templars were 
ever celebrated for their Hospitality. On reading the Ust of names, 
Sir Arthur Sullivan, who made his first appearance here on thm 
occasion, remarked that there were so many “ Masters” present, it 
sounded like a juvenile party without any Misses. For ourselves, 
we back the Middle Tem^e against Hampton Court or the Nation 
Gallery for possessing the finest CoUectioiL of Old Masters in the 
world. And young ’tins, too. 
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Getting into the Swing of it. 


LE CHEMIN DU PARODY POUR TOOLE MONDE. 

The Haymarket Fedora could not have a better advertisement than 
the Stage-Dor a at Toole’s Theatre. To thoroughly appreciate the latter, 

it is absolutely necessary 
to have seen the former. 
The odd part of it — 
there are several odd 
parts, but this is the one 
par excellence’— that a 
comparatively unknown 
young Actress, Miss 
Linden, by closely 
studying Mrs. Beenahd 
Beeee^s performance of 
Fedora, has ^iven us an 
imitation wmch recalls 
Saha Bernhardt far 
more vividly than it 
does Mrs. B. Beehe at 
the Haymarket. Of 
course, this only shows 
what comparatively easy 
work copying an origin^ 
is to a painstaking in- 
telligent Artist ; and it 
also shows how cleverly 
close must havebeenMrs. 
Beehe’ s reproduction. 
The faculty of imitation 
is more or less common, 
but to give the imitation that subtle touch of humour which turns a 
portrait into a caricature is a rare gift. 

As to whether a piece like Fedora should be an object of travesty, 
and whether one Actor should give a laughable presentment of 
another, the Orientals have one perfect word in answer to all 
such considerations urged by a few “very superior persons,” 
and that is the monosyllable, Bosh I ” Of course, tiie object of 
caricature must be very well known to the public, and even 
generally popular, to give any relish to the humour. Don’t we all 
chuckle at seeing the tricks and manners of our best friends 
comically imitated ? It does not detract from our estimate of a friend's 
worth to see absurd prominence given to his peoulkrities. There is 
no malice in it, though the mischief-maker of course insinuates that 
there is. Judicious admirers of Mr. Ihvino, for example, will be 
amused by a genuinely good imitation of their favourite Actor’s 
mannerisms ; and it will even add a zest to their enjoyment 
when they see him again in the part. It is only one step from 
the Sublime to the Ridiculous ; and were the Sublime to exagge- 
rate, he would at once render himself Ridiculous. Against 
the danger of exaggeration the really humorous caricature is a 
warning. 

As to the weak points of the original play, as we have already 
said in our notice of it, Fedora will not stand ten minutes’ serious 
consideration ; but it is a proof of Sahdou’s genius that he risked 
everything for the sake of Saha : he kept Hs eye on Saha, and 

^ That Loris Ipanoff i^ould have been totally ignorant of the rela- 
tions between Fedora and Vladimir is absurd; but without this 
improbable hypothesis the play could not go on. Then Sahdou’s 
device is so evident, as to be even clumsy, when at the end of 
Act II. Loris defers his information until the evening ; for other- 
wise we should not have had the situation of danger made by Ghretch 
and his police waiting for him in the back garden. 

Again, in Act III., when Fedora finds she has made a mistake, 
and that Loris is innocent, why can she not step out, or run to 
Marha her maid (who was one :’of those charged to obey Gretch 
implicitly, and to remain dressed on her bed ajQ. night, to be “ left 
till called for ”), and tell her to summon Gretch, ex^ain the matter 
to him, send the police away, and let Loris go quietly and respect- 
ably home to his own lodgings ? 

And again, as Fedora is in conddential communication with the 
Russian Government, why, when she finds Loris is innocent, does 
she not send a wire to announce the fact, adding “ letter to follow ” ? 

In the sixth week of the French Plays at the Gaiety, Saha herself 
islannounced to appear as Fedora. Two Richmonds in the field 
but if it is only real July weather, an extra Richmond will be 
delightfoL 

Mr. ‘Wabde made a hit as Jean Bancroft de Siriex, and Mr. Toole 
looked like the sort of Vanity Fair caricature that Signor Cahlo 
Pelleghini would make of Mr. Coghlan. When Loris spoke, how- 
ever, there was no doubt about his identity, and he was J. L. Toole 
and no one else. 

As he leaves London for his provincial tour at the end of this 
month, Stage~Dora, or, Who Killed Cock Itohin — (a better title, if 


Miss Linden were as diaplmnous as Saha of former days, might 
have been IlUFed Dora — ^will have a short life but a merry one in 
Town. Mr. Toole will give her a run in the 
Country, and brings her up to London again 
if t’other Fedora is stiR going on at the 
Haymarket, of which there seems at present 
to be every chance. 

The New Opera at Covent Garden . — ^We 
must defer our illustrated notes of this new 
work till next week, as our Artist was so 
upset by the ** business ” of one of the Acts, 
where all the people play at being at sea, 
and swing forwards and backwards in such 
an unpleasantly suggestive manner, that, 
being of a delicate organisation, he rose 
from his seat, staggered along Fop’s Alley 
to the door, nearly fell down the companion, 
addressed the Stall-keeper as ‘^Steward!” 
yelled for brandy immediately, and didjnot 
turn up again— we use the phrase advisedly 
—the whole evening. So we were left alone 
in our glory, to be nearly stunned by the 
shouting on the stage, and the fortissimo 
orchestra. 

The Opera— in which we ought to take a family interest, as the 
music is by Signor Ponohinello, or Ponchiello, to a libretto by 
one “ Tobia Gohhio ’’—clearly a sly dog, and a connection of 
is emphatically a stunner. We fancy it will be popular. The style 
reminds us of Yehdi, and the translation of the Ubretto is decidedly 
Wordy. There is plenty of melody in the Opera, but whether it is 
our kinsman Ponohinello’ s, or not, we, who are perfectly impar- 
tial, cannot at a first hearing decide. 

The music, generally, struck us as being so far like the name of 

Smith” that we had a sort of recollection of having heard (it 
somewhere before. 

The plot is slightly idiotic, and the situations^ are hackneyed and 
stagey. Madame Duhand can act as well as sing. The translator 
of the libretto, instead of giving us a commonplace English prose 
equivalent, has attempted a little operatic poetry on his own account, 
to which smyone, when oppressed by the Opera, can gratefully turn. 
We have only time and space for one extract this week, which shall 
be the finish ; and we ask our readers, who have not yet seen La 
Qioconda, to tell ns what kind of an Opera they fancy it is from the 
specimen which winds up the entire work 

Giaconda “ stabs herself with the dagger that she had furtively secreted 
while adorning herself, ana falls dead, as if Ughining-sirucJc,^* 

“ Furtively secreted^^ is good. If she didn’t secrete it furtively, 
how could she have secreted it all ? Openly ? 

As if lightning-’Struch ” is terri£o as a stage-direction. 

Then Bamaba, the villain of the Opera, says, or smgs— 

“ Ah, stay thee ! 'tis a jest ! Well, 

Then, thou shalt hear this, 

And die ever damned ! ” 

Why “thee” and “thou” should be used passes our compre- 
hension, as Barnaha most decidedly is not a member of the Society 
of Friends. But the Translator-Poet loves quakerisms [thronghont. 
Then Rarnuba,— very bad man, Barnaba,— 

“ Bending over the corpse of Giaconda, and screaming furiously into her 
ear " — 

[“ Screaming furiously ” is quite in accordance with the previous 
style of the Opera]- gives her, dead or not, the following startling 
information by way of finale 

Last night thy mother did offend me : 

I have strangled her ! 

She hears me not ! 

[ With a cry of half -choked rage, rushes doion the street,'* 

Where, let ns hope, the Bad Barnaba is collared hy a Policeman, 
and taken before the sitting Doge, or one of the Council of Ten, next 
morning. But what an ending to a Grand Opera— “ Thy mother did 
offend me.” This is a grander way of patting it than merely 
“offended me,” which any ordinary ijroser womd have written. 
And “I have strangled her.” How simple I how natprall ^And 
then off he goes down the street to take a gondola to his lodgings. 
More of this anon. 



Warde is it ? 


The Gaiety Company have left London for a conple of montl^, 
and “ The Masher’s Ocenpation ’s gone I ” Late last Saturday night 
one dejected Masher asked another what town Mr. Hollingshead s 
Company was going to first. The “ Johnnie,” who had been at- 
tempting to drown care in copious libations, replied, “Don’t know 
which town firsht : rather thick Masherster.” 
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A FESTITB SALE. 

Ix is not often that snob a 
diance occurs of acQLiiiring: a 
really miscellaiLeoiis assemblage 
of property as that afforded by 
an indiTidual at Newton Abbot, 
in Bevonsbire, who advertises this 
unique collection in the TTestem 
Times. 

Do yon want twelve fireproof 
safes,— here yon are, thongh one, 
or at most two, wonld be enough 
for the majority of people. Bo 
yon desire a wronght-iron six- 
panelled door with bolts and 
jambs all complete, to put before 
the safes, we suppose,— here you 
are. Do yon wish for sixty copper 
furnaces, they are ready for yon. 
Do yon long for thirty new and 
secondhand kitchen-stoves, this 
generous man will sell them to 
yon. Do yon hanker after iron- 
work for an oven, it is ready for 
yon. Do yon look with envy on 
the possessor of market-traps— 
here are two, doubtless cheap. 
Have yon long wished for a hand- 
some carriage and two sets of 
harness, this benefactor of his 
race has them on sale. 

Above all, does your’ soul yearn 
for a set of false teeth, as all 
sympathetic souls do sometimes, 
here they are advertised by this 
genuine rhilanthropist, and such 
a great and good man will, we 
fed certain, be at the trilling 
expense of making them fit for 
yon. 

But that is not all. A honne 
houche remains, concerning which 
we can say nothing, for it speaks 
for itself. After nsing the safes, 
fastening the door, roasting in 
the furnaces and stoves, driving 
the traps and carriages, fitting 
the harness on, and putting in 
the set of false teeth, the adver- 
tiser pfiers yon a secondhand 
saw-pit ! 

Don’t all go to Newton Abbot 
at once. 


[June 9, 1888. 


A CITJESTION OF COLOTJE. 
{By a Bewildsred Bachelor,) 

How may one describe the tint 
Of a dress ? The lady in’t 
Doubtless knows it, but what mnle 
Shall adventure and not fail ? 
Strike the lyre with thumb or 
plectrum 

On the colours of the spectrum, 
Yiolet, Indigo, and Blue, 

Gxeeu, Bed, Yellow. Nonsense I 
Pooh ! 

Obsolete, you ’re witbiu no range; 
But one tint— and that is orange— 
Lives from the old scale chromatic. 
Now Pomona ’s antocratic, 

Tints are named from ripe or raw 
berry, 

Called “Mashed Haspherry” or 
“ Crushed Strawberry.” 
Damsels* lips delight to dwell on 
“Faded Plum” or “Withered 
Melon.” 

Any Lady yon may court 
Will display a fruity port ; 

And, from bonnets down to boots, 
Dames are now “ known by tiieir 
fruits.” 


“Wte is a very small Race 
Meeting,” observed a mild young 
Sportsman, tbe other day. “ Well 
—go on with the riddle. I haven’t 
heard it,” said an impatient 
person in the carriage. “Why 
is a very small meeting— like- 
like what ? eh ? ” And the mild 
young Sportsman had to explain. 

The Tale of Troy. 

Success the Greeks, 

At Lady Pbbaxe’s, 

Did one and all obtain. 

SIB ARCHIBALD LEVIN SMITH. The Tale of Troy 

So good, that oi 

Not Levin* Smith, but Taking Smith and A.L-evating him to Do hope they’ll “Troy again.” 
THE Bench, where he *ll best on his Oars. 

ATiecdote,-—** Is there room for another Judge on the Bench ?** asked Tube Anticipatxons.— Order- 
the Premier. “Plenty!*’ replied the Lord Chancellor. “Give ing your own tombstone, with a 
me an inch, and I *11 take A. L. — Smith.’* And he did. neat epitaph on it. 



OUR OYFISHIAL GUIDE. 

Part III.— Great Britain. 

Those who peruse the excellent introduction to the bulky shilling 
catalogue of the great show, by Mr. Herbert Trendell, cannot but 
be struck by the lofty object the promoters of the Exhibition seem to 
have had in view from the incubation of their praisewor^y enter- 
prise. We are told that they wished “ to defend the natural wealth 
of our rivers and seas from the rapacity of greed and the reckless- 
ness of pollution, to provide improved harbour accommodation and 
greater faculties for transport ana commerce, to render the meals of 
the million more palatable, more wholesome, and, at the same time, 
more economical,” “ But aU these things,” they observe, through 
their eloquent spokesman, “sink into insignificance when compared 
mth the safe-guarding of our fishermen’s fives and the improvement 
I of oar fishermen’s homes.” Bnowing thus with what philanthropio 
I aspirations the promoters conmenoed their labours, it is a little dis- 
I appointLag to find the principal and tmqnestionaDly most popular 
exhibit whidb. attracts attention on leaving the grand entrance bii.n 
is a case full of salad howls, fish knives and forks, and cruet stands, 
made chiefiy from the claw of the boiled lobster. It is also a trifie 
unsatisfactory to discover that, in a display so firmly intended to 
benefit the human race, a box containing a feather cloak, gratefully 
presented to Lady Brassey by some semi-cannibal potentate, has 
more interest in the eyes of the PubHo than “ Division i.. No. 1. A 

1 19 0.1.. Tk 


exclamation of a more thiua usually inteUeetu^ visitor of “ not half 


bad, but which is the way to the band ? Of course, it would be 
impossible to notice all the many useful little articles displayed m 
the fifty divisions devoted to Great Britain. However, a few may 
be picked out for special mention: — 

No. 87. “ Steam Life-hoat. Constructed not only to save lifit^t 
from its great buoyancy {obtained by many revolving air-tif/nt 
rollers acting as jpropellers), will help to support a ship from sinkingj 
and tow same into port. The Ufe-Boat contains a large space jor 
salvage, <^c., also, when at anchor, would serve as a revomng 
ship,^* Thus far the ofdcial catalogue. However, to the thoughtinl 
it must be obvious that this excellent vessel may be applied to 
other purposes. With its carriage it could be used as an admirable 
Brompton and Islington omnibus. Turned upside down, itwoma 
make a pleasant hut for a pio-nio party in a storm. Stodmg on its 
stern, it could eas^ be altered into a runoh and Judy Show. Ana 
at all times the boiler might be employed in cooking eggs. 

No. 111. '^Portable India^-rubber Boats, Most useM in a 
sketohiag expedition. When not employed in assisting at the opt- 
ing of a water-colour, might be used for rubbing out superfluous 
pencil-marks. ' i 

No. 114. “ Patent (Mtmnbie Boat.” Capital thing for a ptMtioal 
jote. . . . 

No. 169. " Model of a Well Veseel.” No doobt, m some fatnw 
exhibitum, a model of the same boat will be sltown when. iu» so weu 
—say, when sickening for the measles, or in for the whoopmg- 
oonw. - - 

No. 186. Norfolk Crab BoaU:^ Admirably adapted for 
youngsters learning to row. In these vessels they may oaton m 
many crabs as they please. 
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" CROSS OLD THING { 


Wifi, “I *M GOING INTO ToWN NOW, DeAS. ShALL I BOOK PLAOIS I OK CASTS OR MUOS AdO ABOUT NOTHING V* 
Eusbamd, ‘‘Oh, please tottbseip, mn Dear; but I should sat we’ve enough ‘Ado about Kothing' at Home I 


No. 201. TTMte Manilla Boat-Tie?^ Yery pretty. Sure to worthy whitebait when they are honestly entitled to be oaU 
attract considerable attention at an evening party. and Early.” 

No. 211. “ Collection of Bope suitable for Fishing Vessels,^^ No, Cli. Medical Cod-Ziver OiV^ Excellent for u 

Deeply interesting, bnt not quite so exciting as a collection of sumptive herrings. 

MWBuitable rope would have been. No, 648. “ Common 8alV^ Useful for putting on tl 

No. 276. “ Fog Horns, to he seen in action in the Machinery whales when you want to catch them. 

Division.^^ Great improvement. Much better than being heard! No. 698. Frinting Machineri/J’ Very handy on boi 

These silent fog-horns might be safely used in a nursery. ing smack where a daily paper is published. 

No. 321. “ Model ofApparattM for harking Nets hy BieamP A ■ ^ ■ ■ 

\ • m t A At —Grand Old Momin? Coiioert) at St. James’s Hall, l?ri 
No. 374. “.4 lAfe-vretermng Almotphene Melmet and Atmos- 

Belt {with safety compar^U)^_sw^ and pr^etthe plIaln^e^L Lmouaoing^tUt £s. Ki 

glaze, from Ghana Klesi, Dardanelles^ Gome, come, Lady Brasset, of o nf fn + 

Axhihi/f^ a ^Iendal (who, we believe, is Prof 

admitted. Enough to Elocution at the E.C.M.[wiU get over the severe trial 

N?470. ^SpJdme^ofl^jLs for Flu Making” Decidedly a^noert” ^iU eyidenaybe to h 

moral. We have always inculcated “ Ely Vice but we haven’t ■ 

got much further. As to “ Ely-making we could as soon go in m t. n nr- j- t -d 

for Cab-making or Coach-building. As a fish always takes a fiy to . Case.— Mlm R. was reading ^e Law Rep 

save itself the trouble of swimming, fiy-making must be profitable. Learned Co^sel was prooee^g with ^s 

No.477. Umbrellas for Fishi^ and other purposes »The:&x^ when the Court iosey» « What maimers I ” exclaimed ^ 

bition would not have been complete without Siem. “Eishiug^and bo^haji. lj.e Judges ought to know better. And 
other purposes I ” "^y not shooting ? Capital sport on the Moors annoymg for the Learned Counsel, 
with an umbrella 1 

No. 533. ^'Condensed Bwiss MiO^F Excellent food for very Complete Letteb - Wbiung Papers — recently im 
young salmon. “ J. W. & Co.” i—Crocodile Paper,— ‘SpecialUi for hur 

No. 542. ^^Paysandu Ox TonguesP The favourite breakfast wMoh to write sympathetic gxishers. Morocco Paper, ^ 
plat of the middle-aged Thames gudgeon. InvitationB to the Moors. Augimt. Leather Paper , — ^The 

No. 549. “ Gold MedalsP Intend^ for presentation to praise- are excellent : warranted to excite and defy impertinent ci 


worthy whitebait when they are honestly entitled to be called “ Small 
and Early.” 

No, 614. Medical Cod^IAcer Oil,” Excellent for curing con- 
sumptive herrings. 

No, 648. “ Common Salt,” Useful for putting on the tails of 
whales when you want to catch them. 

No. 698. Printing Machinery P Very handy on board a fish- 
ing smack where a daily paper is published. 

Mr. W. G. Gubins gives his Annual Grand Morning Concert (why 
“Grand Morning”? or, as it is a hardy annual, call it the “ G.O.M,” 
—Grand Old Morning Concert) at St, James’s Hall, Friday next. 
Among the genuinely great attractions named for this occasion, Mr. 
CusiNS “hw great pleasure in announcing that Mrs. HendaIi, her 
first appearance at a Concert in London, has kindly consented to give 
a recitation.” Of course, very kind; but will the attraction be in- 
tensified by its being this Actress’s “ first appearance at a Concert ? ” 
It is suggestive either of an apology for condescending to a Music 
Hall,— we mean a Hall of Music,— or of her being so bewildered 
by her “ first appearance at a Concert,” as to require all the support 
her friends can give her. We wish our first Cusins every success, 
and trust that Mrs. Kendal (who, we believe, is Professoress of 
Elocution at the R.C.M.) will get over the severe trial which this 
“ first appearance at a Concert ” will evidently be to her nervous 
system. 

The Belt Case. — ^Miss R. was reading the Law Report to her 
Aunt “ The Learned Counsel was proceeding with his argument 
when the.Court rose.” “ What manners I ” exclaimed Mrs. Rams- 
BOTHAM. “The Judges ought to know better. And how very 
annoying for the Learned Counsel.” 

Complete Letteb - Writing Papers — recently invented by 


invitations to the Moors. Augimt. Leather Paper,— D ca envelop 
are excellent : warranted to excite and defy impertinent curiosity. 
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UNHAPPY BY ACT OP PARLIAMENT ; 

OH, SATJOB rOH THE GAHDEH. 

{A couple of Extracts from, a coming Social Noml.) 

FROM YOL. 1. 

The distinmished ParliamentaTy’ Philanthropist laughed heartily. 
“If OUT little Bill, my dear Lord Bishop,” he continned, still 
shaking with the suppressed humour that visibly infected him, 
“ oidyBeoomes law, Sunday may possibly prove even a trifle less 
festive and exhilarating an institution to our self-selected friend— 
the Working Man— than it does at present I Still,” he added, with a 
cheery ^rofEaw, “ there will be at least the streets to fall back upon ; 
and, failing those, the free seat! All you will have to do, my 
Lord, wul be to get your Clergy to put a little more go and spice 
into their excellent sermons.” 

The ^ood Eoclesiastio smiled pleasantly. He had received reports 
from his energetic lieutenants of a hopeful character, and hej]was 
BMguine. The honest sons of toil xmder their chaise had for some 
time been having the doors of Museums and Picture Galleries merrily 
slammed in their faces ; and though, on their one day of recreation, 
they had perversely declined as yet to rush at leaps and bounds into 
the back places of a suburban chapel of ease, stUl things looked 
bright. 

The Philanthropist continued, “Leave them nothing but their 
grim, dirty, and wretched homes,” he said, “and then, out of sheer 
despair ^d ill-temper they surely must come I And they ought to 
make a ^ge, if irritable, harvest.” 

At this moment the speakers were joined by a Country Baronet, 
drinking champagne from a soda-water glass. 


“ They ask for spirituous excess, ”said the new-comer, with a sly 
twinkle in his eye ; “ they might try a little spiritual refreshment.” 

The joke was new, pithy, and profoundly philosophical, and the 
witty trio grasped it at once ^ with a facility that sent them into 
paroxysms of the wildest merriment. 

But, as they stood at the Club window, shaken with laughter, and 
holding the very balustrade for support, William Sikes, the Mile- 
End cynic, was passing by on his w'ay East, to his hovel in 
Shoreditch ! 

“ What are them three coves a-larking their /eads off about ? ” he 
asked himself, reflectively. Then he thought it out, and replied to 
his own c[uestion — “ About nothink, I should say.” 

But he was wrong. 

He did not know that, that very afternoon, another Sunday Bill 
I had been smothered through the Third Reading when the unsuspect- 
ing House was at tea ! 

^ 

FROM YOL. III. 

****** 

“ Well, I think we Ve^ carried this ’ere measure, anyways ; and 
I hear it 's a working right down 'andsomely. Only yesterday a 
real live West End Nob got three months for being found drinking a 
bottle of Soturn by himself in a railway carriage.” There was a 
roar of satisfaction from the earnest multitude. The speaker saw 
his advantage, and continued:— “ And what’s onr duty I should 
like to ask yer, but to look after the morals of the Nob ? For can 
the Nob take care of hisself ? Look at ’im iu all these past years 
agoiu’ from bad to wuss iu them there Clubs of his, till the honest 
Workin’ Man felt that as the ’elpless Nob could do nothink for hisself, 
he must bestir hisself and do somethink for ’im I And what ’as the 
Workin’ Man done for ’im ? I say it with pride— the Workin’ Man 
has rescued ’im. Caucus legislation has come to his aid, and he ’as 
fought valiantly for that there Nob, and conquered, — though I say it.” 

The speaker paused a moment to take breath. Another deafening 
cat-call told of the deep-rooted enthusiasm that held his audience. 
A cool refreshing draught of ^in from a pewter tankard on the com- 
mittee-table seemed to give him new energy. And he proceeded— 

“ And what haven’t we done for the Nob ? ” he asked, rising to 
a high pitch of eloquence, as he warmed with his subject. * * Haven’t 
we shut his Club for him every blessed night at half-past nine? ” 

“ We ’ave I Hooray, Mr. Sikes I Go it, William I ” and other 
responsive cries of fervid Parliamentary support echoed again and 
again through the densely-packed building. 

“ Haven’t we,” the speaker went on, “ made it criminal for him to 
lay down more than half-a-dozen of anythink in his house at a time ; 
shut up his Club for ’im on Saturdays at three right up to ten on 
Monday mornings ; took away his Sunday bit of Park, and got a new 
Bill that’s to put a settler on his gormandising hisself to death at 
public dinners through a * Second Reading ’ ? In a word, am’t we a 
lookin’ after his morals like a father ? ” 

The thunder of a thousand throats would have answered this noble 
interrogatory, but at that moment the gas was suddenly turned out, 
and, amidst a free flght and some thoughtful, but vigorous, head- 
breaking, the great philanthropic meeting was hastily adjourned. 

^ ^ 

The Sunday afternoon so profitably spentwas over at length, and as 
the shades of evening drew slowly in, the solitary Policeman in Pall 
Mall found a pinched and hungry figure crouched at the top of the 
kitohen-steps of the Reform Club. 

“Tryin’ to get in that way?” he said. “You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself : and you an M.P. But you ’ll just come along 
, with me.” 

[ The officer seized the trembling creature by the collar as he spoke. 

, It only looked up at him beseechingly. “ Don’t be hard on me, good 
} Mr. Policeman I it whined sadly, “I’m doing no harm. I ’ve only 
been made very unhappy by Act of Parliament I ” 

L But iu another minute officer aud culprit were marching silently 
• towards Bow Street. 


e ^ood Eoclesiastio smiled pleasantly. He had received reports Official Answer, 

his energetic lieutenants of a hopeful character, and he>as ^ 

ime. The honest sons of toil xuider their chaise had for some 

been having the doors of Museums and Picture Galleries merrily The Member for Blank is exceedingly right : 

ned m their faces ; and though, ou their one day of recreation. We sympathise quite with his object— yes, guile, 

had perversely declined as yet to rush at leaps and bonnds into Our warmest desire is to carry it out, 

back places of a suburban chapel of ease, stUl things looked But really [tufo columns of smug rounddbout^^)^ 

•■t. ^ ^ The Member for Blank will perceive that the ease 

©Philanthropist continued, “Leave them nothing but their Is merely a question of time and of place ; 

(dirty, Md wretched homes,” he said, “and then, out of sheer He will also perceive— for Ms judgment ’s so clear I— 

ur wd ill-temper they surely must come I And they ought to That the time is— not now, and the place is— not here ! 

^atoge, if irritable, harvest.” 

this moment the speakers were joined by a Country Baronet, 

ong champagne from a soda-water glass. | Adapting from the English, — ^France is going in for Old China. 


TO CORBRSPONDEFTTS,— In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, he returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope cr Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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Pastor {wTio waspreparing Ms Ptipils for Covfirmation), “Now, thy I5oy, TELL 
ME, WHO IS YOUR SPIRITUAL AND GHOSTLY EnEMY 

Fiipil (after paiv fid Jiesitation), “Please, Sir, you are, Sir!** 


A HANDBOOK OB KNOWLEDGE. 

No. K.— The Haikdbesser (contintied'feom p. 227). 

Q. Will you describe some of the tortures and indignities experienced ? 

A. First there is the Ordeal of the Shroud. 

Q, What is that? 

-4. A huge swathing of white linen or cotton print. It is “whipped” 
around you with a twirl which dlls your eyes and nose with irritating snippets 
of hair. It is vigorously “ tucked in,” at the back of your neck inside your 
shirt-collar. It compresses your throat till your face reddens and your nose 
itches. You cannot rub it with your hands, because they are confined. If you 
fumblingly attempt to chafe it through the shroud, you get more bits of hair 
into your mouth and nostrils. You sneeze violently, your hel^fiessness is 
manifest, your degradation complete. You gaze at your reflection in the 
mirror in front of you. A shining sheepish face, hair spiked ludicrously on 
end like a burlesque scalp-lock, a head helplessly punched and turned, and 
kneaded hither and thither, as though it were potter’s clay, or an “universal 
joint,” now cranked to the ri^ht, now crooked to the left, now with chin hoisted 
in the air, now with nose buried in your shirt-front ! You avert your glance ; 
you feel that resolution, and judgment, and self-respect are yours no more 
for ever. 

Q, Is not the worst now over ? 

A. By no means. Having reduced you to the weakness of ’self-contempt, 
the Hairdresser seizes his desired opportunity. 

Q. To do what ? A. To patter and tout. 

Q. What are these processes ? 

A. To patter is to prate aimlessly, uninteUigently, obtrusively about the 
topics of the time and the state of the weather. Patter has two chief forms : — 

1. Emphatic assertion of the obvious. 

2. Yague questioning concerning the trivial. 

For example, your tormentor, stooping with an oily smirk, will whisper, 
odorously, into your ear— which he looks, as reflected in the glass, as though 
he were about to bite— confident assertions that It is a ’ot mornin’, Sir, that the 
days are a-gettin’ hout nicely, that there’s lots o* people about to-day, ain’t 
there ? that we shall be ’avin’ some failin’ weather before we ’ve done with 
it (he doesn’t say done with that we must be lookin’ forward to the 


winter now, and that we shall ’ave Crismus (he always 
calls it Crismus) upon us before we know where we 
har. Or he will ask you— as though you were a Meteoro- 
logical Office, or a Political Oracle— wot sort of a day 
you think we shall ’ave to-morrer ; are we going to get a 
bit o’ summer this year ? Wot you think of these ’ere 
Salvation Army chaps. Whether they ’re a-goiu’ to 
“ketch” that there “No. 1” after all, and wot’s to 
be Mr. Gladstikg’s next little game. The helpless 
auditor of this^sort of thing is either reduced to abject 
imbecility, or roused to boiling wrath. Happy is he upon 
whom it only produces the former eifect. 

Q. What next ? A, Patter is only preliminary to pufl ; 
talking leads up— through personal rudeness — ^to touting. 

Q. Explain this, 

A. The Hairdresser pointedly calls your attention to 
your personal defects or disfigurements, with a view to 
pufl and push ofE upon you the high-priced mucks and 
messes which he proudly refers to as “ hour Spesshallitys, 
Sir ! ” Patter is exasperating, but Touting is little short 
of criminal. It begins in rudeness to end— if you permit 
it— in extortion. 

Q. Is it not permissible for a Hairdresser, like any 
other person, to push the s^e of his wares in a respectful 
and legitimate way P 

A, Certainly. But the Hairdresser pushes them in a 
fashion that is not respectful and is not legitimate. 

Q. How is that ? 

A. In the first place, from your helpless position as 
subject of his craft, he has you at an unfair advantage. 
You cannot get away from his oily fingers, his greasjy 
whispers, his fatuous caokle, his person^ criticisms, his 
unblushing puffs. If he tells you in a tone of confident 
candour, that your hair is “offly dry,” “going off 
colour,” or “gettin’ terrible thin a-top,” the imperti- 
nence which in another case would earn kicks from your 
hoots is regarded in his as a natural means of extorting 
halfpence from your pockets. If he assures you that his 
wretched unguents and stimulants and dyes will repair 
the ravages of time, the brazen and dishonest falsehood 
with wMch he insults your intelligence and assaults 
your purse is not recognised or resented as a fraudulent 
attempt at “obtaining money under false pretences,” 
but as being “ all in the way of business.” 

^ Q. Is the Hairdresser’s system more unfair and offen- 
sive than that of many other trades ? 

A, It is ; for several reasons : — 

1. His facilities for impertinence and importunity 

are, from the necessity of the case, excei)tional. 

2. His mode of puffing his nasty nostrums is par- 

ticularly unpleasant and unscrupulous. 

3. The nasty nostrums themselves are peculiarly 

worthless and deleterious. 

Q. Can you suggest any amelioration of the unplea- 
sant state of things which you describe ? 

A» Art ma^ perhaps, some day, devise somethiug which 
will make us independent of the manual manipulations 
of the degenerate modem Figaro. Pending that most 
desirable consummation, the annoyances actually attend- 
ing the necessarily unpleasant operation of shearing and 
shaving might be indefinitely diminished. The Hair- 
dresser should be strictly, if need be legally, limited to 
the deft exercise of his legitimate functions. You wish 
him to cut your hair or shave your beard. You do not 
wish him to discuss politics with you. More emphati- 
call^r still, you do not wish him to puff and push his 
particular wares.* Were patter rigorously limited, and 
touting inexorably prohibited, hair-cutting need not be, 
what at present it is, the most agonising and exacer- 
bating of social ordeals. 

* There are a few brilliantine exceptions to the rule, hut 
where they are to be found must remain a secret kno'^^n only to 
the initiated few. — JSeaditorial Note by the Author of the PLair 
and Many Friends. 


An Anson Aroioav.— When Mr. Weakly Collins’s 
ill-constructed and hadly-written Play was steadily 
laughed at, scene by scene, last Saturday night, Mr. 
Anson told the audience that they ought to pay respect- 
ful attention to the piece because it was the work of “ a 
great Novelist.” Funny argument. The Great Novelist 
had better remember Ne Sutor^ &c. (no connection with 
E. SoxjTAE of the Gaiety), and if he can’t write a better 
play, let this be his last. It was capitally acted. But ! 
who is responsible for choosing it Y 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

Awat with, all sorrow, away with all gloom, 

Now may is in blossom, and lilac in bloom ; * 

The goldkn labnrniim, in gardens, is gay, 

The windows are bright with their floral display ; 

The air is delightful and warm is the sun, 

The chestnuts are snowy, the Derby is won. 

Piccadilly is pleasant from daylight to dark, 

And Bond Street is crowded and gay is the Park— 

So now is the time that you all ought to go 
And sit on a Chair, ’neath the trees in the Eow 1 

For only a penny I sit in the shade, 

And gaze with delight on the gay cavalcade ! 

While countless romances 1 read, if I please, 

In the people I see from my Chair ’neath the trees. 

’Tis better by far than an Opera-stall, 

A crowded “ at-home or a smart fancy ball"; 

Or gazing at pictures, or playing at pool, 

Or playing the banjo, or playing the fool— 

When soft summer breezes from Kensington blow, 

’Tis pleasant to sit on a Chair in the Eow ! 

What studies of man and of woman and horse, 

Here pass up and down on the tan-trodden course ! 

The Earl and the Duke and the Doctor are ^ere, 

The author, the actor, the great millionnaire ; 

The flrst-season beauties whose roses are red. 

The third-season beauties whose roses have fled I 
M.P.s, upon cobs, fully weighted with care, 

And pets, upon ponies, with long sunny hair— 

I note them all down,^ as they pass to and fro. 

And muse in my Chair, ’neath the trees in the Bow ! 

What countless fair pictures around may be seen, 
How colours flash bright on their background of green I 
A bouguet of fl^re, of fashion, of face. 

And dainty devices in linen and lace I 

The triumphs of Worth and of Madame Elisb, 

You see as you ponder and moon ’neath the trees, 

’Tis lunch-time. I ’ll drive to the Club— fare one bob— 
For here comes my Editor riding a cob. 

He thinks 1 am working ; he little does know 
I ’m smiling on him from my Chair in the Eow 1 1 

* Lilac in bloom ** now ! When Our Minstrel next applies 
to the Magistrates for a renewal of his Poetic licence, he had 
better not refer to this poem. — ^Ep. 


EXTENUATING CIRCUMSTANCES 


t Smiling on us ! Bosh ! He was neryously watching the chair- 
man who coUects the pennies, and jus: as the latter moved towards 
him, the Lazy One rose to the occasion and walked off.— £n. 


Prodigal Son [who Jm gone to tJw lad), “Ah, it *s all very well toe tott 
TO TALK, Father, lx ’s febciops easy to keep stbaigbt on nothin a a Handel Festival. — ^Every one will go to a Festiyal 
YEAR, AND YOU WERE THROWN PENNILESS ON THE WoRLD AT FOURTEEN I I with a Handel to its name. It begins on thelStb and 
SHOULD LIKE TO HAVE SEEN YOU IN MY oiRouusTANCEs, ATTER A PuBLio ends OH the 22nd. The Company bas an 6Dergetio Secre- 
ScHooL Aiu) College education, and an Allowance oe Five Hundred per tary in Mr. Gardiner, and the grounds are^looking 
ANNUM EVER SINCE ! *’ lovely, as they ought to do, with an experienced Gae- 

\Siem Jmt just Father has to admit the force of this argument, arid caves in, DINER to attend to them. 


OUR OmSHIAL GUIDE. 

Part IY.— Colonial. 

Having disposed of Great Britain, we next turn our attention to 
its dep^dencies. In the First Exhioition it is said that the people 
inhabiting a Cannibal island, having nothing better to send, dis- ! 
patched a primitive kind of birch-broom and the wooden idol they 
were in the habit of worshipping, to represent them. Some of our 
Colonies seem to have acted in a similar spirit on the present occa- 
sion. We find numbers of flags and mottoes, but very little fish. 
A rapid run through the Courts may not be uninstruotive. 

JECeligoland. — ^In the 0£6.cial Catalogue the Governor of this 
poverty-stricken spot has written an introduction, which is notb^g 
more nor less than an urgent appeal to the charitable. In 1878 the 
fleet of one hundred flat-bottomed sloops were reduced to twenty- 
seven. A Benefit Society has been organised, which at present has 
only £8 in hand. The 307 fishermen, and their families, on the 
island scarcely ever taste meat, and chiefly feed upon haddock. 
There are only five exhibits in this department. The first is **a 
fishing-line in tray complete,” the second “ a lobster-pot,” the third 
“ a model,” and the fourth “ a buoy invented by the Exhibitor.” 
In the summer months fisl^g^ is ^most entirely abandoned, as the 
hardy boatmen employ their time in oonueotion with the bathing- 
maohine interest, which flourishes at this season of the year. In 
oonohuion, the Governor patixetioaBy explains that, although 
I ** yielding to none ju fishermen,” they are precluded from going &r 
j to sea to earn their daily bread, “because they have no harbour.” 


Perhaps this little display from Heligoland is the most painM 
feature in the Exhibition — even more heart-rending than the Bops- 
Economioal Fish-Market, which was to reduce the price of “the 
harvest of the sea,” but hasn’t ! 

Bahamas ^ — Again disappointing. The “Central Committee, 
Nassau,” seem to have done their best to make the Show attractive 
by exhibiting, amongst a few other articles, “ a pair of Palmetto 
shoes ” and “ two kegs of pickled goggle-eyes.” But as pearls are 
found in the fisheries of this country, the opportunity is seized by a 
West-End tiadesman to have a branch establishment for the ms- 
play of his jewellery— in which, of course, pearls are introduced.^ 

British Cohimhia, — Chiefly remarkable for a jovial exhibit, which 
would have brought tears to the eyes of Sir Wilfrid Lawson — “ A 
number of fishes in alcohol.” It is only just, however, to say that, 
m spite of this piscatorial display of intemperance, the depoit- 
ment of the tipsy denizens of the boundless ocean is inoflensive— 
nay, even dispifled. 

Ceylon , — ^This interesting land is represented by a few nets and 
some models. One of the latter— No. 4— is indeed remarkable. We 
are told by the Catalogue that as prawns are used as bait from this 
boat, it is oaBed “ the prawn boat.” It is difficult to conceive how 
they come to think of such clever things in Ceylon. 

JYetg/bundknd.— Ignored in our edition of their Official Guide. 
However, it is worth seeing i£ only for some specimens of “ stiroM 
copper-ore”— an odd fish. Remaining exhibits chiefly cod-fish. 
Modd. of a seal-hunt, also interesting. Seals said to be very fierce 
creatures, and capturing them a hazardous employment. In fact, if 
you want to get a seal, you must keep ou the watch. 
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Canada , — ^Also contemptaously omitted m the Catalorae. The 
most striking object in this Court is a magnificent **tro^y,” hap- 
pily recalling the glories of the Exhibition of 1862 , which, it will be 
remembered, culminated in a gorgeous case of pickles. Nothiug 
finer than this “ trophy*’ can be seen out of the Civil Service Stores. 
However, there is a slight omission— the mices of the various potted 
fishes, &o., should have been given. The JDommion is further repre- 
sented by an ice-house made of layers of “Willesden paper**— a 
material which, as everybody knows, is found in huge quantities in 
the primseval forests of the Canadian backwoods ! Besides'the above, 
there are some models of fish-breeding establishments and a few tins 
of “ preserved salmon,** Large map of the oount:^ cumbers one of 
the walls ; the space should have been appropriately spared for 
advertisements. Erom this it must not be supposed that everything 
is sacrificed to ** commercial purposes.*’ On the contraiy, the col- 
lection also contains a very well prepared skeleton of a cod’s head I 
AwtraUa,--'A^RO ignored by “the other Guide.” The principal 


exhibit is a large coat-of-arms of the Colony, which, perhaps, may 
be accepted as a specimen of fishy heraldry. 

Having run through “ The Dependencies of the British Throne,” it 
will be as well to turn our attention next to the Eoreign Courts, of 
I which that daimed by the United States seems to be the chief. By 
the way, there is a so-called “ American Bar,” which, apparently, 
has as little to do with our transatlantic cousins as with the bar of 
the ocean. And the sustenance obtained at this bar is not to be 
compared with the nourishment obtained by the harvest of the sea, 
upon which, it is to be hoped. Sir Henux Thompson, the eminent 
surgeon, will shortly be iuduced to deliver a lecture. ^ Eor, after all, 
the end of the Exhibition should be an increased activity in dealing 
with** the denizens of the mighty deep.” It must be remembered 
^at fish is not only excellent as food for the body, but is also a 
capital medicine (containing as it does phosphorus) for what the late 
Dr. Forbes Winslow used appropriately to call “the obscure 
diseases of the brain.” 
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LA! QIOCONDA! 

OR, PONCHEEIXI AUD TOBIA’S OPERA. 

We have heard La Gioconda twice, and like it. There are in it 
elements of popularity, —in fact, the elements are so familiar that its 
pcpnlarity is a foregone oonclnsion. It belongs to the Verdi school, 
and is jnst the sort of thing that a 
clever musical imitator with a certain 
humorous talent for composition, might 
produce, if left alone with a grand piano, 
^ I I a big drum, and a pair of cymbals. 

' At Covent Garden, the Opera is 
r capitally put on the Stage, and the 

iffM ' success of Madame Dubakd as La 

« ' pO ^conda^ of Mile. Tbrmelli as La 

1 Oieca^ of Madame Stahl as 'XaMftf, 

' I Signor Cotooni as JBamaha is 

^ indisputable. The Artistes above- 

i ' named can act as well as sing. The 

t I ' Chorus is admirable ; and the pitched— 

, the high-pitched battle they have with 

*' ' the orchestra, which vainly endeavours 

hy the aid of brass, dram, and cymbals, 
( fancy, an unfairly brought in 

\ PJ drown their voices, is won by 

1 Pv Chorus in the most gaUant style. 

The Opera, as far as the acting goes, 
is remarkable for the reckless disregard 
The Man who lost the of the stage-directions contained in the 

Boat-race. published book. In the First Scene— 

^‘the Grand Courtyard of the Ducal 
Palace ’'—where all the celebrated sights of Venice are so cleverly 
brought together, that a Cook’s Tourist with a Murray's JSandhooh 
would see the whole place in half-an-hour, and be off by the next 
train somewhererelae— “ Ths Stage^^ says the stage-direction, “w 
filled^ toith holiday folks ” — Cook’s i- , a 

Tomists of the period— “AfonAs, ' ' J 

Shipwrights^ Masquers^ (S*o., and amidst f 

the busy crowd are seen some Dalmatians i ' / [ 0 

and MoorsJ^ Now, we won’t swear to I ' ‘ fl 

knowing “some Dalmatians” when we J ft 

see them, — except Dalmatian Dogs which . .* | | 

run behind carriages, — but we will take \ || 

our oath to Moor anywhere, — ^from , il 

Scotland to Venice, — and we deliberately / < 11 

assert that we couldn’t see a Moor on /<• ' 11 

that Stage. There wasn’t a Moor there ; . 'W^ H 

no Moor there was. Was a Moor ^ 'MEn \ ! : 

or not? Yes. Was he black? Yes. '^Pll lillm 
Very well, then— if there was a black 1 l|!juP\ - 

man m that crowd, we tell “a white one,” \ 

that ’sail. \ 


Al-vise and Half-Yizor. 


We looked for the “Monks,” but they \ 

were conspicuous by their absence. Mind, Euzo the Fiver; or. Only 
we praise the Stage-Manager for this, as Half a Tenor. “ There is a 
he evidently rightJy said, “ What should Providence which shapes 
Monks^ be doing here when they ought Ends ** so. 

wS ^ Y® them presently to sing: a 

hymn. — Kmht : hut why leave them m the printed stage-direotions, 
and so waste the preomns time of the an^noe, and distract onr 

attention from the music ? We 


M 


The “Moth” and her “Mother.*' 


are not sure whether the 
audience couldn’t insist legally 
on having their money re- 
turned: as, if someone who 
likes to see Monks and Moors 
on^ the Stage, purchases a 
guinea ticket because he has 
read in the officially guaranteed 
Opera book that Monks and 
Moors are to be seen on that 
Stage in the First Act, and, 
when he goes, there are none, 
hasn t he his legal remedy 
against Mr, Gtb and his oo- 
4 Directors for breach of eon- 
tract, or for obtaining money 
^ un^r false pretences P 

We oonoede the “ some Dal- 
The matians” — they might have 


latter is a specimen of a Yenetian Blind, been there; but Monks and 
, , Moors we conscientiously affirm 

were not on that scene as they undoubtedly ought to have been. Afez 
or a turban doesn’t make a Moor ; and we want a Moor propre—d e a 
proper Moor, or even a property Moor. PassonsI J?w^a5a‘ the 


bad man of the piece, ought, on the entrance of La Gioconda and 
her Blind Mother, to “ hide behind a column.” He doesn’t do any- 
thing of the sort : first, because there is no column handy for the 
purpose ; and, secondly, because he has to join in a trio, for which if 
he is to be heard at all, he must come down to the footlights cmd 
stand in a line, en Mdence^ with La Gioconda^ whom Barnaha eaUs 
the ^ 

!^^pos^^n'^of ij \ 

aU^^g]^ for C^ficflj^who ■/ 'I'l't 

but ne^for La Gioconda] i/, i"‘ 'v 

who has to^mal^ t^^^h^ ! 

doesn’t see him when he || ftl ' 'liiHli MBHilHi 

is within a few feet of ^ 

her^in^the^ op^ co^t- a|\ 

to the effect that at the 

sight of Gioconda^ “the Al-vise and Half- Yizor 

wildest ecstasies within 

me waken I Beware, thee, Moth, if in my net thou ’rt taken I ” 

They all use “thee” and “thou” in the translation, as if they 
were Venetian Quakers. For this reason, it might be styled a 
Bright Opera. Then Barnaha tries to stop Gioconda^ who, being 
only an ill-educated street-singer, comes out pretty strongly with 

“ Go thou to the devil, thou and thy guitar, too ! ” 

And after this display of temper, which has still something of the 
Quaker in it, Barnaha exclaims, “ Ah, no ; thou shalt not fly me ” 
—whereupon she immediately does fly him, and makes a precipitate 
exit. “Sol” says -Bar»o6a, “the Moth has escaped me.” Only 
because the idiot didn’t run after her. The Moth, who must walk 
(luite fourteen stone, couldn’t have got far in two minutes ; though, 
having a fine and nowerful arm, she might have given a nasty 
one on his ear, had he attempted to come up with her. 

Then everybody returns, singing brightly and gaily one of the best 
numbers in the Opera. Here the Librettist becomes tired of details, 
and simply writes, Enter-— Chorus People^ ^c., bringing in triumph 
the Victor in the MegattaP This summary of “ Chorus People, 
looks like the result of a row with the Stage-Manager, resulting in a 
compromise. No Moors, no “ some Dalmatians,’’ no Shipwrights, 
simply any of them brought in, en bloc, as “ Chorus People, &o.” 

The boat-race has, apparently, been between a very fat man and a 
very slight one, with the inevitable result. Zuane, the fat man, who 
req[nired at least another twelve months’ training, is' very angry, 
objects to Bad Barnaha^ s chaff, but honestly admits “ My boat was 
^dly over-weighted.” Barnaha incites Zuane and the “Chorus 
^ople, &c.” to znurder La deca as a YTiteh (it is a stupid story), and 
wey ^e jnst going to haul her off when La Gioconda rushes in ; 
then Chtoconda^ 8 lover, Enzo, comes to 
the rescue, and addresses the “ Chorus 
People, &c.,” thus ; “These locks, grey 
and scattered. Harm no longer! My ^ mmK 
sword shaH protect ^ them I ” from , 

which sentiment the mference would 
naturally be, that En%o was a V enetian 
H^rdresser, whose trade was liable to 
smer from the “ Chorus People, 

<xc.’b,” violence towards the old Lady 
mth the very apparent gauze over 
her eyes, meant to indicate blindness, 

—which it doesn’t a bit, and only ]|^9k 

looks exactly like what it is, 

gauze, which is most useful when 

going by road to the Derby, but point- M \ 

less and unsightly for La deca. ^Wr \ xmm 

Then enter, down the staircase, Vi 

Amse and Laura his wife, followed M r 

by a couple of pages, carrying two 
sofa - cushions, and keeping near ^ 

Alvise and Laura, as if they had Bamaba asks Enzo to take his 
contracted a habit of sitting down Number, 

suddenly anywhere,^ or of going to sleep in the middle of the 
road, and bo requiring a cushion for comfort at any minute, 
without the slightest warning. Laura wears a half-mask, for no 
reason,^ except for the sake of the plot, so that she may not be 
recognised by La Gioconda, in the Second Act. “ Why art ■^on 


Bamaba asks Enzo to take his 
Number. 
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Short Out by Mud-Salad Market to the nearest Eailwat Station. To find anyone in Authority to give any 

Assistanob whatever, IT.B,— Will the Foble Landlord oblige with a Solution to this Puzzle. 


kneeling to ;^onder people,” asks Alvise, aooording to the book. To 
which La Cieca might reply, “ I wasn’t kneeling,” which would be 
true. La Gioconda^ subsequently kneeling to Alvise (she does this), 
says, “ Mercy ! Ah, hear me one moment! I break The ice that in 
fetters my soul was keeping.” Isn’t this poetic ! She ** breaks the 
ice ” by entering into conversation with the Chief Magistrate Alvise, 
without any previous introduction. Laura protects La decay and 
in one of the moat efEeotive passages of the Opera — (the restoration 
of “ Pops’ Alley ” is one of the most “ effective passages ” at Covent 
Q-ardenj— admirably given by Madame Tjbuemelli, La deca thanks 
Laura, and gives her ** all she has no more, tho’ poor the offering 
be,” — not a “ heart and lute ” but a rosary, — ^whereupon the “ Chorus 
People, &o.,” who had been so ea^er to cut her grey and scattered 
locks, now express their decided opinion that ** ’Tis evident unto her 
celestial aid is given.” Then all yielding to a sudden Happy 
Thought, — such as was perpetually occurring to that character in 
oneof Dickens’s Tnovels, who says, “Hallo! here’s a Church! Let’s 
go in and get married,’’— hurry off to Church, except Bad Barnaba 
ond^ Enzo, the Undecided Lover, who is now devoted to Laura, 
(It is a stupid story ! and such an ill-constructed plot !) 

Bamaha promises Enzo that Laura, Enzo's wife, shall elope with 
hiin .that night, and, as a^roof of his sincerity, Barnaba opens his 
waistcoat, and shows “ C.X.” worked on his ffannel waistcoat, which 
may he either for the instruction of the washerwoman, or to denote 
^at he belongs to CX division of Yenetian Detective Police. Enzo 
is so pleased at this, that he curses him freely, .and ^es off. Then 
^arnaia summons a Scribe, a sort of “Jim the Penman,” and 
in the middle of the large court^^ard dictates a leUer which is 
overheard by La Gtocmda, Dismissing Jim the Penman without any 
payment for his trouble, Bad Barnaba slips the letter into the Lion’s 
mouth, and hurries away. The letter is to inform Alvise of his 
wife’s intended elopement. 

_ Then enter Masquers and Populace. They sing and dance an Irish 
jig, which, of course, is suddenly interrupted by the Monks (here 
they are at last— heard, but not seen) in Church singing a “ vesper 
prayer,”— whatever that maybe,— whereupon all the Maiquers,men 
on one side, and women on the other, kneel down piously, with the 
exception of the Harlequins and Harlequinas, who as their tights would 


hardly stand the strain of a prayerful attitude, dance gaily off ; and 
with this and La CVeca blessing La Gioconda for no particular 
reason, but just to “form a picture,” the First Act comes to 
an end. 

The Second Act commences with a scene and chorus recalling a 
similar situation in the Flying Eutchman, and then the people 
execute a maUde-mer movement, which makes everyone, not a perfect 
sailor, feel very uncomfortable. Then Laura is brought in a boat 
by Bad Barnaba to elope with and, while the latter has gone to 

make some preparation aboard the craft, Gioconda comes on the 
scene, has a tremendous row with Laura (her rival iu Etizo^s 
affections), declares that “ Fury superhuman of my wrath invades 
my pulses ! ” (isn’t this thrilling I), and then, when Laura^ who is a 
married woman who has come here on purpose to elope, declares “ I 
love him with purer love thau thine,” Gioconda can stand it no 
longer, but addresses her as “Blasphemer!” to which Laura 
quickly retorts, “ Liar ! ” and so these two perfect Ladies go on 
through, a whole scene, until Gioconda ^she is masked this time — 
what a stupid story!) recognises the rosary, which the pious Laura 
is going to take with her on her elopement tour, and relents. 
Barnaba is foiled; Alvise doesn’t jSnd his wife out, because she 
has returned home in a boat ; and Enzo, unable to elope with.d/c2«e’s 
wife, sets fire to Ms ship, tries to burn everybody, but makes it all 
right for Mmself by jumping into the sea, where he may be supposed 
to dive snocessfolly, as lie turns up in the next Act alive and well 
in a new suit of clothes, at Alvise^s evening party, in time to see the 
Ballet of the Hours, which is a great success. 

After this, poison, dagger, sleeping draught, Eomeo-and-Juliet- 
Le-Boi-s’Amuse-Lucrezla-Borgia scene between Alvise and Laura, 
&e., &c., &c., everything in its proper place, very cheerful, of 
course, and Madame Durand playing dramatically, and singing 
a^irably. The end of this Opera we gave last week. Bad Barnaba 
declares &at he has strangled La deca because she annoyed him, 
and then he rushes down the street. The Opera is successful, though 
not to be mentioxied in the same breath with Bizet’s brilliant 
Carmen, and as Mr. Waggstapf says, “fortunately for us. Carmen 
arrived when we had had too much of the Wag’ner.” Madame 
Lucca, as the heroine, is better than ever. 
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FEIEND JOHN. 

(A Song at a Silver Wedding,) 

Hb^ a health, to you, Friend John I 
Here ’s a health with aJd our heart I 
Five-and-twenty years have gone 
Since you played the bridegroom’s part 
To the buxom Midland maid, 

Hanging now your arm upon 
In a matron’s pride arrayed. 

Here ’s a health to you, Friend John I 

A health to one whose soul 
Has shown healthy to the core ; 

To a nature sound and whole. 

With no humbug sicced o’er# 

To a strenuous heart and strong 
oi. -1 ^ m^y a fight has won, 

otnking hard against the wrong. 

Here s a health to you, IWend John I 

Mellower voice has never rung 
Round the lists of Party fray : 

Shaper scorn has seldom stung. 

_^t your Silver Wedding Hay 
Wakes good wishes near and far, 

E en from fighters who have gone 
X)^ against you in the war. 

Here ’s a health to you. Friend John ! 

For the silver trump of Peace, 

In whose sound you so deHght, 

Elo'^ to-day, and bids to cease 
AU the hrazen blasts of fight. 

Xrne to-niMTow inaybring blows, 

And Bellona’s clarion : 

Rut to-day at least we close 
-ttand on hand, as friends, not foes— 

® O' health to you. Friend John I 


JUSTICE TO THE DOCTORS. 

, “ OuE only Qoneral” has not done jnstioe 
to tte Dootors, that ie to say, if wo are to 
believe his latest utterances, for his opinions 
on the Medical Department in the late 
campMgn m Egypt are strangely contradio- 
T before 

Lord MobIiNt’s Committee Lord Wolselet 
gave evMence in no measured language, 
saying that he found great fault with the 
hOTpit^ at Ismailia and Cairo, and, among 
other things, censuring the medical officers 
tor not going out themselves and buying 
bread and bedsteads, though he does not 
say where the money was to come from, 
and while he must have known that it was 
the duty of the Ordnance Department to 
supply them. The fact is, that if matters 
the oondition Lord Wolselet 
describes, he was himself more to blame 
Man any^e else, for he ought to have seen 
toat ^e Commissary-aeneral of Ordnance 

hut that the head of the Medical Depart- 
ment shoidd have been iofonned the 
change of base from Alexandria to IsmaiHa. 

But what is still more strange, Lord 


— J.O puEu. jLuure surauge, JLord 
WOLSEIOT has only just discovered all these 
Se said, at Ismailia, he was “highly 
satisfied with everything in the hospital,” 
he complimented various medical men, and 
he telegraphed home that the MedicdDe- 
paitoent was working to his entire satis- 
tection; again repeating, after Tel-el- 
JiebH, that everything was done that 
possibly could he done for the care of the 
Biok ^d wolfed. The same evidence, it 
g»y be noted moidentally, was given by 
Bit John Ahve ; and it is abundantly 


evident that while no one, least of all the 
medical officers, ever contended that the 
arrangements were perfect, everything 
seems to have been done that was possible 
with the means^ at their command. 

Now, the plain fact of the matter is, that 
there must be a mistake in one or other of 
Lord Wolsblbt’s statements. If things 
were as bad as he now makes them out to 
why didn’t he say so at the time ? and 
why did he telegraph home lhat he was 
^isfied with the Medical Department? | 
Which account is the correct one ? Upon > 
me horns of^ that lively dilemma Lord 
Wolselet sits impaled; and Surgeon- 
Creneral Punch demands justice for his 
friends the Doctors. 

The School Bojlsi) summoned a mother 
for not sending her son, aged thirteen, to | 
Bchwl. The boy was earning his own liveli- ! 
hood and helpmg his mother, and, said Mr. | 
“I think it was an indiscreet act on ' 
the part of the School Board to interfere 
with the boy.” He fined the Defendant six- 
pence, which was immediately paid by a 
sympathetic stranger. The School Board 
IB getting itself disliked. Does the rising 
generation seem to he so very much better 
for this compulsory eduoatiou ? To learn to 
read and write is well enough, but what do 
tjMy read ? aud do they right ? We should 
like to hear the evidence of the Magistrates 
j^neral^. In the meantime, thanks to Mr. 
Paget for his sensible decision and judi- 
ciously expressed opinion. 

Ceichet-Match to Come Oee. — The Tee- 
totallers’ Eleven ©.The Licensed YictuallerB’. 
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193. Miss- Terry- ous 
Picture. Probably 
portrait of MieslS. 
Terry, vlLen not 
more than seven. 
Edgar Hanley. 


No. 436. Living up to 
it; or, The jEsthetic 
Hiss Gamp. Cathinca 
Amyot. 


WITTY MAGEE, 

Air— “ Widow Machree,^^ 

** Every abuse is a weakness to the Establishment, 
and that is why the Church’s enemies desire to 
perpetuate abuses in the Church. . . • The cham- 
pions of the abuses are not Churchmen, but the 
more earnest members of Nonconformi^ in the 
House of Commons. . . . Her Majesty’s Govern- 
ment certainly dare not support this measure, be- 
cause they dare not irritate their great backbone 
(the Dissenters). . . . Those who are opposed to 


I the reform of the Church are not the Churchmen, 
but the Political Dissenters .”— Bishop of 
jpeterhoroitgh on the Cathedrals Statutes Bill, 

Witty IMUaEii, on the Commoiis yon frown ; 

Oohhone! Witty Magee, 

On your Church all its dirthy Dissenters are 
! down ; 

Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

How altered your air, 

When that black phiz yon wear, 

E’en jrour wit ’s sour and spare, 

Which should be flowing free. 

A shillelagh why twirl, 

Like a commonplace churl P 
Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

Witty Magee, sunny Summer is come, 
Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

When everything smiles, should a Bishop 
look glum ? 

Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

Soon the season of ‘‘pairs” 

Will bring halcyon airs. 

E’en St. Stephen’s rongh hears 
Seem inomied to agree. 

The Fourth Park’s small fish 
Can’t “ raise Cain,” though they wish. 
Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

Witty Magee, when mild Peace would step in, 
Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

To be poking strife’s fire all alone seems a sin, 
Ochhone! Witty Magee. 


Sure, we’re sick of Church wrongs, 
Endless hammer and tongs ; 

Pot and Settle sing songs 
Full of family glee ; 

Yet alone, with keen tongue, 

You have flouted and stung, i 

Och hone ! Witty Magee. i 

And do you not know, with your eloquent 
pother, 

Och hone I Witty Magee, 

You hinder, not help, each right reverend 
brother ? 

Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

Whose satirical tone 
Irritates like your own 
That “ Dissenting back-hone ” 

Named by W. O. P 
Till, with heartier wills, 

Eads will strangle Church Bills, 
Oohhone! Witty Magee. 

Take Punches advice, witty Bishop Magee, 
Och hone 1 Witty Magee, 

It ’s very much best to let sleeping dogs he, 
Ochhone! Witty Magee. 

Suppress the desire 
To be poking the fire 
Of Sectarian ire. 

And yon ’ll probably see 
All the “ bogies ” depart 
From the Church of your heart, 

Och hone 1 Witty Magee. 
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DICKY-BIRDS AT 
DINNER. 

” The appetite of the bird (says 
the ReY. J. Q. Wood in the cur- 
rent number of Good Words) is 
wonderful. A thrash will eat at 
a meal the largest snail that Eng- 
land produces. If a man could 
eat as much in proportion, he 
would consume a whole round of 
beef for his dinner. The redbreast, 
again, is a most yoraclous b.rd.’* 

You pass the blooming haw- 
liorn hedge in Spring, 

And hear thereout a very 
cheery gush 

Of music, and, as then you 
hear it sing, 

You recognise the sweet 
voice of the thrush ; 

No wonder that such power it 
should reveal, 

It eats the largest snail up at 
a meal. 

If Man ate like a thrush, it ’s 
Wood’s belief — 

And surely such a naturalist 
should know — 

He ’d eat at one meal a whole 
round of beef. 

Oh, how can pretty little 
birds do so ? 

For here ’s the robin redbreast 
too, they say. 

Eats fourteen feet of earth- 
worms in a day. 

Oh, City gormandisers, when 
we smite, 

You cau retort that if you 
tried to eat 

Like robins, in one single day 
and night, 

Of nine-inch sausage sixty- 
seven feet 

‘Would be your portion; it’s 
quite too absurd, 

To £nd our gluttons beaten by 
a bird. 


Littery and Scienkpic.— 
The St. John Ambulance Asso- 
ciation. 
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A SONO OF SIXPENCE. 

Says the Sixpence to the Shil- 

ling, 

“ Bumptious * Bob* yon ’ye 
had your day I 

And the Public is not willing 

Any longer you to pay 

For a Magazine or Novel. 

I am bringing knowledge 
down 

To the cottage and the hovel— 

Silver Shillmg you ’re done 
brown I 

“ Literature’s choicest piokins 

I distribute to the mob ; 

Walter Scott, CBcmEs 
Lamb, and Digeens ! 

What d’ye think o’ Ihat, 
Lord‘W’? ‘ 

Win wit sparkle with a 
slacker ray 

When the Working Man has 
got 

Jebrold, Shirley Brooks, or 

THACKEBA.Y 

For the price of just a pot ? 

“Now the CornhilVs cover 
orange 

Is to bear my conquering 
name ; 

As in price it sinks to low 
range 

May it rise in force and 
fame. 

Clearly Literatnre’s banner 

Will hencdEorth the sign 
display 

Of the proletariat * tanner.’ 

Bumptious ‘Bob’ you’ve 
had your day I ” 


DISCRETION AND VALOUR. 

The Duke of Cambridge, in 
the House of Lords, “expressed 
the opinion that the raising I 
the standard of age to nine- 
teen would decrease the num- 
ber of enlistments.” Do youth 
generally begin to get indis- 
posed to become food for 
powder at that approach to 
years of discretion r 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED TROM 


TBE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


heard it said that I ’m the only great lawyer who is also efEeohve 
House of Commons speaker. A little kindly exaggerated, but 
perhaps something in it.” 

BiR all right, after _all* Second Reading agreed to without 
Division. 


Souse of Commons, Monday, June 4. — Left House at eight o’clock 
with prospect of Corrupt Practices Bill most satisfactory. Nearly 
I everyone supported Second Reading. Fortune of Bill completed by 
opposition of W aeton and Charles Lewis. Thought of saying a few 
words for it myself, but in circumstances unnecessary. So went ofi 
to dinner. 

Coming back at eleven found Attobney-Hbneral apparently 
delivering funeral oration, or addressing a Common Jury in a murder 
appalling. Cadence of voice a little monotonous, 
but stul capable of moving Jury to tears. 

“ What ’s happened ? ” I asked EUrootjbt, who was stroUing out, 
genuy stroking his chin, and softly smiling to himself. “ Going to 
withdraw the Bill or be beaten on a Division f ” 

“ Neither, my dear Toby,” said Grandiose Old Man. “ It ’a only 
James s Ojrford-Circuit way. Thinks he’s defending a man for 
sheep-stealing : that funereal manner, and that voice with a tear in 
it are preparatory to calling witnesses to show that the prisoner 
either had a dying niother at the time of the act charged, or that 
owmg to a long series of undeserved misfortunes, his had 
become anected, and that when he took the sheep he thought it 
WM a favourite poodle he had lost in infancy. Fact is, it’s most 
dmeult for la;^ers to fOTget that House is* not a Jury* aud that 
Speaker and Clerks at Table are not Judges bitting in banco. Have 


Tuesday , — House of Lords to-night scene of tremendous dissension 
on Bishops’ Bench. Bishop of Carlisle moved Second Reading 
of Cathedral Statutes Bill. Joseph Gillis in Gallery scented the 
row from afar. Came to see how Bishops quarrelled. From very 
£rst his keen intelligence went with Opposition. 

“ What do they want with more statutes in Cathedrals P ” says he. 
“Thought you English would have had enough of statutes. Just 
after moving the Duke of Weilinoton, and don’t know what to do 
with him. Better leave statutes alone, and go on grinding the p* 
Irish.” _ 

Bishop of Peterborough opposed Bill on quite other grounds. 
Managed with great dexterity, in discussing it, to give Govern- 
ment several digs in the ribs. Lord Salisbury hugely delighted. 

“ Pity Peterborough took Orders,” says he. “ His lawn sleeves 
i tie his hands. If he ’d been a layman, and got in for some horoughi 
he would have changed affairs in House of Commons. He woma 
have joined the Fourth Party, or perhaps created it, and made j 
things hot for everybody all round, especially the Government. 

“Yes,” Lord Granville sweetly lisped, “ Peterborough s 
little lost here; we can’t do with a Randolph, more especially m 
lawn.” ^ , 

Peterborough stood alone, with back to the waU, having droppea 
tin bonnet-box of dynamite on Bishops’ Bench. Pretty to see otner 
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OUT OF ALMS WAYl 

Bmevolmt Old QenJt, “Herb's lovely weather, Mbs, Wopples! And how ” 

Unthrifty Mrs, JT. “Oh, I’m only very middlin'. Sir, and”— “tod see, Sir, it’s a* this way *' 

{But he diMt—he saw it [clearly) in quite another way^ went off that other way hastily^ and escaped this time / 


Bishops smiling upon him with brotherly love, though in act rather 
plainly showing their teeth. 

Clever, amusing, but too ingenious,” said the Primate, 
smilingly nodding his head towards Right Reverend brother, who 
didn’t seem to know that anybody was twittering. 

“ My Right Reverend brother asks me to withdraw the Bill,” said 
the Bishop of Carlisle, holding both hands out as if about to pro- 
nounce the benediction. “ 1 wish my Right Reverend brother could 
withdraw his speech.” 

Right Reverend brother no such intention. Had had his fling, 
had fluttered the House, was conscious of great yearning of heart 
towards him by Lord Salisbury, and didn’t seem to care so much 
for opinion of Archbishop, as was expected from one who had just 
been extolling institations and discipline of the Church. 

“ Not so sure as G-ranville is about impossibility of Pourth Party 
in Lords,” said Randolph. “Must have some talk with Peter- 
borough, and see if he ’ll take it up. Perhans couldn’t be expected 
to And in Lords equal of Gorst for profound legal knowledge 
touched with subtle humour, of Wolfe for intimate acjuaiutance 
with Foreign Aifairs, or for Balfour for ways that are childlike and 
bland. But something might be done. Would be an immense lift 
for us to have a Bishop playing our game in the Lords.” 

In Commons spent cheerful Morning Sitting discussing Scotch 
Agrionltural Holdings Bill. In the evening Sunday Closing people 
desperately tried to make a House. But no use. Members who had sat 
through Scotch debate aU in bed, with wet cloths round their heads. 

“ Sunday Closing all very well,” says Mr. Cotes, “ but I ’m not 
sure that Tuesday Closing isn’t better.” 

Tuesday Closing Bill accordingly brought in by Mr. Warton, 
Standing Orders suspended, passed through all its stages, and at ten 
minutes past nine all lights out. business Scotch Agricul- 

tural Holdings Bill read a Second Time, 

Wednesday,— -Another case of gross injustice to Ireland. By 
judicious balloting, day had been seonred for Second Reading of 
Irish Municipal Elections Bill. Then comes Chairman of Commit- 
tees with some inconsiderable proposal about British Railways, and 


appropriates Sitting. Irish Members aghast with indignation at 
this obstruction. Captain Molloy-Ahoy hit upon happy thought. 
Move the Adjournment at half-past flve. Then be too late to take 
division on Otway’s proposals. 

“If they won’t let ns get on,” said the gallant Captain, “they 
shall do nothing.” 

Pointed out to him that this excellent plan bad disadvantages. If 
House didn’t divide now, question come on again on another Wed- 
nesday, and Irish Members finally howled out. So Molloy-Ahoy 
did not press Motion, and Otway carried his Resolution. 

Further grievance behind this. Caine had second place for 
Biggar Relief Bill, which newspapers stiffly call Bill to Repeal 
Breach of Promise of Marriage Act. It was too late to be useful to 
Joseph Gillis. But J. G. has a heart that feels for others, and had 
determined to second the Motion for Second Reading. Bill not 
reached. Caine and Dick Power going about Lobby gloomily, 
charged with jokes intended to make on moving and opposing Bill. 
“ I ’ll work mine off on the Criminal Code Procedure Bill when it 
comes down,” sa3rs Caine. 

“I’ll work mine off on Army Estimates,” says Dick Power. 
“ duestion of breechloaders, yon know, and work it round to Breach 
of Promise. A little difflcnlt, but if Chairman objects, can argue 
the matter. That will get in a bit more of the speech, and can finish 
it on Motion to Report Progress.” 

Business clone.— Repealed prohibition against paying interest on I 
Railway Lines in course of constmction. ' 

Thursday,— Tm. Healy hack with us again after fresh experiences 
of prison life. Hair more than ever like severely twisted mop. 

“Do they— er— crop your hair, doncha?” murmured Mr. Chris- 
topher Sykes, regarding Tm with air of profound, yet nervous 
curiosity, as if he were animal newly imported for the Aquarium, | 
with no guarantee that he wouldn’t bite. | 

“No,” says Tim. “Fact is always keep it like that ready for 
emergencies. Never know when yon ’re going in, and hardly ever 
when you’re coming out. If I let my hair grow in ordinary way, 
people would notice when I came out. But keeping it cropped 
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close you see, always look as if I ’d jnst eome out, and as ibat 
ean’t'be, people thrown off scent. AH very well for English Member 
to let his hair grow. Eor nnhappy Ireland the close crop is our only 
resource.” 

“ Yery interesting. Very interesting, indeed,” says Mr. SrKES, 
re-ffxing his eye-^lass, and vainly endeavouring to edge round Tim 
so as to get back view. 

Tim tells me he ’s busy founding new order of merit in Ireland. 
Only persons who have Ibeen in prison are eligible for election. 
Members of Parliament to be Knights of the Order, Members of 
which qualided to write B.I.P., and to be so addressed. Those who 
have been in prison more than once will be B.I.P.P. 

Affecting soene at Question Time. Somebody been saying that 
Lord Eosebe&t retired from Home Oflce because he couldn’t get on 
with Orandiose Old Man. Harcottet almost affected to tears. 
“ Hot only were we on terms of [political friendship,” says he, “ but 
we loved each other as brothers.” By mighty effort controlled him- 
self; hut there were sobs in various parts of the House. Joseph 
Q-illis ostentatiously wiped his eyes with a white pocket-handker- 
chief borrowed for the purpose from Mr. Sheii.. 

JBminess done>^(3tot into Committee on the Corrupt Practices Bill. 

Friday.— Ban down to Ascot this afternoon. Long chat with 
Prince of Wales, who regrets duty calls him down to Ascot when 
he would so much rather be in House of Lords, listening to Lord 

SlRATHEDEN AND CaMPBBIL. 

“Shall be there on Monday, Tobt, you bet,” says H.R.H. 
“ Mean to vote for Marriage with Deceasea Wife’s Sister— E iien, 
Mast, or whatever she be. We are winning slowly, but surely.” 

Observe delicacy of H.R.H.’s speech. Avoids vulgarity and 
absmrdity of referring to “ Sister Bill.” 

House alternating between ffts of liveliness and long stretches of 
dulness.^ Bill come in on account of glorious victory in Egypt. 
Wrangling over it all morning. At night tried again to get it setued. 
Opposition went off on fresh taok. business done. Might as 
well have stopped at Ascot, and better, too. 


CRICKET PROSPECTS. 

(From Dumb-Oramho JmAor^s Pomt of 



H I'Hh 


TT 


TTiOT 



Marrov-bone Club. 


A Domestic Fixture. 




A Promising Toung Bowler, 



Tiial Hatches. 


If' /I] 

Batter and Bawl. 


Telegram. 

“ tToAw,” Chief of the Red Skin La Crosse Players, to 
^ther Rig John, of Birmingham, — “ Let us smoke the pipe of 
Peace.” 

J.B.toB. Jl— “ Friend, dost thou mean this as a puff ?” 


THE PLAYBILL OF THE FUTURE. 


THEATRE 


ROYAL, PARK LAME. 

{SoU Lmees and Managers— a Select Gommtttee of the Bouse of Peers ) 

This Eveuing, at a quarter to Eleven, d peu pres, Her Maiestv’s 
Friends will perform Mr. Mabdison Morton’s celebrated Faroe of 
BOX AND COX. 


Box {his original character ) . 

Cox (his original character) • • 

Mrs, Bouncer {her first appearance) 


The Marquis of Saiisbttrt. 
Earl Q-ranvillb. 

( The Dnchess of New- 

{ MARKET. 

After which, at about half -past One (oold supper being served at 
Midnight precisely), Shakspbare’s Tragedy of 

MACBETH, 

With the following powerful and exceptional Cast 

By kind and special constitutional j His MAJESir THE 


Duncan 


■1 


authorisation of the Folksthing, Kino op the 
on this occasio^i only . . . ) Netherlands. 

Malcolm . . } » . ^ I The Duke of Richmond and Gtordon. 
Donalbain . } • J The Master of the Horse. 

Macbeth • • . • H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridoe. 

Banquo .... The Speaker of the House of Commons 

I j B™. 

kind permission of) His Excellency the Austrian 
Maca -j Government . j Ambassador. 

Fleance {Son of Banguo) . . Lord Randolph Chuj^ohill, 

Lennox . ^ 

Ross . '(By the living Representatives of their respective 
r Families. 

( By special Dist>ensa- 1 His Eminence the Car- 
An English Doctor < tionof His Holiness > dinal Archbishop of 
I the Pope . , ) Westminster. 

Wounded Soldier . . . Lord Wolseley. 

Lady Macbeth .... The Duchess of Parkminsteb. 
Lady Macduff . Her Serene Highness the Princess Yon Sioltsbbro. 
^Gentlewoman (5y desire) Her Majesty the Queen of Madaoascar, 
~ , The Dowager Duchess of Worcester. 

. The Lord Chancellor. 

• The Hereditary Earl Marshal. 

. The First Lord of the Admiralty. 

' fiat of both ) His Grace the Archbishop 
' ^ ion { of Canterbury. 

AND THE 


Menteith 
Angus • 
Caithness 


Hecate 
First Witch 
Second Witch 
Third Witch 

Armed Head • 


Apparition Kings 


(By distinguished Members of the Privy 
• \ Council. 


MY KATE. 


(aptbr browning.) 

{On Miss Kate VaugharCs quitting the Gaiety Company in order to eome 
out in a New and Seriates Line.) 

Her air has a meaning, her movements a grace. 

You turn from the fairest to gaze at her face ; 

And when you have once seen her dance, ’tis a treat 
That you may encore, but which she won’t repeat^ 

My Kate I 

Renouncing burlesque, she ’s about to enact 
The fair Amy Rohsart — I hope ’twill attract. 

And when thou art gone, who will here take yonr port, 
While you ’re starring the country as Amy Rohsart, 

My Kate P 

We praise you as charming, and ask if you mean 
To give up burlesque and play Tragedy Queen? 

The Mashers will cry, o’er this doleful event, 

** The charm of her presence was felt when she went ! 

Our Kate I 

Aster a Champagne-Cnp Day at Ascot, it was decided that the 
Heath as a rendezvous should in future he known as “ the Tristan 
place ? ” 

Bright Chandelier prodaims the dawn,” said Mrs. Ramsbotham, 
when she heard a cook crowing in the back garden, as it was 
getting towards the small hours, after her evening party. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. — no case can ContxibntiooLS, whether US., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aocompanisd 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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THE “TERRITORIAL SYSTEM I »’ 

OE, NOTSma LIKE ACCURACY. 

Officer {at Head-qiiartm). “And who mat tou be?” 

BemiU . “Please, Sir, I’m the Seventh Battalion Prince Consort’s 
Own Rifle Brigade, better known as the Fust Tower ’ Amlets Milisht ! ” 


I PUfilTANI. 

Grand Unpopular Opera — moe more in actwe Jdeliearsal, 

Argument.— Ybenon-Arcourt, an amiable political philanthropist, haying in an 
unguarded moment been induced by the Furitani, a dyspeptic but powerful band of social 
conspirators, to make Sunday as uncomfortable as possible, has suddenly, by a subtle^ and 
arbitrary Act, deprived the populace for twenty-four hours of its beer. Growing thnsty 
as the summer advances, and maddened by this and other pieces of grandmotherly legisla- 
tion, it at length rises in rebellion against the restrictions with which its tastes and 
appetites have been hampered, and seeking aid of the Caucus^ by a terrible retaliation 
obliges Vernon-Arcourt and his order quite unexpectedly to restore to it many of its 
cherished enjoyments, and among others, amidst indescribable enthusiasm, its ancient 
and valued privilege of occasionally getting drunk on some one else’s premises. 

Characters. 

Yebnon-Arcourt Uurnanmd “ II Pacefico ”). TYilebido (a Jester— creature 
of I PuBiTANi). G-uglielmo di Whitechapel {known as the “ Thirsty 
Owe”). Il Ayvisatokb Mattutino (a Daily Spirit^. 

CAonw o/Puritani, Licensed Victuallers^ FMlanthropistSy Costermong&rs^ 
Archdeacons^ Total Ahstainers, Sweeps, Sabbatarians, 

The Scene represents a Secret Official Chamber in the recesses of the Palace of 
the Home Office, As the Curtain rises, Yernon-Arcourt, surrounded by 
YYilprido and the Chiefs of the Puriteni, and standing up to his knees in 
Petitions from Sunday School Children with which they have presented 
him, is discovered listening attentively to the following subterranean chorus. 

Chorus. 

Hail! 0, social legislation 1 Gall, provoke,— exasperate them. 

Brought once more to bear on Art and Science might have shocked 


Vernon-- Arcourt {thoughtfully ) — 

’Tis strange, perhaps, —yet not anrprising. 

The gutter is a dreary place ! 

( Con molto animo,) 

I somewhat doubt what they ’re advising : — 

Ha I hark again ! \He listens. 

Chorus— In Arcourt’s face 

We read a wondrous peuetration 
To value truly recreation I 
The sons of toil to further cheer, 

Inspire him, Heaven, to stop their beer I 
V,-A, {redt) These remarks of a nature complimentary, 
Are, without doubt, to the Paciie One, 
Extraordinarily agreeable. 

But to speak, £rom the experience, 

That is purely personal, 

Of a Sunday made horrible 

By the absence of modest refreshment, 

Is, to the unutterable delight. 

Of the joyous child of the Reform Club 
At present— and, with rapture unbounded, 

I dwell on the circumstance, 

A'physical impossibility. 

[fifl is about to depart quietly, when Wilfbido and the 
Leaders of the ruritani bar his further progress, 
Wilfrido and the Puritani {advancing on him ) — 

Hay ! yon must back the Bill at sight ! 
Vernon-Arcourt {confuoco) . I *m only anxious to do right. 
Chorus, What ’s right for you— for them is wrong I 
Vernon-Arcourt {maestoso), I ’ll think that out. 

Pur itani{ falling hack), A song ! A song! 
Vernon-Arcourt, I have done showy work in my time, 
My views are expansive and large, 

And I shouldn’t like now, in my prime, 

To face an impopnlar charge. 

Yet my friends, who entangle me here. 

Should, I feel, by concession be bo^ht : 

They would mulct the poor man of his beer ; 

Well— I ’m still donbting whether they ought. 

For 1 cannot quite see why a measure so strong 
ShoiHd in one case be right, in another be wrong ! 
Puritani {in triumph ) — 

The great Yebnon-Arcourt is getting along ! 

He ’s now muddled up ’twixt what ’s right and what’s 
wrong ? 

Vernon-Arcourt, I ’m compelled to look out how I tread, 
A stray vote to pick up here and there ; 

As this Bill has been hung at my head, 

P’raps a trial to give it were fair ? 

So I ’ll prove to the classes I snub 
That they ’re saved from a beer-drinking shoal. 
And that Sunday and wine at a Club 
Are things that their betters control. 

I think, on the whole, that that argument’s strong, 
“What for me may be right,— well, for them may be 
wrong I” 

Puritani — 

He thinks, on the whole, that that argument’s strong ; 
And he ’ll probably hnd that it is before long ! 
[WiLPREDO and the Puritani prepare for a wild pasde 
satisfaction, and Yebnon-Arcourt is about to watch 
their gambols, when the waU splits asunder and dis- 
closes Guglielmo di Wheeechapee, surrounded by 
myrmidons of the Advanced Party, convening a 
Monster Meeting for the discussion of the Chib and 
Private Cellar Sunday Closing Scheme, 


Simday^ ! 

Eighteen-nineteenths of the Hation, 
Seeking rest and recreation, 

Find it but on this— their one day I 
Yet, we own, that we would tamper 
Further with such joys as wait them, 
And, with best intentions, hamper, 


them, 

So we fixed the Sunda;^ shutter, 

Barred the door, andMndlylockedthem 
Out— to contemplate the gutter. 

Yet I 0, Heav’n ! though they ’ve the 
street, 

Still they seek some fresh retreat I 


Private Cellar Sunday Closing Scheme, 

Guglielmo di Whitechapel {con delxcatezzci]. 

You West-End blokes who tbinks yer can 
Play nine-pins with the Working Man— 

We ’ll show yer it’s a game for two— 

YYe ’ll cut yon off your liquor ! 

Wilfrido {with a gesture of ecstasy). Do! 

Chorus {approvingly). Hail ! 0, social legislation. 
Prompting rest and recreation ! 

Thus, midst unexpected smiles, 

Pall Mall mates with Seven Dials ! 
[Yebnon-Arcoubt trys to escape frotn the situation, and 
is about to turn when the Spirit of the Licensed Vic- 
tualling Interest, Il Awisatobr Mattutino, appears 
hovering in the air, holding ovd a draft of the newest 
Prohihitke Measure in vindictive triumph, 
Vernon-Arcourt {shuddering). Oh, Good gracious ! Oh, 
Horror ! 

{He falls into the arms of an Under- Secretary, and all 
cower as the Curtain descends. 
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THE NEW CRAZE. 


Manager of the Fartheiwn» 
Lord ? *' 


‘And what bxperibnob have yod had, my 


Tmng Viscoimt Saltmibarik, ** Oh— I played JRomso, at thr Jollity, last 
Thursday mobnino. I was called before the Oubtain Seven Times 
Mcmager. “Exactly. Then I think your Lordship may study the First 
Servant is our next Pjeob. He comes in in the last Aor, you know, 
AND says * Dinner ’s ready ! ’ ” 


LAYS OP A LAZY MINSTflEL. 

A MARLOW MADRIGAL. 

0x1, Eisham banks are fresk and fair, 

And Q/Uarry Woods are green, 

And pure and sparkling is the air, 

Enchanting is the scene ! 

I love the nmsic of the weir, 

As swift the stream mns down, 

Por, oh, the water 's deep and clear 
That flows by Marlow Town I 

When London’s getting hot and dry, 

And half the Season 's done, 

To Marlow you should quickly dy, 

And bask there in the sun. 

There pleasant quarters you may find— 

The Angler or the “ Crown” 

Will suit yovL well, if you ’re inclined 
To stay in Marlow Town. 

I paddle down to Harleyford, 

And sometimes I incline 
To cushions take with lunch aboard, 

And play with rod and line. 

For in a punt I love to laze. 

And let my face get brown ; 

And dream away the sunny days 
By dear old Marlow Town I 

I go to luncheon at the Lawn, 

I muse, I sketch, 1 rh^me ; 

I headers take at early dawn, 

I list to All Saints’ chime. 

And in the Kiver, flashing bright, 

Dull Care I strive to drown— 

And get a famous appetite 
At pleasant Marlow Town ! 

So when, no longer, London life 
You feel you can endure : 

Just quit its noise, its whirl, its strife. 

And try the “ Marlow-cure ” I 
You ’ll smooth each wrinkle on your brow 
And scare away each frown — 

Feel young again once more, I vow, 

At quaint old Marlow Town ! 

Here Shelley dreamed and thought and wrote, 
And wandered o’er the leas ; 

And sang and drifted in his boat 
Beneath the Bisham trees. 

So let 97ie sing, although I ’m no 
Great poet of renown— 

Of hours that much too quickly go, 

At good old Marlow Town ! 


THE ADJUTANTS HOSS AGAIN ! 

A SHORT time since quite a passage of arms took place in the 
House of Commons because the Commanding Oficer of a Militia 
Kegiment had sanctioned the drawing of some money in payment for 
the phantom forage of an imaginary charger. It was advanced that, 
although this partiotdar or rather not very particular Adjutant did 
not usuaJly possess a horse, he produced one once, on a special occa- 
sion, for his Colonel’s inspection. It may be said generally that 
the typical Adjutant’s horse has puzzled thousands. So, as par- 
ticulars about this mysterious beast have been for many years more 
than yagne, it would be as well in future that some form containing 
^.uestions requiring answers should be filled up by the parties 
mterested, before dealings with public money received Government 
sanction. The following will serve as a guide to the mode of 
famishing the required document 

FoRA.eE EOE Adjutants’ Horses (Militia). 

{To he filled ujp, cmd returned to the War Office.) 

Quesslion. Do you hire your horse for the training ? If so, state 
what are his occupations during the non-training period. 

Answer . I do hire my horse for the training. I believe his occu- 


useful at a bathing establishment on the Margate sands. 

Q. Is your horse perfectly sound ? Do you taown of any ailment 
from which he sufEers, or has sufEered P 
A, My horse is not perfectly sound. He is a little touched in the 
Tmd, is stone-blind, and quite deaf. 1 h^eye that the knees of all 
his legs have been broken on various occasions, and that he con- 


stantly sufEers from embarrassing attacks of glanders, meagrims, 
and amavated staggers. 

Q. Has your horse had any military training ? 

A. Yes, at Astley’s five-and-twenty years ago, when he was 
employed as “ an extra ’’—his duty was to pretend to he dead in a 
corner — ^in the Spectacular Drama of The Battle of the Alma* 

Q, Do you propose retaining yonr horse for the next training ? 

A. Ho ; as 1 understand that he has been purchased by a purveyor 
of cats’ -meat (the sale to take efEect the day after the regmental 
training, by agreement with the representatives of the Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals), I shall have to discover his 
successor, 

( Signed ) Adolphus Oldbot Duefbe, 

Captain and Adjutant Vlih Battalion The 
Town and Country JRegiment* 
{Countersigned) Montmorency Snooks, 

Jjieut- Colonel, Officer Commanding* 


Somebody asked Mrs. Eamsbotham if she had heard Mile. Menter. 
*‘OhI I suppose—” said Mrs. Bam., ready to show her thorough 
acquaintance with classic literature, * ‘ I suppose you mean a daughter 
of the Old Menter one heard so much about at school that we used 
to speak of him as Tor-menter ;— yon recollect, don’t you ? He was 
a sort of tutor and traveling companion to Young Telephone.” 


Hard-woekino Mb!-mhh!rh qp “ Thb Coaching Club.”— Mr* 
Wren, Mr. Sgoones, and olher Coaches for the 1.0.8. competitive 
examinations. 
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doesn’t get a hand, he says he can equally well teU them what 
con- they’re thinking ahqut. Mr, Ansojr ought to try this before he 


J. L. Tooie says he is a great Thonght-Reader. One con- they’re thinking about. Mr, Ansoe 
dition onljr is necessary, and that is he noinst naye a hand from some attempts another oration to the Public. 
sTBiTOthetio person. ** Giye me your handB»” he says to his audience, 


ara^tlietio person. * (fiye me your hands, ' he says to his audience, 
•*^ana I ’U teU you what you ’re thinking about.” After one hearty 
round, he can be perfectly certain. Should it ever happen that he 


Pashiobtable “ At Home.”— C harity. 
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Spain, — A well-arranged Court. Seemingly, the National Naval Of Vice- Versa we have spoken some time ago. The Messrs. 
Museum has been dispatched bodily from the Peninsula to Sonth Hawteet are excellent in it, and so is Miss Lauea Linden-. 
Kensington. The exhibits come exclusively from this collection, The other Bnrles^ae, produced on the same night at the Adelphi, 
which includes “ six pieces of cork” and “ two bolsters.” and, as part of the joke, called “ a Drama,” by Mr. Wilkie Coit-ins, 

Ignored by the Official Guide, but, for all that, meri- will probably have come to an end ere this appears, so^ let us shed a 
torious. The usual “ pleasant little gathering ” of nets, preserved- passing tear over the unfortunate Ranh and Riches^ which thoroughly 


fish tins, and implements of piscat9rm torture. 

The Foreign Fish’-Marhet, — Quite as disappointing as the British 
ditto. The Market,” which is held in a small room, contains a 
few specimens of richly-scented dried fish and some sardine-cases. 
Motto to be placed over the door : “A rose would swell as sweet— 
and sweeter ! ” 

So much for the Foreigners, who certainly cannot compare with 
our British exhibitors. The Courts are rendered more attractive 
than they would be au naturel by the introduction of a very choice 
collection of church organs. It is not easy, however, to see what 
these instruments have to do with Pisciculture, the more especially 
as the talented individuals who at intervals perform upon them are 
far too advanced to have anything to do with scales. 

Having now visited the chief objects of interest in South Kensing- 
ton, Home, Colonial, and Foreign, a rapid run through “ the 
Machinery in Motion,” and a necessarily hurried visit to “ the Six- 
penny Fish Dinner,” will bring our “ Offishial Guide ” to a meGhsLni- 
cslplus gastronomic termination. 




WARHAM CORNER’^ 


THE STRAND. 


Stiver Guilty at the Strand, intended for a travesty of The Silver 
King, at the Princess’s, is first-rate fun at the commencement, but 
it becomes rather wearisome when it 
wanders into other melodramatic sub- 
jects, such as Drink and the Lights of 
London. Mr. Eighton is more lie Mr. 
John Claiton than Mr. Wilson Bah- 
^ TSiViT, but Mr. Brough’s imitation of 

i Mr. George Barrett is simply perfect. 

It is for the most part very smartly 


deserved all the pep- 
pering it got from the 
Critics, and the jeers 
with which the Public 
^ ' ' . ■ , . received it on its first 

, representation. We 

J ; -wW;: ^ ' rather fancy that Mr. 

■*'' Ay; /; ' Wilkie Collenb— 

; ^‘/i .'5 first-rate, in his own 

' ' peculiar line, as a 

- Novelist, though 

^ .r even there not up to 

the Frenchman Garo- 
\ RUU m plots,— ex- 

' cepting always The Woman in 

White, —has never been successful 
as a Dramatist, except when he has 
had the assistance of some practical 
Stage-Manager or Actor to suggest 
\ what was required for stage-effect. 

? We may he wrong, but it seems to us 

that, left to himself, he ^f ails, as 
/ / i -m Po®* Wills fails when he is left to 

/ / / ®'l himself; but, with Mr. Irving, or 

£7 ‘ '’W' vi elbow, what better 

acting plays, on the whole, have 
^ we seen in our time than Charles the 

I First and Oliinaf Mr. Wilkie 

O Collins was successful at the Prince 

Anson defying the Critics. of Wales’s under the direction ^of 
Mr. and Mrs. Bancropt, and with 
Mr. CoGHLAN as the repulsive hero. 1^. Charles Reade also will he 


Anson defying the Critics. 


written, and, up to a certain point, Mr. Mr. CoGHL^ as the repulsive hero. Mr. oharles aiso wm ue 

Warham has done his work capitally, remembered by his novels, not by his plays, 

The ** bnsmess,” as long as the original for a Novelist to be a successful Dramatist, he 

ulav is being fairly burlesqued, is genu- more or less— of some practical coUaborateur experiencea in stage- 


Little All Bight ’un. 


having very little and occasionally nothing to < 
only delay the action, and mystify the audience. ^ 


play is being fairly burlesqued, is genu- more or less— of some practical ( 
inelv funny. craft. 

mss Laura Linden gives a clever — 

caricature of Miss Eastlake’s manner- . TTTTYPl 

isms; but, occasionally, ber tone fax ALiljA*xri 

more closely resembles Miss Ellen £{ncs in a Keitu 

Terry’s than that of the person she 
is burlesquing. The duet and dance ^ htue poet 

between Miss Linden and Mr, Eighton ^ 

is very neatly executed, and obtains a scribbled most industriously 
hearty encore. The songs and choruses, i Anting 

casionaily nothing to do with the piece, 


A LILLYPUT LYEIST. 

Lines in a KewdtgaU Calendar. 

There was a Uttle poet But the path is rough aud bitter 

In a little lyric way, To the Muses high abode, ^ 

Who scribbled most industriously And such little wand ring mm- 
For very little pay. j 

He was tall, hnt not good-looking, Get few coppers on me road. 

With a most romantic name, So he left Parnassus Muses 
And the Ladies dearly loved him, For the muses of Mayfair, 


F^rSiistmas is also w ll be 

.nr? . ill Afl. of fbA DAtAfitive. who fluvs nothinff. but onlv comes Andhetooktheirpraise for fame. Turned lecher ^ew m oe 


good, and the idea of the Detective, who says>othing, but only comes 
on to look puzzled, to scratch 

his head, and to change the 1 

scene wili. a stroke of a bar- , ^ I, 

lequiu’s wand, it should have I - - 

been a prompter’s whistle, | 

was immense at first, but it I 

palled on frequent repetition. ; 

The fact is, if Silver Guilt | 

were cut down to forty-five 'j |j 

minutes, instead of playing | 

over an hour aud a half, as it , IjMiM : 

now does, and if the action ■ ! 

and dialogue were strictly fRmlWl' r 

confined to the travesty of TAc || ahWMimli .||l 

Silver King, its success would '1 , . {'i' 

be as lasting as that of ^ its l\: • ' | 

original. The mechanical > I 

changes of scene^ are really 1 ; I 

marvels of ingenuity, and the '!■ I',' ! |}| 

music is so wdGl sheeted that ij:. || 

it is a pity there are not better ! 1 | 

voices to sing it, and better 

dancers to dance to it,— the ^'1 

duet, already mentioned, being gpF 

the one bright exception. ^ 

On the first night the Actors Laura Linden as Miss Eastlake,- 

were called before the curtain, a clever Actress, but not a Jenn] 
as also was the Author, Mr. Lmd’un, 

WAB3BCAM, who must have been , ^ , 


In days gone by at Oxford 
He ’d gained the Newdigate, 
And his career was settled 
From that auspicious date. 

For Oxford ’s got the contract 
To supply one Bard a year 
Even though divine afflatus 
May be flatter than their beer. 

And he read his little lyrics, 

As they circled him about, 

And they sighed and softly asked 
Mm, 

Would he kindly write them out. 


A Knight and millionnaire. 

And he writes for weekly papers 
Where his inspiration makes 
Terse as mild as Martin Tup- 
pbr’s, 

Or as mad as Billy Blake s. 
And his fame became so world- 
I wide , 

That fair Lily Langtry smiled 
No more upon the sonnets of 
His rival, Oscar Wilde. 

Anil Ashby Sterry sings no more 
Of frills, and in despair . 


And they flatter^ him past Poor Oscar Wilde has cut his 
measure, throat — . • -l • 

Till this little bard began, No ; not bm Giroat 1-his hair. 


measure, 

Till this little bard be gan, 

To consider Robert Browning 
Was an overrated man. 

Andbetrilledaadtwitteredfeebly, 
In a tiny tender treble, 

Though at times the sense grew 
vague, 

And the rhythm would turn 
rebel. 


Laura Lmden as Miss ji,astiaKe,— « , flAribblAd Konr bv hour 
were uajjieu. ueruro wre uujLua.ui., ^ Clever ActrCSS, but UOt a Jenny n 3 „ Aarr 

as also was the Author, Mr. lind’im. ’ 

WAB 3 BCAM, who must have been , to- , Pipmg onwards towards Pa 

delighted -with— as he would probably term it— the very Warham 
reoepHoa accorded to him. * On his little lymo way- 


And our little Poet munches 
His daintiest Gallic ^ 

While Ms little ** Tea-Tray Trio- 
lets” 

Is the last success with Ohatio. 

Take -warning, then, ye BardHngs, 
By ihe career of boys 
Who think that they are Miltons 
If they only make a noise. 

It ’s better to be butchers, 

And not to sing at all ; 

But if you must be Poets, 

It ’s better not to Ball. 
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TODESON TO THE RESCUE! 

On his way North, where he was going to support Mr. Beadlaugh, Toueson sucobeds in pressing his services and 

COMPANY ON THE DOWAGBR OOUNTESS OF MULHNGAR (WHO VAGUELY REMEMBERS HAVING SEEN HIM SOMEWHBEB), AND HER DAUGHTER 

THE Lady Nora Crbina. The Noble Countess, whom recent events in Ireland have sadly impoverished, learns that 
Todeson has great expectations from his Aunt in Margate ; and Lady Nora Creina, who has just been basely jilted by 

YOUNG GoRGIUS MiDAS (FOR WHOSE SAKE SHE HAD JILTED POOR SOPBLY, THE PORTRAIT-PaINTER), THINKS THAT EVEN TODESON 
MIGHT BE LIOKBD INTO SHAPE. 

At ALL EVENTS, DURING THE JOURNBY, THE FASCINATIONS OF THESE TWO LADIES INDUCE HIM TO GIVE UP Mr. BrADLAUGH FOR 
THE PRESENT, AND HE SECRETLY RESOLVES TO JOIN THE BoMAN CATHOLIC ChUROH, OF WHICH THEY ARB DEVOUT MEMBERS, 


OLEAE THE WAT! 

Punchy to certain Obstructive Old Persons 

Stand aside, if you ulease ! Yery worthy old souls, 

■ da, ‘ 

The world, struggling onward to common-sense goals, 

Must give hearing to counsels more cool and sagacious. 

A sin^ar pair, in chance eompanjr thrown ; 

Both hotly and blindly intent on imposing 

Eor ever the shackles that Man has outgrown, 

Seeping open old wounds which soum sense would be closing. 

Stand aside, if you please ! Though you eye with chagrin, 

And with fossy affright, what you deem an intruder, 

Mere uninspired Man’s manufacture of sin 
Breeds a tyranny neither Ihe Turk nor the Tudor, 

In essence, e’er egu^ed ; and Law that would lay 
On our lives a whim-hred artifi.(^ restriction, 

Is the law of fJi ancient and bitter-bad day, 

Built on private caprice, not on common conviction, 

YHiy, Manning, turn back on the sense of your prime ? 

Why, Benson, turn face from the dawning of daylight ? 

Why brand honest need as unnatural crime r 
Why block blaineless gleams that humani^’s way light ? 

These Bogies of Bigotry weaken the guard 
Of the Bight’s truer aentmels all would fain strengihent 

Each vain prohibition pure heart may discard 
Ponns a link in the miain <mly tyrants would lengthen. 

St^d aside, if you please I Here Society’s sense 
Than mere clerical cant speaketh dearer and stronger. 


Kept back over-long by sophistical fence, 

Plain instincts of Nature should truckle no longer 
To vetoes non-natural, working sore pain. 

Or impurity sore. Though your skirts you upsoramble 
In peevish disgust, your resentment is vain, 

Yain anathemas fervent and wUd skimble-skamble. 


” Thought-Reading.”— It is the simplest thing in ^the world. 
Anyone with the command of a shilling can acquire the power, and 
outdo Mr. Irving Bishop. The latest edition ^)f JSappy Thoughts^ 
illuminated by the glow of a Fubniss, may be purchased for the 
ludicrously absurd sum of one shilling, and so any possessor of this 
coin may become at once a Happy-Thought Reader. 


IN THE SEASON. 

Rest I ” cries the Business Man, mid toil and strife ; 
** Rest ! ” mid her balls and parties, cries his Wife ; 
But neither gains it mid the whirl of life. 


The Fidi Exchange (Blaekfriars) BiR was thrown out by the 
Select Conmuttee on Wednesday last. What prospect could thwe 
be for any BUI at this Season, which, in oonsequenee of its locality 
being Black-fryers, was understood to exclude Wbitebait? 

o 

The HaIiP-Holiday Guide-Book.— Advice : buy two^ and make 
it a whole holiday at once. Much betto. 
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QROSVENOR GALLERY 

GEMS. 





Ko. o6. Setting the Thames on 
Fire near 'Windsor. A Dyna- 
miter in Boat. Two Detectives, 
disguised as Swans, considering 
the effect of the first explosion. 
Notice the smoke on the water. 
Where there *s smoke there ’s 
fire. Keeley Hals Welle, A.E.S.A. 


No. 30. “ Got her Head screwed 
on the wrong way,'* and Old 
Gentleman trying to alter it. 
Haynes Williams. 



No. 6o. Shan't play any more,” 

or, a new version of “‘The En- 
raged Slusician.’ * Herr Joachim 
interrupted in a solo, tries to sec 
who the deuce is making that 
noise at the hack of the Shil- 
ling Gallery- H. Herkomer, 
A.E. A . 




No. 165. “ Good morrow to your 
Nightcap!*' or, the Gay Old 
Dog Baffled for Once. “Three 
such pretty girls,” said the Old 
Boy to himself. “ I *d speak to 
’em if I hadn’t come out in this 
confoundedly absurd nightcap.” 
Quite a little “ Holiday.” 


No. 32. The Exhausted Laugher, 
after a real side-splitter. “ The 
best thing I ever heard in my 
Ufe.»* 



No. 49. How Long ? or, to be con- 
tinued in our next. 


No. 59. Cakes on the top of a green 
apple. “ "When this you see, Ke- 
inemher me,” Doctor Watts.* 

* This Tlcture is called Study 
on Brighton Downs'’ But who 
on earth would huild a study on 
Brighton Downs ? 


No. 60. “Her First Note.” Very 
youthful pupil of the Royal 
College of Music learning to 
become a Concert-singer. J. £. 
Millais, R.A. 


No. 231. The Lyons Mail. 
^Temorne inptmning lacessit, 
Wycliffe Taylor. 



No. 237. Dress Our own Portrait 
Rehearsal for oftheArtisthim- 

Amateur Thea- self who painted 

tricals with the No. 237— 

Properties,— two Grossmith— not the 
fans and a pro- Chancellor in 

perty white and lolantke, hut a 

gold chair. Wee Don. 

Toung Lady is 
afraid she has 

“made up her arms too white, eh ? ” 
Better ask the Artist who painted 
’em. Weedon Grossmith. 


No. 1. “ The Mercenary MmicianJ^ She holds out her hand— 
“ Twopence more, and I ’ll play yon another tnne.” Mtjbeat. 

No. 82. Without a Bet ; or^ The JSve of the Derby ^ and “ No- 
thing OnP^ 

No. 87. ” Z7p a Tree ’’-like a Bird. 

No. Ill, “ Till all Blue ” “ Nothing left hut one oolonr ! ” 
exclaimed the nnhappy Artist, “ so, like Mr, Bccles. in Caste, I’ll 
‘bine it.’” J. M. Whistles. 

No. 115. Puzzle Piotnre. Puzzle— To find its artistic merit. 
J. M. Whistles. 

No. 119. JPractice makes Perfect, Yonng Lady learning how to 
balance a glass of wine on the tips of her fingers. 

No. 172, Open Confession, 

No. 175. A Warning, The greedy sickly girl. Already very 
nnwell, bnt she will take another sweet from the wicked old Boat- 
man. E. Spebtces Stanhope, 

No. 204. Oh, Scissors J Probably a portrait of “Scissor 
Anne.” 


At Oxposb.— “ Anat,” said Latinia, reading the Daily Telegraph, 
“ what does this mean—* The Duke of Albaot in his D.C.L. robes’? 
What does ‘D.C.L.’ stand for ? ” Mrs. Ramsbotham: thought awhile, 
and then replied, “Why, of conrse, my dear, London, Chatham & 
Dover. Depend upon it, the Duke is one of the Directors, and on 
State occasions wears the official robes.” Miss Lavyt was a^iite 
satisfied. 

France’s Motto.— “ Mistress of Tonqnin though China squall.” 


“ CORRHPT PRACTICES.” 

[In the debate on the Corrupt Practices Bill, Mr. Wiggin said he was a 
nervous man, and he should like to know whetker, under a certain clause, he 
could meet old political friends in a social way.] 

Oh, how hard ’twill be for Members, if, before election time, 

We are told our English virtue, hospitality ’s a crime ; 

And that in election contests you can never be a winner 

If yon ask your friends to breakfast, or to luncheon, or to dinner. 

So no wonder Henet Wiggdt, of East Staffordshire, declares 
That he ’s nervous when intent upon all hospitable cares ; 

And he asks, in piteous accents, if he gives his friends good eating, 
Will the Judges frown upon him and declare that he ’s been treating P 

I May you give a friend a sandwich, hut not ask him in to dine ? 

May you treat him to cold water, but deny him any wine ? 

And re^d as contravention of this most Draconic code a 
Glass of sherry and a seltzer, or a brandy and a soda ? 

You can’t ask the little children of constituents to tea, 

Without feeling a petition the direct result would he ; 

Buns and muffins— now, ’tis painful, hut we fear it quite the fact is— 
Will be looked upon by Judges as corrupt and evil practice. 


Mr. Forster says that “Everyman can leave the world better 
than he finds it.” True ; hut in some cases only hy leaving it. 
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A WORD m THE SEISOH 

TO THE HEW PICCADILLY 

WATER-COLOUR WORKS. 

ETEsyoNE is delighted with 
the Hew Water-ColoTur Exhibition, 
when they get there ; but as, to 
arriye at the GaUeries, necessi- 
tates a terrihc ascent of no end of 
a staircase, snch of theyisitors as 
resemble JSdmkt in being fat and 
scant of breath, or who are like 
Mariana in the Moated Grange, 
“ aweary,” —in which case we 
strongly recommend strawber- 
ries and cream at the Moated 
Grange’s, not many doors off, 
before attempting the dimb— 
bitterly complain of the extra 
exmrtion in search of High Art. 
The Art shouldn’t be so high, 
specially as the raison d'Hre of 
this new Society was to bring 
Art within reach of all. The 
adyantage of course is that 
scarcely any one of the Public 
can yisit the Piccadilly Water- 
Works without puffing yiolently, 
and of course a young Institu- 
tion reguires an occasional pufE. 
For ourselyes, we shall always 
be delighted to “giye them a 
lift,” as long as theydeserye it. 
But, in this instance, the Man- 
aging Committee would do well to 
set the example by giying them- 
selyes a lift, or a double lift— no 
charge for carriage— which should 
take the yisitors up to the Gal- 
leries on the second door, and 
deposit them safely. Depend upon 
it, this is sound adyioe, though 
it may seem to be rather a long- 
winded— but therefore impartial 
and disinterested— way of putting 
it. 


One great adyantage of being 
able to marry your Deceased 
Wife’s Sister is, that you only 
haye one Mother-in-law. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.— No. 141. 



PRINCE GEORGE OP WALES. 
But in spite of all Temptations 

To A LOT OF OCOUPATIONS, 

He became a Milshifman. 


HOPES AT COMMEMORA.TIOH. 

An Oversight, — When the 
Public Orator, the Rey. W. W. 
Mebet, commenced his Com- 
memoration Oration, the Under- 
graduates who, in the Gallery, 
were Oyer-Graduates, forgot to 
sing out — 

“ We are a Merry family ; 

We are ! we are ! we are ! 

An opportunity for a chorus lost 
for eyer, or, at all eyents, for 
some time to come, unless they 
serenade the P. 0. before the end 
of term. 

That was a neat mot of the 
“Merry Professor’s” when the 
march from Scipio was played, 
and he remarked that this illus- 
trious Roman was noted for being 
a yery temperate drinker of 
African wine, whence his solri- 
quet^ Africanm, 

Mr. INichols, of Balliol, won 
the Hewdigate with a poem about 
“ Inez de Casteo,” who, it was 
understood, was a relation of the 
notorious Claimant. “ But,” as 
the “Merry Professor” said, 
letting ofE a real side-splitter, 
“ Ou^t’un to choose suoh a 
subject?” When his audience 
remembered that the Claimant’s 
name is Oeton, they were con- 
yulsed with laughter, and it was 
some minutes before they reoo- 
yered their equanimity. 


“ The Stab Route Feaubs.” 
— In reply to numerous Corre- 
spondents, wanting to know 
whether these frauds haye any- 
thing to do with the Transit of 
Yenns, or with the proyincial 
tour of some Operatic or Dramatic 
Celebrity, we can only refer them 
to the Astronomer-Royal and Mr. 
John Hollinusheai), Gaiety 
Theatre. 


A BUMPER AT PARTING. 

Peincb GEOEaB OF Wales to sea is ^one, 

On the Canada^ deck you ’ll find him ; 

Before him fun and hard work well done, 

And loying hearts behind him. 

Here ’s the Royal Middy’s jolly good health, 

As he travels the big world round again I 
May he lay up good store of professional wealth . 
Ere the Canada ’s homeward-bound agaia ! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Monday^ Nighty June 11, — ^House of Lords crowded to-night. 
Question is, “May we marry our Deceased Wife’s Sister?” Lord 
Daihousie says “Yes.’’ Lord Caiens says “Ho.” House appa- 
rently TOetty equally divided ; that is, if we take in the Bishops who 
crowd their benches. Prince of Waxes on cross-benches, so is Duke 
cd Connaught and Duke of Albant. Princess of Wales from 
GaUery above smiles impartially upon the just and unjust. Prince 
Geoege and Prinoe Yictoe by her side. Both thorougmy conyinced 


m fevour of Bm. “Tell you what, Toby,” said Prince Yictoe, 
, When I ’m Elng I ’ll make those Bidiops sit up. If I catch ’em 
mtmexing with legislation in this style, blocking the way when 
Hoiue of JCSomnmns, and majority of Lay Peers in favour 


hear I never carried one. Pressed on me bit of twine, two alley taws, 
an old thimble, and bit of cobbler’s wax. Said there was awful fun 
to be got out of the latter.] Mentioned possibility of secretly approach- 
ing Speaker’s Chair and accidentally leaving compound there. Told 
him I would look up precedents. 

Young Princes, uke everyone else, chiefly delighted with speech of 
Lord Bbamwell. 

“ Most remarkable person,” said the Peimatb, turning round to 
gaze upon him. “ Like a buU in a china shop. Hot my idea of a 
judge at all. Colebidge nearer the ideal.” 

Lord CoLEEiDGE himself deeply shocked at his learned brother 
making jokes on such a subject. Didn’t quite go the lengto of 
reproving him, but with half-closed eyes, tone of melancholy in his 
voice, and head gently oscillating, lamented his levity. 

“ Remember old Peelzsniff shaking his head oyer John Westhckr^ 
young Yictoe whispered to brolher Geoegb. 

Great cheering when fl|[ures announced^ showing Second Reading 
carried by 165 votes agamst 158. Barrmg Bishops, this is good 
working majority of twenty-seven. 

Lively night in Commons, Randolph broke loose again. Accuses 
Government of complicity in judicial murder of Suleiman Sami. 

“Managed tbat pretty well, Toby, doncha think P ” he asked me 
later. “ A little bothered at the outset. At one time thought the 
Government would interfere to save this iof amons Pasha, who smokes 
his cigarette whilst Alexandria is burning, and goes whining and 
fainting to the scaflold. Meant to make it hot for Gladstone con- 
niving at escape after full trial. Then they hang Mm, and I had 
on short notice to recast speech. But would do anything for my 
country and my party.” 

I Business dona.— Ajmuity BBIs for Aloesiee and Wolseley 
I wrangled through. 

I Tuesday , — ^Not haying had anything relating to Ireland more 






A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 

Old G^tlemm[reiurni7ig from City festivity), “Plbashbi*n, whkbe *sh M’shc'e Bbo™ live?*’ 

Gonstahle (recognismg him), ^‘Why, dear me, Sib, yoxt aee Mr. BroweI” Mr, B. *‘Aw right! Bh— where do I live?**! 


recently than yesterday, to-day been chiefly deyoted to that inter- 
estii^ country. 

“ Geland,” says Sir Charles Dilrb, “ was clearly foreseen in 
Joseph’s dream— not Joseph Gulis, but the earlier Statesman. 
Ireland is the lean kine which swallows up all business in the House 
of Commons, and is no better after the meal.” 

To-day began with Belfast. Private Bill on, to do something to 
harbour. Joseph Gillis complained of constitution of present 
Harbour Board as being too aristocratic. Seems they wash their 
hands and face more than once a week, put on clean linen on Sunday, 
go home sober, issue no threatening notices, and were never known 
to shoot a landlord or stab a juryman. J. G. would hurl these 
haughty placemen from power, and make general qualifloation of 
constituency similar to that which recently elected Mr. James 
Carey on Dublin Corporation. 

Discussion continued for two hours. All eyes fixed on Speaker. 
Momentary expectation that he would discover evident sense of the 
House, and put stopper on Joseph. 

“ If cloture ever to be used, we shall see it now,” Sir Stapford 
Horthcote whispered to Grand Cross, whom I always forget to call 
Sir Hichard. 

But Speaker made no sign. Yentured to hint to Eight Hon. 
Gentleman as we were smoking a cigar together after half-past seven 
dinner what had been expected of him. 

“ All very well for you fellows, Toby,” says he, “ to fret and 
fume. But there is something due to me. I am here day after 
day, hour after hour far into the night, and must have my recrea- 
tion sometimes. Nothing more soothmg to me than voice of Joseph 
Gillis. Feel invigorated and wound up for night’s work after 
couple of hours’ conversation by Joseph and his^ Brethren on such 
subject as Belfast Harbour. Of course, it’s little awkward for 
public business ; but we must average that. I must live ; and if I 
find rest and recreation in this way, what does that matter to you ? ” 

Speaker a little cross, I thought, but day hot, and House sure to 
be made at nine o’clock. He ’s quite right ; and, though we can’t 
understand source of ^joyment, too much to grudge it to best 
Speaker known to this generation. . 

Business done, — ^Three lines of Corrupt Practices BiU passed 
through Committee. 

Wedne8day,--^Qim.te a quiet afternoon, although first Bill was an 


Irish one. McCoah moved the Second Reading from bench below 
Gangway on Liberal side. Used to settle national affairs from front 
bench below Gangway opposite, but thought it judicious to move. 

“ Don’t care to have a fellow like O’Kelly behind me,” he says. 
“ Never know what may happen. Sitting here, can keep my eye on 
him. If I see him fteling for a pistol, can at once rise on point of 
order.” 

Mr. Ramsay took advantage of absence of interesting topics in 
House to devote hour or so to Home-Secretary. Remarkable sight 
to see Grandiose Old Man button-holed, or led abont by Ram- 
say. ’Twas not always thus. Was a time when the Member for 
Falkirk was treated as ordinary Members, particularly Scotch 
Members. But Mr. Ramsay not to be easilv shaken off. One after- 
noon Grandiose Old Man, strolling ont of House, stroking his chin, 
and giving other evidence of being sunk in profound thought. 
Ramsay, just entering, accosted him. G.O.M. passed on as if he 
were bodily in the clouds. But Ramsay not a man to be trified with. 
Old Covenanter blood np. Seized Harcourt by sleeve, and, 
forcibly pnlling him up, said — 

“ Aye, aye ! surely a Scotch Member may speak to a Secretary of 
State.” 

And he did. Since then, pretty to see Grandiose Old Man, when 
entering Lobby, anxiously looking round to see if Ramsay ’s about. 
Will take any hye-way to escape him ; but, once those shaggy eye- 
brows bent upon him, and those well-known accents in his ear, 
becomes docile as a child, and yields without a struggle. 

Ramsay, having conquered, is merciful. Kept him only an hour 
this afternoon, whilst sketched plan for new Scotch Mioistry. 

Thursday , — At work on the Corrupt Practices Bill. Soothed and 
inspired by presence of Mr. Charles Lewis. Not seen mnch of 
him of late Sessions. Been usefully employed in United States, 
Mr. Macarthey tells me, in interests of ms constituency. Back 
again now, and buckling to work with old energy. Has alwayrs 
come ont stxong on question of purity of election. His famous White 
Waistcoat first dazaed House of Commons nine years ago on question 
of issue of writ for some peccant borough. Now, when Bill is pro- 
posed for enforcing purity of Election, Mr. Lewis naturally to the 
fore, though the Wlnte Waistcoat is a t^g of the past. 

“ Gone away in the Captain O’Shea says. 

Don’t Imow what Emflieit is. Suppose it ’s Celtic for washer- 
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woman. But though White Waistcoat flumes no more, all the 
grace and culture of which (taken in conjunction with the square-cut 
black coat and trousers to match) it was the emblem, “ 

very well for Attobnet-Genbeal, who is in charge of Bill, and 
resents delay, to state openly in the House that Mr. Lewis is repre- 
sentative of Solicitors who are threatened with diminution oi bills oi 
cests by operation of the proposed Act. Everyone knows that Mem dot 
for Derry is influenced by no other motive than the desire for ^rity 
of Election, and the prevalence generally of the Good and the True. 

Sir Teevoe Laweence tells pretty story in support of his Amend- 
ment. Parson writes to him on behalf of congregation, mtimating 
that they think Liberals and Conservatives much the same thing, 
specially Liberals. What they regard as of much more importance, 
is to free their chapel from debt. “ Those who give most,’ wri^s 
this model Pastor, are regarded as our best friends, and thereby 
will be mfluenced about two hundred votes.” ^ ^ _ 
“Now, that,” said Mr. Gibson, “is a style I like. No beating 
about the bush, but comes direct to the point. Two hundred votes 
going to the highest bidder. Boxes will be held at the^ door, and 
voluntary played on the harmonium whilst competition goes 
forward.” . , , m 

Committee inolined to take matter seriously, and Sir Teevoe 
Lawrence’s Amendment, designed to cheek Pastors with evenly- 
balanced minds, likely to be accepted. ^ 

Business done, — Carried Clause One of Corrupt Practices Bill. 

Friday , — Corrupt Practices all afternoon. Q^uestion of what is 
undue spiritual influence. Have valuable ruling on the subject 
from Joseph Gilucs. Mr. Calian also contributes to general infor- 
mation. Began on page 1, line 26. Left ofE at 26th line of first page. 

“This Committee,” mused The O’Goeman Mahon, “is like the 
farmer and the claret. You get no forrader with it.” 


PLAYS UPON PLAYS. 




Impulse. 


Bip Yan Winkle. 


A CHAEITABLE THOHGHT-EEADER. ' 

About three thousand persons were assembled last week in the Great 
St. James’s HaU to benefit, by their guineas^ five-shilling-pieoeB, and 
half-crowns that excellent Charity, the Yictoria Hospital for Sick 
Children. These three thousand would-be benefitters of the afdioted : 
infants had also another aim in view— they had come to see a really ; 
genuine good stand-up “row” between Mr. Bishop, an American, 
and the Senior Member for Northampton. 

Mr. Bishop, when he appeared, was self-possessed, but indistinct. 
Einding this, the half-crown benefitters of afiiioted childhood seated 
in] the hack gallery shouted savagely to him to “speak up.” Mr. 
Bishop did “s^ak up,” and proceeded to form what he called “a 
Committee.” He nominated Mr. Geoeoe Augustus Saxa and the 
Bishop of Newcastle to belong to this indefinite body, but neither of 
the “in^arables” just mentioned condescended to pnt in an appear- 
ance. However, a Yolunteer Colonel, an ex-Chief Constable, an 
innocent-looking old Clergyman, and last, but nnqnestionably not 
least, Mr. Waddt, Q,.C., M.jP., did step up, and take their seats on 
the chairs which Mr. Bishop said he had reserved for them. Then 
the “ Thonght-Eeader ” had a good deal to say about Messrs. 
Labouchebe and Eieih, of an uncomplimentary character, and the 
charitably-disposed towards Buffering babyhood yelled with delight. 
But when he proceeded to expose some well known “spiritualistic 
I tricks ” the audience were less satisfied. 

“We have paid our money to see the Thought-Reading!” 
shrieked an infant-soother, “ and we don’t want anything else.” 

Then what the newspapers usnally’oall a “ scene of indescribable 
confusion ” ensued, until oil was poured upon the troubled waters by 
the election of Mr. Waubt, Q,.C., M.P., to he Chairman. Erom this 
point the talking was incessant. The Chairman, having once broken 
the ice, seemed to he never tired of taking the audience into his con- 
fidence. He walked from side to side of the platform, smiling through 
his spectacles^ and holding up his hand to tiie now very noisy and 
very angry fnends of the children, to demand their attention. At 
length Mr. Bishop said he wotdd fihd a pin, and Mr. Lane Eox was 
deputed by the rage-maddened audience to hide it. He did conceal 
it— in an opera hat. 


Mr. Bishop, after being blindfolded, seized upon the “ Eminent 
Electrician,” and, oastiug aside all considerations of personal dig- 
nity, hurried him hither and thither about the hall. At last the 
“ Thought - Reader ” stopped, and, after declaring he could do 
nothing with his companion, slapped his (Mr. Bishop’s) forehead, 
dived down under a chair (accompanied by Mr. Lane Fox), and 
returned (accompanied by Mr. Lane Fox) bolding the opera-hat in 
which was sticking the now s^ely-recovered pin. 

The fickle friends of invalided childhood roared with applause. 
For the moment Mr. Bishop was the popular hero, and everyone 
regarded Mr. Lane Fox (agam, only for the moment) as a personal 
enemy of several years’ standing. The “ Thought-Reader ” returned 
to the platform, and again Mr. Waddt, (i.C., M.P., resumed Ms 
harangue. But an earnest sympathiser with the exalted objects of 
the Victoria Hospital in the body of the hall objected to anything 
ftirther being done until Mr. Bishop had discovered the number of a 
“fiver” of which he (the earnest sympathiser) proudly declared 
biTTnflftlf to be the owner. His suggestion was received with howls of 
execration. 

Then Mr. Waddy, Q,.C., M.P. (whose flow of talk seemed to be 
interminable), with uplifted hand and eyes smiling throngh spec- 
tacles, suggested that Mr. Bishop should guess the number of a 
bank-note which, although belonging apparently to Mr, Russell, 
Q,.C., had, somehow or other, got into the possession of Professor 
Ray Lancastee. Mr. Bishop wavered. Upon this, the not-to-be- 
too - greatly- trusted - alleviators - of - the - pains - of - infancy turned 
upon him like one man, and savagely jeered at him. Then Mr. 
Russell, Cl.C., angrily left the HaU. This proceeding caused fresh 
shouts of hate, which only subsided when it was found that he had 
left his note behind him. Professor Lancastee explained that he 
was the happy possessor of the valuable tissue-paper in question, 
and refused, on any consideration whatever, to part with it. And 
as this hold and determined announcement seemed to cause the 
Entertainer much annoyance, the audience applauded the Professor 
to the echo. 

I heard subsequently that Mr. Bishop did teU the number of a 
note belonging to a Gentleman who was rather coldly received as 
“the friend of Mr. Stanhope, M.P.,” after a great deal of bickering 
and arrangement. But let that pass. For, in or about the time of 
the “ Lancaster incident,” our Entertainer announced that any of 
aflOLicted childhood’s wealth-bestowing friends who wanted their 
money returned might have it back on applying at the Office. 
Acting upon this suggestion, I rose stealthily and left the HaU. 
And now a most remarkable specimen of “Thought Reading” 
occurred. Just as 1 imagined I had a guinea (the price of a staU) 
weU within my reach, the attendant at the door discovered that I 
was turning it over in my own mind that I, personaUy, had not 
paid for admission. WeU, well, I did not get the money. What of 
that — ^the Victoria Hospital is an exceUent Charity ! 


APPEOPBIATB EBWAEB OP MEBIT. 

On bit that Sir Philip Cunltppe Owen and the energetic 
managers of the Fisheries Exhibition are to be made Honorary 
FeUows of All Soles College, Oxford. 

The Ieish Jueoe Boycotteb.—- Poor Mr. Field ! His is a very 
hard case, and we trust the subscriptions wiU come in handsomely 
to start him in a new country. As a Juror he showed himself “a 
fair Field,” and unfortunately he gets “no favour.” 

The Dve op Ben Nevis. — An Observatory. 


SKETCHES FROM 









Ashmead Bartlett, M.P., as 
Soratio Sparkins, 


University Matches. 

As the old-established CoUeges 
at the two great Universities 
have produced the CoUege Don, 
why Miouldn’t the new fe mini ne 
foundations of Newnham and 
Girton develope the CoUege 
Donna ? And then, barring sta- 
tutes in special cases imposing 
eeUbaey, what cause or just im- 
pediment wiU thOTe be why those 
two personages should not he 
joined togetiier in holy matri- 
mony P 

A Cabdinal Point. — ^When an 
Ecclesiastical Dignitary tries to 
he aU things to all men, he gene- 
rally ends oy being “Nothing to 
Nobody.” 


TO GORBESFONDENTS. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether HS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
ty a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover, Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders 
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House of Commons^ Monday Nighty June 18. — ^Mr. Bright “ been wbetber I ought to call Sir Lyon) delivered another ii^eresting 
saying thmgs ” down at Birmingham. Mr. James Lowthee shocked, lecture. Subject not attractive. Small-pos:, in fact, which, on the 
Lord Eahdoleh horrified. Mr. Chailin indignant. Agree that whole, is a little worse than vivisection. But the leetoe so 
Sir Stareoed must do something. Sir Stapeord not quite sure about fascinating that unpleasantness of subject lost sight of. Lecture 
wisdom or safety of course suggested. lasted Professorial hour. ^ Benches rapidly filled up. Students 

“People living in glass-houses throwing stones, and that sort of most orderly. No shuffling of feet, coughing, or othBT noises, 
thing, you know,” he murmured. But Truthful James insistent. though plenty of applause. Peter Taylor sat on back bench, 
there’s one thing I can’t bear,” he says, “it’s strong Ian- shaking his head, and taking voluminous notes. Pretty to see the 
guage. Let us, above all things, be moderate. "We differ from pitying smile of Mx* Hopwoou, as he regarded the applausive crowd, 
uentlemeu opposite on matters of opinion; but don’t let us there- “Wonderful simplicity about this House. Toby,” he said to 
fore accuse them of maltreating their mothers-in-law. Bright’s me, afterwards. “A little learning goes a far wa^ them, 
example might be followed by younger Members like Rylands and Will believe anything, if figures are quoted, and scientmo^ iRus- 
Dillwyn, if left unrebuked. Practice might spread. Might reach trations introduced. I could have rolled up Pj^yfair ten 
even our side, and then think of disgrace to our cause ! ” minutes. But wasn’t worth while ; and perhaps House wouldn t 

Sir Staetord Northcotb stiR doubtful, but yields to argument, have heard me. They don’t like real erudition.’’ 
and here ’s Mr. Bright to-night dragged up for judgment. Great hue and ory after Mr. Maynte, Gone off with Sir Arthur 

“ Brought a sheet with you, John ? ” the waggish Wilfrid said Hayter’s hat. Sir Arthur, worn out with departmental work, 
as the Birmingham Heavy Weight appeared. “Got a candle in and attendance on House, falls ^eep in Library, rms his 
your pocket? You ’ll look well standing at the Bar doing penance.” hat on table ; new one last week. Cost gninea-and-hM. Rather 
Turns out to be a mistake somewhere. Penance last idea in John’s prond of it. Division-beR rmgs; wakes up; seizes hat; fancies 
mind. “Seems,” as Sir Charles Forster says, “leg ’son other boot.” it’s limp. Looks again, «id discovers it’s positively decrepi^ and 
The Conservative Party are had np for pnnishment, whilst the Irish hung round with habiliments of woe, in shape of band. 

“ rebel” Party get a slogging, under which they shout and toss in Police inqiiiry. Howard Yinc^t comes down. Who was in 
impotent pain. Even the blameless Randolph is seized by collar, room when you fell asleep ? ’’ ^ Only Mr. MA:raE. , Examine hat. 
and roughly shaken. Grand Cross in terrible trepidation. Almost Find A. M. written inside lining. Cordon of Police thrown ^und 
piteously begged f or “ something the House could accept as apology.” the House. Police boa.t off the terr^e remforced. Sea^h for 
“ I thought we ’d better have left him alone,” says Sir Stafford Mayne. Can’t be found. Look ont for next day. ^o®snt 
Norxhcote, wishing it were over. turn np. Suspicions deepen. Richard Powrr, threatened with 

In excitement of moment no one answered Mr. Marum’s connn- arrest as accomplice, confesses he ’s gone to Monaghan on Rleetoial 
dmm. Mr. Marum a gentleman with red face and inoffensive business. This looks sermn^ Gnestion whether to canvas votes 
manners. 'V^en he suddenly sprang np in interruption of Premier, in new hat of Minister of the Crown is not corrupt practice. _ 
House painfully surprised. Didi’t expect such a tbing of him. But “ Anyhow,” says Mr. O’SuLLivANr, it s a very Mayne trick. 
Marum once aroused not easily quelled. Insisted on right to speak. I Hayter thing of that sort.” , i. .. n j x • *i. 

House yelled “Order!” Mr. Marum defiantly sho^ his head. Sir Charles Forster, soonas he heard of it, o^ledto pay vmit 
Irish lumbers cheered fmadly. Spearer rose. Premier resumed of condolence to Sir ART]p7R. I know what it is to lose a nat, 

1 seat. Marum still on legs sternly facing uproar. A lull. Then said the Hon. Baronet, with tears m his eyes. ^ 

‘ Marum speaks. . Business done.— Anti-Yaccmation craze received death-blow. 

“ Is it in order,” he says, amid’silence appalling by contrast with TFedneaday.— More conundrums from Irish Members. Mr. Shiel 

recent uproar, “that the Prime Minister should assume that no wantstoknowwhatsectionof Irish Party O’ Donnell helong^o. This 
one should speak from these benches when they have not got the worse than Marum’s. House g;ives it up on the spot. O Donn^l 
opportunity of speaking as they are prepared— or not ? ” himself quite taken aback. Thinks Shiel shomd have given notice 

House paused a moment, trying to master this remarkable pro- of question. Answering off-hand, he should ^ represents 
blem. mving it up, burst into a roar of laughter, that lasted Frank Hugh O’Donnell; in brief, he’s ^e Fifth Party. ^ 
several minutes. Terrible young man when once roused, is young dOTEL. Looks 

“ Captain JBunshy^ by gad!” said Lord Edmond Fitzmauriob. as if butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth,” says Joseph: Gr^is, 
“ The bearings of this observation lay in the ^plication on it.” admiringly, “and yet he goes for O’Donnell. Neat hit that abont 
An aHen Legislature might laugh ; but Mr. Marum had posed using the stationery of the Irish Parliamentary Party to wme lettera 
them. Let them answer his conundrum, or honestly give it np. to newspapers. Must cultivate Sheel’s acquaint^ce. Wonder it 
Business Agreed to one Amendment on the Corrupt Prao- he ’s partial to mild hreakfast-haoon. Lo<^s as ii he was. bnail 

tices Bill. send him half a side.” Business aone^ — ^Irish. 

Tuesday Night, — Lyon Playfair (whom really don’t know Thursday, — Cr im i n al Code Bill dropped. Been dropping for some 

DD 
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time. Fall precipitated by strategic action on part of Mr. 'Wabiojt. 
Got up early this morning. At door of Committee before twelre. I 
Whenever Gonservatiye Member approached vrith intent to enter 
room, Wabton of ered him pinch of snuf . Member took it. | 
Curious ef eots follow. Great orowsuxess came over him. Began to ! 
yawn. Showed strong disposition to sit down on door. Mr. Waeton 
of ered arm. Gratefully accepted. Led Member of to neighbouring 
Committee-Boom not in use. Helped him to a chair, and left him 
there. Turned key in door. Went off to watch for another Member. 
Snuff-box again, with same result, till he ’d got from ffteen to 
twenty Hon. Gentlemen sitting on onairs fast asleep. 

Meanwhile, Sir Maiihxw Eedlet (no relation to elderly Eobebt) 
sitting in chair waiting for quorum. Attojutey- General’s usually 
sweet temper ruffled by mysterious delay on part of Members accus- 
tomed to put in appearance. W'ent to door to look out. Nothing to be 
seen but Mr. Wabtoe pensively surveying the ceding of the corridor. 

“Late in coming, ain’t they? Take a pinch of snuff, Mr. 
AlTOENEr-GENERAL.” 

James glared at him. Went back. Half-past Twelve ; no^orum. 
Twenty minutes to One ; twenty Members just made np. Wartok 
softly unlocked Committee-Boom Door. Honourable Members began 
to stretch their arms and yawn. Warton sitting in seat and listen- 
ing with interest to Mr. Labotjobere’s oaloulation of how long it 
would take Committee to finish Bill. Presently Members began to 
strqU in. Come in twos and threes, looking horribly sleepy, com- 
plaining^ of closeness of day. Exhausting labours iu House ; up 
late at night, duite sleepy at middle of day ; must have Committee- 
Boom better ventilated. 

Too late to save BiU. If Members won’t come in to make a quorum, 
what’s the use of struggling with it? So BiU abandoned, and 
Mr. Waeion, carefully emptying snuff-box in grate, fUs itfnm 
another packet, and hdps himseH to congratulatory pinch. 

Budnesi <2one.— Passed Clause 3 of Corrupt Fraotioea BOL 

JFWJoy.— Some mistake about Sir Artbcur Hayter’s hat. Maybe 


back from Irelaud, indignantly denies accusation. Produces his 
own hat, which, as Joseph Gillis says, is quite “ on roygh^^ \ 

“ That’s aUvery weU,” says Sir Arthur Hayier, a little crossly; 
“but who’s got thehat?” •. t ^ 

Horrible suspicion seizes the mind. Can it he Sir Charles 
Forster? Happy thought. Try his hat on, and see how it will 
fit. Sir Charles Forster tracked. Seen to deposit his Imt in 
locker aceidentaUy left open in corridor. Goes away and forgets 
I where he put it. When out of sight, Sir Arthur tries it on. 
Comes down to his ears. Plainly, Sir Charles is innocent. But 
who is the culprit ? In white hand-box, hanging on hook in cloak- 
room, is the venerable deposit with its covering of rusty crape. 
But where’s Sir Arthur Hatter’s hat ? 

All afternoon at Corrupt Practices BiU. Made precious little pro- 
gress. At night biter bit. Warton delivering interesting speech, 
when Joseph Gillis counted him out. J. G. says only his fun, but 
Waetont wrath. Prospect of coolness between these eminent men. 

THE BBITISH ABMY— PAST. PRESENT, AND FUTURE. 

(In three short Essays.) 

Essay No. I.— On the English Soldier in the Past. 
Evert Regiment was fiUed with the outcome of the gaols, and the 
country depended for a second line of defence upon a compulsory 
MOitia. The men spent their whole lives with the colours. They 
were either kidnapped, or decoyed into the Army. They joined 
wearing bonds of drink, or chains of penal servitude. For all this 
they won Blenheim, Plassey, Alexandria, and Waterloo. 

Essay No. II.— On the English Soldier in the Present. 
The constitution of the Army, nowadays, is changed annnaUy. 
For the moment the recruit is enUsted for short service, then 
passed into the Reserve, then recaUed by a large bounty to 
the colours to fiU np vacancies. By this simple means the Reserve is 
turned into a farce, and long service is re-established at a con- 
siderable ^ditionad outlay. Recently, aU esprit^-de-corps has been 
destroyed by giving the Regiments new titles, and thus crossing out 
with a stroke of the pen the memories of a long Ust of British 
victories. But the names have not only been altered. The colour of 
the uniform is to he ohanged from red to drab, and the standards, 
once proudly borne aloft, are to be permanently abolished. More- 
over, the Mili tia axe neglected, the Yeomanry ignored, and the 
Yolnnteers laughed at. The men of the Regular Army are treated 
like slaves— they are passed from the Regiment they prefer to the 
Regiment they dislike, without the smallest regard to their feeling, 
ana eveiw where the Q-ueen’s livery is accepted as a badge of dis- 
grace. In fact, the British troops of the present day are mis- 
managed, overworked, and insulted. In spite of this they were 
defeated in South Africa. 

Essay No. III.— On the English Soldier in the Future. 
There will be no English soldier in the future ! 

OUR OFPISHIAL GUIDE. 

Part YI.— Conclusion. 

Before leaving the great Fisheries Exhibition, it is the dn^ of 
every visitor to' partake'of the celebrated .Sixpenny Dinner. This 
obligation is generally admitted, as the crowd standing before the 
harrier in front of the economical refreshment room -ai^ly proves. 
All that is required by the wonld-be diner is patience. However, as 
a guide should be, if not “ a philosopher,” at least “ a friend,” it may 
be as well to describe the process, pour eneourager Us autres, who, 
on this oooasion, may be said to he represented by the luxurions, the 
impatient, and the wasteful. 

Golden rule— “First get your sixpence.” Have it ready in your 
right hand, so that it may be tender^ at exactly the proper moment. 
Armed witm jonr coin of admusion, you can join the struggling 
throng of misoellaneons humanity who continually press onwards 
towards the door leading to the plates of cheap fish and boiled 
potatoes. Yon will have ample leisure to study that grandest of 
subjects (according to Pope), your fellow-man. By degrees you will 
get nearer to the long-looked-for portal, and then the rumour will 
reach you that the Pablio are being admitted in batches of twenties 
and tmrties. By-and-hy you will work your way to the spot sacred 
to the presence of a oouversatioual Policeman. Then yon wB. obtain 
your first glance of the banquet which is the object of your peeuest 
aspirations. How you will hate the dawdlers who play with their 
bread, or trifie with their beer I Unless you are qualified by natural 
sweetness of disposition for canonisation, you will mutter a purse as 


to tneir xitn and xin. Yon wiU imd me presence oi me oonversaimw 
Policeman quite on acquisition. With a little encouragement, he 
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will tell yoxL aU his sorrows ; how long he has to stand at the door, 
how hot It is^ or how cold, xmtil at last yon will almost be compelled 
to force a shilling into his honest hand. « Eestraining yourself with a 
mighty effort, yon will not tip the bine-coated representative of the 
Law. In spite of yonr virtne thns hononrably eihibited, the Police- 
man will not become more reticent, l^ay, it is possible that, on the 
contrary, he may even describe to yon the terrors of the pangs of 
thirst. l3nt all things mnst oome to an end--even a wait before the 
doors of the Sixpenny Dinner, and the sorrows of a conversational 
Policeman. Of a sudden a Oentleman will appear at a turnstile, and, 
with the permission of the perspiring representative of the Law, 
yon will enter with a rush, after hurriedly exchanging yom sixpence 
for a refreshment-ticket. Yon will sit down at a table with a dirt^ 
cloth, and, after several attempts to claim attention, at length catch 
the eyes of an overworked young person in a cap. 

** Boiled or fried?” the overworked young person in'a cap will 
ask, as she hurriedly passes yon. Yon will reply, and if then yon 
answer Boiled,” yon will be supplied with a mass of fish covered 
with melted butter ; if “ Fried,” yon will receive a gigantic helping 
of something brown. But not at once I Oh, dear, no ! Yon mnst 
wait your turn ; and, when the smoking dish is set with a jerk on 
the diiky cloth in j^nt of yon, yon may rest and be thankful I How- 
ever, while yon are still dinnerless, an occasional glance at the weary 
faces outside the barrier will cause yon to thank yonr lucky stars 
that yon have at least “ got in.” But, when yon have eaten your 
sixpennyworth of fish, bread, and potatoes, it may possibly occur to 
yon that the game may not have been exactly worn, the candle. On 
leaving, yon will be possibly told that the dinners are supplied 
at a loM, oome by the Baroness BnsDBir-CoPTTS. Of course, 
is satuifactory, so far as it goes— but, emphatically, no further. Six- 
pence for a hot wait, a dirty cloth, and a plate of fish is extremely 
<^ap. It will be as wdl to bear in mind, however, a propoe de rien, 
that some things whicli are <dieap are also nasty ! 

And now our task is done. Among the miscellaneons artides of in- 
terest in the Exhibition may be enumerated some stuffed fish in cases 
and a very good sort of enstaid-powder. There is also a pleasant 
bookstall, mere yon can buy paper-covered novels. Besides these 
exhibits there is an Aquarium, which has but one fault. To quote a 


Lady’s opinion anent it, ** The tanks would be charming if they 
didn’t contain fish I ” 

One word of advice in conclusion. Don’t try to see everything, 
but be satished with what seem (m the eyes of the Public) to be the 
principal objects of interest. And here is a model programme, which 
if followed, will secure the desired result 

10 Entering the Exhibi- 1 p.m,— Ditto, 

lion. Sit down and rest. 2 p.M.—First mouthful of Six- 

10 15 A.1C. — Looking at Lady penny Dinner. 

Bbasset’s feather-oloak. 2 '5 p.m. — ^Last ditto of ditto. 

10*30 A.M.— Examining the fish 2*10p.m. — route for the 
knives and forks made out of Bandstand. 


lobster shells. 

10 ‘45 A,M. — Glimpse at 
Prince of Wales’s Pavilion. 


2 '15 p.M.— Arrival in the Hor- 
Glimpse at the ticultnral Gardens, 
j’s Pavilion. 3 p,m,— StiU waiting for the 


11 A.H.— Waitiugfor admission Band. 


to the Sixpenny Dining-room. 
12 xooisr.— Ditto. 


4 30 p.M.— Enjoying the Band. 
7 P.H. — Home, 


In condnsion, as a general rule yon should avoid nets, shun life- 
boats, ignore fisning-rods, and give a wide berth to tinned provisions. 
If, however, you axe perverse, and will try to master thoroughly the 
various entries in the Official Catalogue, why then, unless your brain 
be bother-proof, you will run a good chance of qualifying for admit- 
tance to the excellent estabUslment so honourably associated with 


tance to the excellent estabUslment so honourably associated with 
the name of Dr. HzwiNaTorr. Briefly, if you will attempt too much, 
yon wiU commence with sunny ocean,” and end with “ In-na-cy I ” 


H.E.H. the Duke of CAKBsmaE and Lord Woiselex have pro- 
nounced decidedly against the Channel Tunnel. They consider it 
dangerous. Both are exceUent soldiers— Cela va sane dire ; and the 
above expression of opinion goes to prove that they must be also 
first-rate sailors ; as, if they were not, but axe still fond of a rtm 
over to Paris for a little holiday, they would probably be all in 
favour of the Tunnel, and dead against the short (!) sea passage-- 
which is such a. sad passage in the life of most of us lubberly 
Islanders. 
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A TURN AT THE HANDEL. 

A MAETEiitoira siglit ! Four thoiuaiid singers, and an Orohestearf 
four hundred and forty-one performers I "Why forty-oner Why 
coxildiL’t lie have left it at a Toiuid number, and stayed away r ^ut 

some people never know when they 

f are not wanted. I fancy that forty- 
first man— the “odd man out” — 
must have been the performer on a 
side-drum who broke loose (<iuite 
enthusiastically) twice on the fi.Mt 
day, getting well away from the 
chorus, and keeping two bars ahead 
till pulled up by Mr. Majstns. If 
Mr. MAiiTirs had had another oon- 
ducting-rod by him, that f orty-mst 
man wotdd have known it. what 
could have induced this extra per- 
former to present himself when the 
round number of four hundred and 
forty had been arrived at? There 
are some people who never know" 
when they are in the way, and here 
was an instance in point. 

While all the approaches to the 
_ Palace by road and rad are thronged, 

‘ ‘ A Manns a man for a* that **— • the Palace gardens are deserted. At 
and so he has proved himsulf. a side-door an idle waiter is smoking 
a 9 [uiet pipe. On the approach of our 
party he tries to look as if the pipe had got into his month mneh 
against his will, and turns awajr from ns as if to admire the view. 
He, at all events, does not seem in the least excited by the grandeur 
of the occasion. Our party of three enters by a way leading into the 
Aquarium, up a damp and melancholy staircase, where are .'some old 
ragged and half-faded advertisements on the walls, and some 
mouldy-looking submarine rocks 


« When lovely woman stoops to Poll.” 


‘ ‘ A Manna a man for a’ that **- 
and so he has proved bimsolf. 










in a glass case,— suggesting the ' ' / 

idea of neglected fish having ' , ‘ , 

lived ^ and died there, in sheer v' 

despair of ever being noticed by r,j /^'\\ \ 

anybody. Evidently this staircase 

is not much used. On the landing - 

there are the usual turnstiles, and ! '‘Ww' S 

a man in authority who appears 

surprised at seeing us. He nar- 

rowly scrutinises our party, and 

carefully examines our tickets Svy 

before oommittiug himself to the 

assertion that it is “all right.” M 

Haying obtained permission, ' . ?' 

which, by the way, is grudg- SSA/f\' ' “S^== — !- 

ingly_ conceded, we enter the r 

builaing by the Conservatory, -f — 

and suddenly find ourselves 

™ “ A sweet little CbmA rite perehed 

up m ^tety fashwn to r^ve JV to k^waS fortte 

I somebody of Tbere 5fe rfpSorJac^' 

was a murmur of “Here they ^ 

cornel” as we strolled in, followed by a dissatisfiled antistrophe 
of “ Ho, they don't I accompanied by such looks of resentment and 
such expressions of disappointment as convinced me at ouce that it 
wasn't our party which had been anxiously expected. 

In the distance I catch a glimpse of some persons, not, apparently 
from this point, many, and I begin to wonder what has become of 

the Handel Eestival, when 
my ear catches the last notes 
of “ God /Save the Queen^'* 
J which, from the Conservatory 
door by which I am still 
j-: standing, sounds as if it were 
i 1 being sung by one person to 
a weak violin accompaniment. 
The Hoyal Party^ expected 
11 to arrive here (or, if not, why 
i these two rows of spectators 
j marshalled by occasional 
^JV police ?), have, as a kind of 
The Hand-all Pestival. practical joke, entered by 

. another way, and have taken 

their seats, where I subsequently get a good view of them, in a sort 
of magnificent Doll's House, beautiially furiiislied, with the front 
^ open and no staircases inside. Here they sit, looking in the 



fortable, fresh-coloured doU in morning costume, such as may he 
seen in any model gathering in the window of a big toy-shop in 
Regent Street, or at the corner of the Rue de Rivoli. 

The first part l^s commenced as I pass in ^d am searching for 
my chair. I turn round and take in everything at a coup d^o^il. 
There is Mr. Mantts conducting, with his face to the Chorus, and his 
back to a bust, presumably of Haot)EL. The Sculptor had evidently 
taken the great Composer unawares just as he had got out of bed, 
apparently after a hard night 
of it, for the bust looks dread- 

fully bilious, and the nightcap (] • 

has a rakish, devil-may-care r 

sort of air— suggestive, in fact, ■ ^ '' 

of anything but the sort of air 

we are accustomed to associate ' ' j! 

with the name of Hiedel. "'W ' 

On Mr. Mann-s’s right sits 
Madame Tbebelm in a morn- 
ing dress, without a bonnet, 
looking as if she were quite at , wU\ < r 
home, and intended making a / 
day of it. Hext to her is Signor \ (\ i 

Foil, who, when not vocalis- \ ; / • V'-SI A? 
ing, appears to he amusing 

himself by making faces at no 1 ' .. £>'11* 

one in particular. On Mr. / 

Manns's left sits Mr. Maas, / ^ 

looking as much at his ease as 

a gentleman at a banquet who, When lovely woman stoops to Poli.’* 
unaccustomed to public speak- 
ing, has been informed that, in the absence of some popular indi- 
vidual, he may be called upon by the Chairman, at any moment, to 
return thanks for the Ladies. 

A polite ofldcial whisjjers something in my ear as to the position of 
my cnair. He repeats it. I cannot catch it. Once more he repeats 
his information louder. “My dear Sirj” I reply to him, “if you 
will only stop that Chorus "—which at this moment is singing a jovial 
sort of air, the words of which sound to me something like “ Bob 
merrily ” repeated over and over again— “ if you will only get that 
Chorus to be quiet for one second, I shall he able to hear wnat you 
are saying.” The Polite OJBdcial smiles, shrugs his shoulders, bows, 
points to block B, and, referring to my ticket, I pass' on, and arrive 
at my destination. 

Signor Foli rises in his place, and sings And I will shake^^^ 
which he does to any extent. The efieot conveyed to me by this 
haseo profondo shake is the notion of a convivial Gentleman who 
having come away, in a very happy state, from a late sugper, and 
having somehow lost his way in an underground passage, is trying 
to make the best of the situation by attempting as much as he 
can remember of a jovial chorus in which he had recently been 
joining. 

It occurs to me that Mr. Maitns is considerably annoyed by a 
screen, placed between himself and the elevated Organ-man who is 
perched up aloft like “ the sweet litHe cherub who keeps watch for 
the life of poor Jack ”— (Hapjpy suggestion for a Kate 

Greenaway Fishery picture)— over the 
top of which appears from time to 
time, the head or a Policeman in a 
helmet, reminding me of the scene in 
Macbeth when “the apparition of an 
armed head rises.” The Policeman 

peers about cautiously, his movements, ibX 

as far as I can judge from the head hi < | 
and shoulders, being very much like 1' , [ i p 

those of a Punch doll worked from I il;,j' ; .'I ' i 

below, or of one of those dummy i'/'jl' ,\'M 

figures employed, also behind a screen, '! 'll > 

in Lieut. Cole's Tentriloquial Enter- \ ' ■ jil 

tainment. Once I think he catches | ' '' ‘I h 

Mr. Manns’ eye, and so energetic is 1 ! " '} 

that eminent Conductor’s action, that ! ' i ! 


The Hand-all Festival. 








that eminent Conductor’s action, that ! ' i ! ' 

the prohabiHty evidently occnrs to the ^ ' , 

Policeman of > his catching something On the Beat, or Wjitiiig for 
else — ^Mr. Manns’ hdton — at his head, if Conductor's Bdton. 

, he doesn’t disappear ; and. so, discretion being the better part of valour, 
he does disappear accordingly. He comes up again, however ; only 
the head and shoulders, of course— surreptitiously, hut being : 
invariably detected, and immediately baffled by Mr. Manns’ energy i 
in any attempt at giving an entertainment on his own account 
(lust to lighten the Festival), he instantly makes a sort of apolo- 
^tic how towards the Conductor — who is not to be softened by 
this— and vanishes. 

Between the parts there is a tremendous run on the buns, ices, 
teas, cofiees, and sandwiches. Waiters do marvels in tihe w^ of 


Prince of Teck being very much en Mdence as a very round, corn- 


teas, conees, and sandwiches. Waiters do marvels in tiie w^ oi 
— . carrying heavily-laden trays through, obsiarnotive crowds. They 
►m- 1 remember tiiat “ Who breaks, pays,”-^and I don’t hear a smash 
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anywhere. After a few refreshment-hars’ rest, the second part com- 
mences, and we are “ all in to begin.” 

1 come to the conclnsion that the repetitions in an Oratorio are 
tedions. After a grand Ghorns, enter on to the platform Madame 
Ajlbani. Applause from audience, chorus, and orchestra. She 
wears a bonnet and elegant walking dress, and has c[nite the 
surprised and pleased air of a Isdy who, happening to be peissing 
by the Crystal Palace at the moment, 

t heard some music going on, and has just 
looked in to see if she could be of any 
use. Finding a few thousand persons 
here, she has kindly consented to give 
^em a song, but steadily refuses to join 
in a chorus. 

Mr.^ Santlet uproariously greeted— 
that is, uproariously for a Handelian 
audience— sings magnificently, and then 
we all rise for the “ Hallelujah Chorus^^* 
: and, I think, most of us, carried a^ay by 
the “ go ” of it, j oin in festively— Handel- 
' festivSiy, of course— with aU the old 
spiritual and physical fervour which Eton 
boys used to throw into their rendering 
of a popular psalm-chaunt in their Colleg[e 
Chapel,— a custom which, as I hear, is 
nowadays more honoured in the breach 
than in the observance. Which quota- 
tion sounds suggestive of the punishment 
of Cane— I mean Swish. 

1 am so carried away by the “ ^o ” of 
“ Charley is our Darling,** ^'‘Hallelujah that, finding 

. myself in the train, 1 don’t return, but, 

eaea]^g the crush, come up comfortably to Town. Clad I ’ve heard 
it. Don’t think I shall trouble an Oratorio agam. Prefer taking it 
in selections. But, thanks to everybody generally, and Mr. Manns 
particularly, it has been a big success. 


“ Charley is our Darling,** 


FASHIONABLE FIXTURES. 

By DumhCramlo Junior, 






One hears a good deal just now about Bogi- ^ 
mental Dinners. Tma is clearly a miano- 
mer, for the real Regimental Dinner is 
only a Kettle-drum in the Cavalry. 






Four in Hand Club. 




Da ! Cross ! 


Sr.-- 

Eatin* v. HaiTow. 


THE SONG OF THE STATUE. 

Fob many long years I confess I ’ve been out of it, 

Atop of my Arch in the smoke of the town ; 

But now 1 ’ve descended, there ’s not the least doubt of it, 

’Twas really high time that at last I came down ! 

I find there ’s a riot, 

Ko order nor quiet, 

A tangle of traffic that ’s quite a disgrace I 
1 ’m not a believer, 

My dear Shaw-Lebetbe, 

In all your arrangements at Hamilton Place! 

Policemen are scarce, and their movements are blunderfol, 

And all is confusion, one hardly knows why : 

The perils of passengers, frequent and wonderful, 

If crossing the Roadway they venture to try. 

They get m a muddle. 

And stand in a puddle, 

They ’re terribly frightened when drivers shout “ Hi ! ” 

And lucky ’s the rover, 

"Who sometimes gets over — 

Without a smashed hat or a shaft in his eye ! 

See broughams and Yictorias, 0, it is pitiful. 

And horsemen jammed in as they go to the Bow: 

And busses packed tight on their way to the City full, 

With pole upon panel and wheel upon woe I 
If you ’re in a hurry. 

It ’s no use to worry. 

And if you grow frantic, you ’ll find it in vain ; 

You’ve this consolation, 

On reaching the station, 

You ’U find you ’ve succeeded in missing the train I 
When hopdessly blocked in the traffic vehicular, 

And coachmen each other begin to abuse ; 

And blatant ’bus-drivers are scaredy particular 
In choice of the language they frequently use ! 

When horses are sliding, 

And drags are colliding, 

And carriages crawling at scarce a foot pace— 

My dear Sjbot-Leeevbe, 

You ’re scarce an achiever. 

Of glory and order round Hamilton Place I 

“ Howl happy could I he with one of those lovely Miss BuliocksI ” 
exclaimed an entiiusiastio juryman. ” 1 could live happily with 
her for heifer!” 



Plav at Lorda. 




Hurling ’em. 







Hen-lav. 



Pole-low. 




A Fancy Fare. 


A Putty Good Hntertainxnent. 

The War Office Authorities propose to fire the ] 
guns on the turret of the Admiralty Pier at Dover u 


and casks of put^, “ ’Tis true, ’tis putty, putty, ’tis, ’tis true. 
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BOWLED FIRST BALL I 

Algyijuat Koine from School, and about to escort his Sister to a Algy {next morning^ of let breakfast), “I say, Mother, what an 
doffice ,) tub b«k, Mother, I 'yjb quite dboidkd to g© in awfxjzlt JOLhr Qikl Miss Bairs is! 1 banorb six times with 
BOR Sandhurst ! ” her I ** 

Mamma, “The A.rmt is such a poor look-out, Algt, Scp- Mammot, “Poor Cissy Bates I Yes — ^a very nice Girl, but 

POSE YOU SHOULD WANT TO MaRRY SOME DAY 1 ” VERY BADLY OFF, 1 FEAR I ** 

Algy, “Pooh! Marriage is awful rot! I shall never Algy, “Look here, Mother, I've quite decided to give up 
Marry f*" the Army, and go into the Governor's business!" 


THE DAEING DUCKLING. 

Oh, where is he going:, and what will he do ? 

And will he to warning give ear and tnrn back ? 

Or will he prove deaf to the hullaballoo, 

And make his own choice between cackle and <].tiack ? 
Cluckitty-clnek I 
Andaoions young duck ! 

Is he ofE, prematurely, to try his own luck ? 

Heseemed pret^ docile, whilst callow, but, lo ! 

He has fledged very fast, his wing- feathers axe strong ; 
A^ look at him I Chicks are not apt to do so. 

True ohioks that to genuine Partdetts belong. 
Floppitty-flop ! 

- Hi* paddler, stopi 

What a broad bill I What a precious plump crop ! 

And then snch an ajjpetite I TFhnfa,— oh! no end. 

A true Oliv^ Twisty always “ asking for more.” 

content with the food that the farmyard can lend, 

He is ofl on the forage afar from the shore. 
Splashitty-splashl 
Terribly rash 1 

Looks quite suicidal this desperate dash. 

A web-footed enfant ierrtbU like hitn 
Is likely to flutter the best-managed brood ; 

He might cackle and stmt at his pleasure, but swim f 
An mmatural freak that can end in no good. 
Wobblety-wobble ! 

Oh, what a gobble ! 

Better return, or you ’ll get in a hobble. . 


WonU f What a wrong-headed youngster it is I 
Leads the old hen, oh I no end of a life. 
Something not right in his feathers and phiz 
Bothers the brood, and keeps stirring up strife. 
Q^uackitty- quack 1 
Ofl I Ab, good lack. 

That we could stand, but-'Aoiu will he come back ? 


A CRUEL FASHION. 

How is it that Fashion and Cruelty so often go hand in hand ? 
We are not speaking of the Cruelty with which fashionable women 
treat themselves by screwing up their waists and displacing many of 
their internal organs, but of the manner in which they wear birds 
and the plumage of birds, and thus cause wholesale slaughter of the 
fairest denizens of the air. The latest horror in this way, according 
to a fashion article in a recent number of the Daily Telegraph, is 
“ white doves’ wings,” of which the writer says, “ Fashion has pro- 
duced nothing so chnste [Faugh !] for some time ” : and considerately 
adds, that it would be better taste only to wear two or three, as 
“ half-a-dozen is the average number now chosen 1 ” We speak of 
the I* gentle sex” when we mean the fairer portion of humanity, but 
Ladies [will not deserve the epithet if they cling to these cruel 
fashions, and despoil the pretty doves for their adornment. 

A. Sly Dog’s Maxim [from Tohy^s collecUon, entitled Forty 
Wmks ”). — Don’t let somebody else’s right eye know what your left 
18 doing. (N.B. — ^This may be also applied pugUistlcally.) 

Notes PROM THE Divorce Court.— (1) There are two sides to 
almost all questions, and there is a Butt in every case. (2) A new 
moon every month. But this does not apply to Honeymoons. 





Gbass Ou) Hek. " COME BACK— COME BACK I GOODNESS GRA.OIODS— WHERE EVER IS HE GOING 
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“music hath CHARMS;” 

OR, SWEET ARE THE USES OF ADVERTISEMENT. 


T 


FJIHE ROYAL COLLEGE OF MUSIC, 

UNDER EXALTED PATRONAGE. 

T he LORD MAYOR, assisted and snp- 
ported b y 

T he entire corporation op 

T HE CITY O F LONDON, wiH g ive 

A GRAND MEDLEY ENTERTAIN- 
MENT, introducinff clog-dancing^, 
double back somersault tMowing, daring 
feats on tbe^ inverted trapeze, ditch-dredg- 
ing, the African high jump, deep-sea diving, 
and other miscellaneous feats of skill and 
strength, the vrhole concluding with a mid- 
night steeple-chase in Epping Forest, for 
the purpose of raising a fund to provide 

A PERMANENT UMBRELLA-STATO 
for the use of Students frequenting 

T he royal college op music. 

Tickets, seven Guineas, five Guineas, 
and a few places still vacant on the Maufiion 
House roof at £1 15s. ^d. 

HE MUSICAL OMNIBUS COM- 
PANY Limited. 

T he MUSICAL OMNIBUS COM- 
PANY. Extract from abridged Pro- 
spectus : — “ This Company, formed for the 
purpose of supplying suitable means of 
communication between the outlying sub- 
urbs and the Hoyal College of Mumc^ has 
entered into a contract with a well-known 
firm of mechanical piano-makers, for the 
construction of twenty of their new recrea- 
tive vehicles. As they will all at each 
revolution of the wheel rapidly repeat an 
elegant and original melody arranged for 
not less than three strings, and as a distin- 
guished European Conductor will accom- 
pany each journey, it is confidently believed 
a recourse to their use will materially 
stimulate the musical taste of both inside 
and outside passengers. N.B.— The atten- 
tion of investors is specially directed to the 
fact that as the hind wheels of the Com- 
pany's Omnibuses have, with a view to the 
practical illustration of anoccasioiml perfect 
cadence and invereion at intervals, been left 
purposely loose, there is every reason to 
believe that when the scheme is in full 
operation, the annual turn-over will be con- 
siderable. For further particulars apply 
to the Secretary.’^ 

S INGING IN THE EARS.— Persons 
desirous of contracting this elegant 
and melodious malady in a perfectly in- 
curable shape, can communicate with A. B«, 
College Flats facing the College, where a 
few vacant sets of apartments may stBl be 
had on early application. 

T O THE MEDIAEVAL AND ECCEN- 
TRIC. 

A GENUINE MINSTREL, who has 
for seventy consecutiv^ears taken 
the First Prize in the Annual Harp Compe- 
tition at the Moyal College of Music, desires 
an engagement in a g,uiet and romantic 
family, where the services of an aged but 
accomplished Bard would be considered an 
adequate return for board, lodging, carriage 
exercise, and the use, if required, of a 
coffin. As the Advertiser, who has a long 
fiowing beard, and is of elective appear- 
ance, will be ninety-seven on his next 
birtkd ay, a speedy answer is solicited. 
N.B.— would b^lad to hear fromttie Pro- 
prietor of the *' w elsh Harp ” at Hendon. 


fJ!HE ORPHEUS HAIR-BRUSH. 

T he ORPHEUS HAIRrBRUSH "hai 
been specially designed for the use of 
bald^timents attending 

■^HE R"OYAirCdLLEGE“OF“MUSIC. 


T' 


T he ORPHEUS HAlli-BRUSH is com- 
posed of the finest selected Sebastian 
Bach Hairs. 

T he ORPHEUS HAIR-BRUSH ihould 
b^sed at normal intervals con fuoco^ 

T he ORPHEUS HAIR-BRUSH "gives 
tone to the head. 

S - ' iR GEORGE GRdVE'li:^^ ■ ^iTiki 
the look of it. Send one to M^iC- 
pjLunviisr.” 

S " IR ■ GEORGE'^MACF ARREN writes; 

“The Handel is quite a Creation. 
Send one to GaovE.” 

S IR ARTHUR SULLlYAN'Ss'aiready 
received several anonymously in 
registered envelopes. 

T he ORPH^usnanRTBiiu^ 

Keep ordering of your Musical Pub- 
llsher till you get iL 


W ASHING mNTED.-A Graduate, 
who has takeu high honours in 
Harmony at the Royal Cmege of Music, 
having, owing to the nnexnected return of 
an Oratorio, several suspended chords in his 
back-garden for which he has no further use, 
will he happy to make arrangements with 
families for taking in their washing.— 
Address, B. Piper, Mus. Doc., Nightingale 
Lane, E. 

T O THE INFIRM AND “AGED.— A 
Powerful and acccomplished kettle- 
drum player (Savage - Club Student, 
Chinese-Gong Medallist, First-class Prize- 
man in Strepitibus Inhumaniorihus, Mus. B. 
& S. of Oxford and Cambridge) is desirous 
of meeting with an aged couple a little hard 
of hearing, to whose declining ^^ears his 
constant performance on two foil-sized 
Bavarian xettle-drnms might prove an 
agreeable and stimulating solace. Can do 
thunder -salvos, double-side tattoo, the 
Styrian surprise, flog-heating, and give a 
capital imi&tion of me Storming of Ran- 
goon. Open to any offer. Would not object 
to taking turns with a fog-signal on a 
Channel steamer. — By letter, X., Post 
Office, Deafenham. 

Z OOLOGICAL AND URGENT. -An 
Indian Rajah anxious, in response to 
the appeal of a distinraished perso^ge, to 
assist the Royal Couege of Music, has, 
through a mistaken translation of the list of 
wind instenments, presented it with a large 
consignment of full-grown Cobras. As the 
Secretary is greatly hampered by the 
presence of these fine but deadly creatures, 
who are now loose in the dormitory, and 
greatly excited by the practice of the 
YiolonceUo Class, he will be happy to part 
with them on easy terms for the purpose of 
founding a Scholarship on the proceeds. 

M usical pitch.— a large Surplus 
Stock of this useful commodity now 
on hand, and to he disposed of at less than 
cost-price. As the Pitch is in very fine 
condition. Amateur Yachtsmen who have 
been hitherto unable to go to C comfortably, 
should order without delay. Apply, en- 
closing remittance, to the Secretary, as 
above. 


T he royal college op music 

ALE. 

T he royal college of music 

ALE is a fine diatonic beverage. 

T he ROTYAL C0‘Qi;EGE"6F"“MlfSIC 
ALE is much stronger than Treble X. 

T he ROYAL C0LLEGEY)F1IUSIC 
ALE is far superi or to Double Bass, 

T he ROYAL COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
ALE is more sparkling than. Monday 

Pop. 

T ' HE ROYAL COLLEGE OP”MUSlC 
ALE can be had in barrel organs. 

T he ROYAL COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
_ ALE may be ordered in octaves. 

T " ■ HE 'ROYAL COLLEGE OFlSdUSTC 
ALE is supplied in reputed counter- 
pints. 

T he lancet says, “We have tested 
the Royal College of Music Ale, and 
' for dancing purposes consider it equal to 
Hop Bitters.” 

S IR" IULIUS~BMEDICT mites7"^‘l 
prefer it to Meyer-heer.” 
fJlHE" ROYAL COLLEGE OF MUSIC 

a TKADUAl^“N"^^ 

from having been unable to dispose 
of their own musical compositions, can by 
applying to Mr. F. Sharp, be assisted in 
effecting one on easy and harmonious terms 
with Iheir creditors, as above. — ^Ledger 
Line Row, E.C. 

W HY NOT HAVE A MUSICAL 
FUNERAL? Anyone sending three 
postage stamps to “Maestoso, care of the 
Secretary, at the College,” will receive by 
return an exhaustive pamphlet satisfac- 
torily answering this trite ana cheerful little 
question. 

C AUTION TO TRAVELLING' FEL- 
LOWS. The Peninsular and Oriental, 
Orient, White Star, and National Ocean 
Steamer Companies, give notice that on and 
after the First of next month they decline 
to carry in any port of their vessels, under 
any pretence whatever, holders of TraveUing 
Fellowships of the Royal College of Music, 
without receivingawritten undertaking that 
they bring with them no ophicleide, bassoon, 
double bass, piccolo, triangle, cymbals, side- 
drum, trombone, or other dangerous instru- 
ment, and are ^hng, if desirous of prac- 
tising their scales at sea, to be let down 
into the hold with sealed hatchways. 

A RURAL DEAN in a large and popu- 
lous neighbourhood, to whom it has 
been intimated that an exalted Royal per- 
sonage would be gratified by his making 
some special effort to raise funds for the 
Royal College of Music, will, on the termi- 
nation of the Evening Service on Wednes- 
day next, endeavour to stand on his head 
in his ovm pulpit. As it is his first essay at 
any feat of the kind, it is confidently hoped 
that the attendance will be proportionately 
large, and that his parishioners will con- 
tribute to the Offertory on the occasion, 
which will be devoted solely to the estab- 
lishment of a Triangle Scholarship, tenable 
for life. Farther particulars will be 
announced shortly. 

BROKEN-DOWN atiEE'iST'S 
COUNSEL, requiring immediately a 
few Bars’ rest, will be glad to hear from 
the Secretary, SdA, Lower Serjeants’ Inn. 
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CLERICAL DISCRETION. 

On the part of “the oppo- 
nents of the Deceased Wife’s 
Sister Bill,” a morning paper 
dedares that ‘ ‘ they have great 
reason to complain of the trick 
'which has been played them| 
by its promoters.” That trick, 
so called, is simply the intro- 
duction into the Bill in Com- 
mittee of a clause enabling 
(not compelling) Clergymen to 
solemnise the marriages which 
the Bill sanctions in churches. 
What is the objection to this 
most fair and equitable pro- 
vision ? That “ it will throw 
on every parson who may ob- 
ject to omciate, the onus of 
justifying himself in not doing 
that which an Act of Parlia- 
ment says may lawfully be 
done.” But^ how much can 
that onus weigh ? His justi- 
fication will be that the law 
allows him to ofdciate or 
refuse, as he thinks ri^ht. 
The clause complained of is a 
conscience clause for him, and 
surely the onus it imposes on 
him is not an ounce— indeed, 
is less heavy than a scruple, 
or even than a grain. Besides, 
what is the permission of 
Clergymen to^ celebrate the 
marriages which an Act of 
Parliament appoints Regis- 
trars to effect, but a just allow- 
ance of the liberty to use their 
own discretion, if they have 
any, as probably very many 
of them will be found to have, 
with respect to a ministration 
which they conscientiously 
account not only lawful hut 
right ? In fact, it is a sort of 
Parliamentary Dispensation 
Clause, 


Reaching the Cornhill 
Magazine is taking real plea- 
sure with a great deal of 
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LORD EDMOND FITZMAURICE, 

A Foreign Office Under Seceetart-Bird at Question Time. 


THE TOOLE BIRTHDAY 
BOOK. 

An Irving Birthday Booh 
has just been published by 
Messrs. Roi7Ti.EnGE and Sons. 
Its immediate suooess justifies 
the compilation of the Tooh 
Birthday- Book^ dedicated to 
the hero of The Birthday of 
Pod^era, unique farce, in one 
Act, by John Hollingshead. 
We are enabled to give the 
following extracts 
For every Day in the Year, 
— “ I ’m a working man, and 
I’ve only a hour to get my 
dinner.’ ^—Dodgers, 

Fxcureion in August, — “I 
like to as near Nature as 
I can for sixpence.”— 
Flummer, 

Fireside Amusements in 
November, — “I ’ll have a 
game of Bole and Kachorka.” 
— Artful Cards, 

December, — “ Still I am 
not happy”— (but when not 
“ still,” I am). — Aladdin, 
Masher's Motto when offered 
a Glass of Fort, — “ Not before 
‘ the Boy.* ” — Aladdin, 

“ Excuse my glove.”— 
taljields Weaver, 

For Tennyson's Birthday, 

. — “ Give it to the Bard.”— 
Chawles, I 

A North - East Wind in | 
March, — “ It does make me 
so wild.” — Steeple-chase, 
Wedding Day Anniversary, 
— “I married a girl from 
Warsaw, and she became 
Warsaw and Warsaw.”— 

Dora, ^ 

Disappointment, — He 
never could catch the Speaker’s 
eje,"‘^Gruffin, 

Domesticity, — “ He always 
came home to tea.” 


DtTLNESS ON THE STOCK 
Exchange. — Old Joes quoted 
at a discount. 


A PLAYFAIR TO THE RESCUE. 

If there is one scientific fact more certain than another, one that 
has been proved beyond the reach of cavil or controversy, it is the 
efficacy of Yaooination as a preventive of small-pox. Thus, when 
Mr. Pjlter Tavlor got up in the House of Commons, one day last 
week, and said that there was a mass of testimony to show that 
Yaccination was a failure, he stated that which was not the fact. 
And when he added that small-^ox had increased since Yaccination 
had been compulsory, he said, with all due respect to the Honourable 
Member, that which was not true. We are not sorry, however, that 
these monstrous mis-statements were made, for it gave Sir Lion 
Playfair an opportunity of drawing his lancet, so to speak, and 
smiting Messrs. Taylor and Hopwood hip and thigh. A man, as he 
said, had a perfect right to procure for himself an attack of small- 
pox, if he lived entirely isolated ; but he had no such right, if he 
was a member of a community, to make Mmsdf , either in person or 
by deputy, a focus of contagion. 

Well might Sir Charles Dilke say that, after the speeches of the 
Anti- Yaccination fanatics, his own feeling was one of astonishment 
that, having been frequently vaccinated, he was stQl alive ; and the 
House showed its full agreement with Sir Lyon Playfair, for only 
sixteen Members sided with Mr. Taylor — crotohetty Radicals most 
of them like Mr. Cowen. for example, who bdongs to one party and 
always votes with the other. The large majority of 270 has, it is to 
be hoped, settled the question for the present generation at aU events, 
and the terrible scourge of small-pox will still continue to be sue- 
oessfuUy combated by the immortal discovery of Jrnner— one of 
the greatest gifts bestowed by Providence 'apon sulEering humanity. 


SONGS OP THE STREETS. 

THE POLITE POLICEMAN AT HAMILTON PLACE. 


What will yon do, Ma’am, when you are going— 

With smart dress flowing-^towards the Row ? 

What will you do, Ma’am, with all the hurry, 

The crush and worry ?— I don’t quite know ! 

When people scurry, and cabs advancing. 

With horses prancing their course pursue ; 

Don’t take alarm. Ma’am ; you ’ll take no harm, Ma’am ; 
But take my arm, Ma’am— I ’ll see you through ! 

What will you do, Ma’am, when Hansoms clatter, 

And panels shatter, and drivers swear ? ^ 

What will you do. Ma’am, with horses sliding. 

And drags colliding ?— You ’re in despair ! 

But gently chiding, with voice seraphic, 

I stop the traffic, at once for you! 

So come, you see, Ma’am, in charge of me, Ma’am. 

I want no fee, Ma’am — ^I ’H see you through ! 


A Real Harpy Thought. — ^Mr. John Thomas’s — the Bard’s— 
Concert, with an Orchestra of Harps. What an entertainmentjfor 
the “ Welsh Harp ” at Hendon, if he had only happened to think oi 
it at the time. 


TO COSEESPONDENTS. — ^In no ease can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aocompiniid 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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Academy Guy’d (The), 244 
Additional Verse to an Old Song, 145 
Adjutant's Hoss Again 1 (The). 290 
AdYortising Suggestion (An ), 81 
Affirmation Debate in a Nutshell (The), 
225 

After the Private View, 217 

Amateur Actors ofi the Line, 117 

Amateur Play-bill (An), 217 

Annexation made Easy, 207 

Another Little Holiday, 92 

Anson Apology (An), 277 

Ap-py Thought, 168 

Arriving at Amateurity, 198 

'Arry on his Cntios and Champions, 180 

Art too much at Home, 62 

At Bow Street, 201 

Attractive Bait at the International 
Fisheries, 238 
Avis in Tenia, 96 
Baby in the Train (Tho), 1?3 
Back to the Play, 48 
Bank Notes, 98 
Beautiful Danube (The), 90 
« BeUs ” (The), 262 

Blessings of the budget!*! 92 
Board-School Accomplishment (A), 166 
Bobs and Badges, 41 
Boiling Pot (The), 149 
Bold Roman Hand (A), 242 
Bombastes Bobadil at Home, 184 
Bound for Moscow, 243 
Bracing Atmosphere (A), 240 
British M.P. (The). 141 
Broken Reid (A), 173 
Bumble and the Troglodyte, 119 
Bumbledom Again, 78 
** Bumbledom Again ” — once more, 86 
Bumper at Parting (A), 298 
Bumptious Boy (The), 174 
Cacele, 147 

“ Caste” in our Bye (A), 100 
Cast-Iron Editor (A), 191 
Gave Felem 1 174 

Charitable Thought-Header (A), SCO 
Charity Balls and Concerts, 6 
Cheek and Colour, ir05 
Chess ; or. All on the Square, 228 
Children’s Fancy Cotton Dress Ball at 
the Mansion House (The), 14 
City Intelligence, 270 
City of Dreadful Dirt (The), 8 
Clear the Way ! 294 
Colloquy on Army Economy, 173 
Colomba, dec., 196 
Coming Ribbon (The), 185 
Companion to the Weather Forecasts, 23 
Cromplete Letter-Writer on the Nile, 2S8 
Conspirators’ Chorus (The), 219 
Corporations and Quittances, 97 
Correct Chord (The), 118 
“ Corrupt Practices,” 297 
Crinolette, 163 
Gruel Fashion (A), 306 
Cry from the Shop 1 (A), 267 
Dabieo Duckling (The), S06 
Declaration and ’Davy, 202 
Diary of the Premier Abroad, 64 
Dicky-Birds at Dinner, 286 
“ Dictionsuy of Common Wants” (A), 27 
Dies Non, 9 

Discretion and Valour, 286 


Dishclaimer (A), 10 
“Distribution,” 160 
Dix’s Land, 149 
Diz-tinction (A), 142 
Doctor's Dream (The). 36 
Doing the Grand 1 1S3 
“Doubtful," 210 

Dowager Duchess's Caprice (The), 168 
Dramatic Notes, 217 
Dramatic Tonic (A), 73 
Drury Lane and Elsewhere, 4 
Dutchman's Big Dog (The', 157 
Duties to Dumb Ammals, 226 
Duty on Doctors (A). 206 
Easter Holiday in Paris (An), 156 
Easter Review (An), 138 
Echo on the Situation. Ill 
Empire in Danger Again (TheX 129 
Encore Verse (An), J-S 
Enraged Musician (The), 258 
Epitaph by a Fellow, 39 
Epsom Epigrams, 249 
Esmeralda, 177 

Essence of Parliament, 75, 87, 102, dtc. 
ExpsUed Pretenders, 61 
Extraordinary Play- Bill (An), 195 
Fancy at the great Fish Show, 237 
Fancy Dress Ball at the Mansion House, 41 
Farewell to the ** Festive Season,” 14 
Fedora on the “Tappy,” 283 
Festive Sale (A). 27a 
Fisheries Exhibition (The), 202 
Flora’s Protest, 214 
Flotow, 61 
Fog on the Brain, 11 
Foiled I dec., 184 
Foolish Forty, 25 
Footman's Grievance (A;, 204 
For Joe! 198 
Forlorn Hope (A), 96 
For Royal Musical Oollfgians, 135 
i “ Prater Alfred atque Vale ” 110 
I Free Trade for Farmers, SOt 
French Andromeda (The), 66 
Fi land John, 282 
Gaiety Gossip, 28 
Gaiety Novice (The), 70 
Gambetta and Chanzy— Statesman and 
Soldier, 18 

Gammon of Bacon, 83 
Getting Out of a Scrape. 36 
Ghosts’ Benevoleut Association (TheX 25 
Ghoulish Railway (The), lb9 
Glad New Year (A). 10 
Gleanings from the Papers, 233 
Golden Words from a Mao of Metal, 221 
Good Fairy Competition (The), S2 
Good “ Impulse” (A), 186 
(}ood New Times (The), 166 
Grand Opening of the New Piccadilly 
Water-works, 216 
Gustave Dord, 52 
Halv-Seas Under, 214 
Handbook of Knowledge (A), ISO, 227, 
277 

Handel Festival, 278 
“Happy Family ” (The), 163 
“ Happy Hydropot ” (TheX 87 
Harcourt's “ Rapid Act," 186 
Harlequin Sacred Jackass^ 257 
Piarvest of the Sea (TheX 234 
Hat that Braved (TheX 84 
Heard cm the HUl, 25 i 


“ Hidden Hand ’’(The), 102 
Hints from the Hindoo, 45 
His First Budget, 158 
His Own Prescription, SO 
History of the Next War (The\ 262 
Holiday Haunts, 252 
Holiday Plots, 250 
Home Comforts, 159 
Home-riruths from Abroad, 169 
Honours Undivided, 63 
Hope for All, 191 

How Bull-Apis went up against Tel-el- 
Kebir, 53 

Howl from the Hansom (AX 6P 
How to Amuse the Children, 17 
Hygiea Victrix, 72 
Hysterical Religion, 18 
iNDrsTBions and Idle Warriors (The), 142 
Li Earnest, 190 
In my E^sy Chair, 63 
Interesting Discovery, 111 
In the North Countree, 154 
Invalid's Notes (An), 39 
I Puritani, 289 
Irish Ideas, 113 
Italiano in Covent Garden, 189 
Jeremiad (A), 96 
John Brown, 168 
John Richard Green, 129 
John to John, 45 
Jolly Young Rifleman (The), 135 
Justice Out in tho Cold, 72 
Justice to the Doctors. 282 
KnEDivs’s Pocket-Book (Tho), 132 
King Mob, 170 
“Knights at the Play," 162 
Know ye the Land? 88 
LaI Giocondal 280 
Lakes and Locomotives, 96 
Law and Equity under one Boo^ 118 
Lawn-Tennis in Winter, 58 
Law V. Honey, 213 
Lay of Modem Russia (A). 257 
Lay of the Armed Burglar (The\ 33 
Lay of the Icbthyophagist (Tbe;, 42 
Lays of a Lazy Minstrel, 278, 290 
Le Chemin du Parody pour Toole Monde, 
273 

Legal DeUghU. 85 
**Les Malades hlalgr€ Eux,” 46 
Letter to the Editor, 51, 99 
Lillyput Lyrist (A). 293 
Little Abroad (AX 64 

Little Sarah and her Youthful Salhes, 1£9 

Little too Late (A), 130 

Local Option, 226 

“ Look at tho Clock ! ” 222 

Lord Mayor's Nest (A), 138 

Love and Law, 125 

Magic Spectacles (The), 365 

Magnate and the Silver Streak (The), 1C 6 

Making a Mountain of Monte Carlo, 180 

Making of a Magazine (The), 141 

March Madrigal (A), 130 _ 

Married Woman’s Property Act (The), 21 

May-Day, 229 

Mayor’s Nest (The), 146 

Medals and Mufti, 168 « 

Mems. of a Distinguitdied Amateur, 1 

Midwinter Annuals, 9 

Ministerial Statement (A), 106 

Ministry and the Mint (TheX 265 

Mistaken Impressions, 2G8 


Modem Goths (The), S8 
Modern King Pest (The), IS 
Modest Spread-Eagle (The), 142 
Molly-Coddling Legislation, 133 
More Light 1 47 

More Remarkable Statements, 197 
More Wax than Honey, i94 
Mr. Greenhorn’s Experiences, 155 
Mr. Punch's Metropolitan Improvement 
Acts. 267 

Mrs. Gamp on the “ Royal Bed Cross,” 229 

Mrs. Genius, 178 

Musical Note, 219 

“ Music hath Charms,*' 809 

Musician of the Future (TheX 228 

My Derby Day, 264 

My Kate, 218 

Mystic Bite (A), 66 

My Telescope, 36 

My Unearned In-crement, 263 

Name I Name I 113 

Napoleon pour Rire ! 42 

Neglected Musical Instmments, 120 

New Baronet (The), 2S8 

New Colour for the Army (TheX 161 

New Departure in Criticism (The), 22 

New Lamps for Old, 145 

New Passenger (The), 6 

New Piccadilly Waterworka 198 

New Theatrical Regulation Bill (A), 21.5 

Neiv' Tiial (A). 34 

New Verrion, 263 

New “Whip" (A), 114 

Night of Waterloo (Place) (The), 226 

No Ball 1 237 

Noctes Ambrosiunifi, 229 

Not Dead yet! 51 

“ Note of Buby Preparation" (The), 83 
Notes at Commemoration, £98 
Notes by Pleasman X. at Cumberland 
Gate, 234 

Notes from a Whistler, 133 

Notes from the Diary of a City Waiter, 190 

Notions for tho New Year, 10 

Novelty (A), 73 

Nursery Rhyme (A), 142 

Ope to Spring, 206 

Official Answer (AnX 276 

“ Of what is the Old Man thinking ? ” 291 

Old “ Stroke*' (The), 114 

On a Certain Debate, 213 

On a Drjg, 2G9 

On the Highest Authority, 33 
On the Trail, 90 

Openiug of the New Fish-Market, 230 
“0 Temporal ”243 
Our Academy Guide, 2.0, 237 
Our Advertisers, 57 

Our Agreeable Birthday-Book Series, 9, 
49. 97 

Our Dark Blue Line. 186 
Our Future Lord Mayor, 121 
Our Glut of Great Men, 39 
Our Music of the Futuie, 122 
Our Offishial Guide, £42, 2t6, L7i &o 
Our Opening Day, 81 
Our Plei for Open Spices, 216 
Paixful Deutisbty. z4 
Pair of Spectacles and Difile'^ent Sights, 
(A), 16 

Possunger-Duties, 185 

Pen and the Petticoat (The), 139 

Pigeon-English, 182 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


Plaittt of the Plumber and Builder(The), 27 
Playbill of the Future (TheX 288 
Playfair to the Bescue (A), 810 
“ PJay 's the Thing " (The), 86 
PlimsoH’s Psean, 150 
Plimsoll’s Petition, 166 
Plon-Plon in Chains, 37 
PloD'Plon in England, €9 
Poetical Licences, 76 
Poetry and Pathology, 249 
Poetry of the Scottish Peerage, 118 
Poor Duke (The), 7i 
Popular Superstitions Explained, 110 
Prattle from the Provinces, 120 
Preparations for the Academy Banquet, 
205 

Primrose Day, 202 
Princes and the Fishmongers, 251 
Private and Confidential, 110 
Private Bills and Projects, 53 
Proclamation (A), 47 
Programme and Progress, 113 
Prosecuting— a Search, 192 
Psalm of Death (The), 39 
Question of Colour (A), 274 
Question of Wind (A), 143 
Bare Artistic Opportunity, 96 
Bather Crafty, 190 
Bather Irregular, 210 
Bational Dress Show (The), 254 
Ready I 62 

Beal Domestic Bliss, 29 
Beal Easter Holiday (A), 157 
Reckless Writing and Careless Puffing, 125 
“ Regular Owd an* Owd *Un *’ (Aj, 168 
Reports ofOur Own CityCommissioner, 17 
Research with Humanity, 228 
Reynard’s Diary for 1893, 129 
“Richardson’s” Revived, 137 
Richard Wagner, 92 
Robert’s Christmas Story, 12 
“ Robert ” Interviewed, 108 
Romance of Journalism (The), S3 
Rough and the Rail (The), 126 
Round about the City Courts, 58 
Bound about the Law Oourts, 40 
Round of Amusements (A), 181 
Royal Society of Painters in Water- 
Colours (The). 213 
Sage Creeo, 156 
Sarah’s Bale, 84 

Sauce for the Goose aud the Gander, S4 
Scene in the Court of Queen’s Bench, 264 
School-Board (The), 282 
“ Scratched I ” 270 
“Seasonable Weather,” 22 
Sensible Advice, 250 
Shakspearian Meditation (A), 131 
Short Commons, 42 
Show Sunday, dsc., 178 
Shy at the Sticks (A), 249 
Signs of the Season, 250 
“Silver Streak” (The), 216 
•* Silver Thames ” (The), 70, 137 
Silver Wedding (The), 107 
Sixpenny “Wire” (The), 161 
Social Revolution (The), 34 
Society Dramatist (The). 160 
Solitary Weeper (The), 61 
I Some Day, 198 
So Much Improved ! 241 
Song of a Centre, 154 
I Song of Sixpence fA), 286 
Song of South London (A), 73 
Song of the Sheep-Farmer (The), 85 
Song of the Statue (The), 305 
Songs of the Streets, 310 
Bortes Deibyanae, 250 
Sportsman on Rational Dress (A), 267 
Sportsman’s Exhibition (The), 66 
“ Spring's Delights,” 202 
“ StarvingjDoctor” (A), 122 
Stave for Easter Monday, 142 
“Stay ’’Not 173 
Step by Step, 61 
Stray Sunbeams, 194 
St. Stephen’s Ferry, 162 
“Supply,” 193 
Tale of Troy (The), 276 
Teaching the Young Idea, 69 
Telegram, 288 

That Dreadful Doctor 1 201 < 

That Eirby Green ! 96 

That Three Ha’pence ! 173 

Theatre of the Future (The), 188 

Theatre Royal, Westminster, 109 

“ Thin Red Line ” (The), 179 

Three Fishmongers, 249 

Threefold Security, 142 

Thoughts on the New Primate, 11 

“Tiddyfol loll ”255 

To Aquarius, 99 

To “ Hubert” from Toby, 147 

Toilers and Spinners, 178 

To Lord Coleridge, 262 

Tokens Up There I 69 

Toole Birthday Book (The), 310 

Trial by Judge, 3 

Trylngiton, 289 

Turn at the Handel (A), 304 


Two Hundred (The), 190 
Two Lights, 153 
Two Queens of Beauty, 50 
Two Roses (The), 134 
“ Two to One on the Field ! " 214 
UxHAPPV by Act of Parliament, 276 
Unrequited Advance, 186 
Up a Family Tree 1 6 
“Uprouse ye, then, my Merry Men,” 26 
Venetian Dinner Song (A), 148 
Ventilating Questions, 97 
Venus and Mars, 238 
Very Private View of the Grosvenor (A), 
213 

Viceroy for Africa (A), 264 
Vindicating the Law, 48 
Wa.il from the Oity (The), 86 
Waiting an Answer, 76 
Wanted, a Test Act? 202 
Wanted, a Water-League, 85 
Wants to Know, 130 
’Ware Heroes ! 292 

“ Warham Comer " in the Strand (A), 293 
Watt's This? 166 
Way the Money Goes (The), 165 
What shall We do with it? 117 
What They will Come to. 180 
“ What will ho Do with him ? ” 76 
Where arc the Police ? ” 174 
WhisUe^^iu Venice^ 107 

Why Brighton is Chosen for the Easter 
Review, 70 

Will and tho Way (A), 161 
William Chambers. 255 
Will it all End in Smoke ? 107 
Witty Magee, 285 
Word for the Doctors (A), 170 
Word in the Season to the New Piccadilly 
Water-colour Works (A), 298 
Word with Bismarck (A), 25 

LA.RGB ENGRAVINGS. 
Bumptious Boy (The), 175 
“ By your Leave ! ” 293 
Daring Duckling (The), 807 
“Doubtful.” 211 
Dream of the Future (A), 199 
Easter Review (An), 139 
Exit Caliban, 223 
French Andromeda (The), 67 
Harvest of the Sea (The), 235 
“ Hidden Hand ” (The), 103 
His Own Prescription, 31 
Momentous Question (A), 259 
Napoldon pour Rire, 43 
Now Passenger (The), 7 
Old “Stroke” (The), 115 
On the Trail, 91 
Our Opening Day, 78, 79 
Our “ Vigilance Committee,” 55 
“ Police intelligence.” 187 
Republic is— Peace (The), 19 
Bough and the Rail (The), 127 
“ Scratched 1 ”271 
Shy at the Sticks (A), 246, 247 
Silver Wedding (A), 283 
Spoiling the Spoilers, 151 
Su Stephen’s Feny, 163 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Academy Sketches, 220, 237, 244 
Agriculture on the Floods, 94 
Alfred Austin, Esq., 107 
Algernon Bertram Mltford. C.B., 59 
Amateur Painter in Water-Colours, 174 
Aphrodite and Alexandra, 50 
Aristocratic Amateur and Provincial 
Manager, 222 

Aristocratio Amateur’s Experience, 290 
Aristocratic Banner-Bearer (An), 243 


Artist who Sold his Picture (Tho), 217 
Ascot Sketches, 276 

Barber’s Opinion of a Crack Regiment, 159 
Battle of Waterloo Station (The), 303 
Big Dog that likes Bones (A), 66 
Binks’s Black Gloves. 229 
BUhop and the little Yankee, 51 
Boat-race Sketches, 182 
“Bronzes” and “Bluenettee,” S3 
Butler and Oil-Painter, 179 
Cabby and the Blue Ribbon, 13 
Cabinet of “ Brio-bats” (A). 131 
Carrier and Artist’s Picture, 167 
Cetewayo as Paul Pry, 16 
Chief-Superintendent Williamson, 190 
Childers returns Throo-halfiience, 171 
Conscience-stricken Elder (A), 239 
Cricket Prospects, 288 
Crowd at Hamilton Place (A), 292 
Cruise of tho Crews, 101 
Cuckoo without the Clock (A), 157 
Dancing Lady's Indifieront Partner, 186 
! Daughter or Grandmother? 99 
Design for New Wall Paper, 261 
Difference between Printing and Pub- 
lishing, 71 

Dr. Audrow Clarke, 34 
Drop of Essence (A), 76 
Dr. Bicbaidson retorting, 86 
Ducal Lord Mayor (A). 82 
Effie and her Nurserymaid, 100 
Egyptian Staff v. Crutches, 46 
England’s luvisiblo Army, 161 
Equestrian in Vehicular Throng, 215 
Euclid’s Tmstworthiness, 207 
Fashionablo Fixtures, 305 
Fisheries Exhibition (The), 189 
Fond Mother and Good Son (A), 150 
Franois Euollys, Esq., C.B., 22 
Frank Holl, Esq., R.A., 166 
French Washerwomen and Gladstone’s 
Collars, 79 

George returns homo tipsy, 95 
(jlerman Lady on English Complexions, 
162 

Gladstone and Northcote at Monaco. 46 
Going to book Places for a Play, 275 
Grandmamma’s “ Miserable Table.” 119 
Grand Old Giant (Tho), 29 
Grigsby as a Wine-Merchant, 249 
Grosvenor Gallery Gems, 253, 297 
Hairdrosser's Waterpipes (The), 230 
Harbington dyeing Army Uniforms, 153 
Hats in tho House of Commons, 165 
Impressionist Pictures. 208 
Inebriate’s Opinion on Whiskey, 212 
Invitations to Dances, 85 
Irish Oar-Drivor’s Thin Horse, ’23 
Irish Officer and tho Late Train, 35 
James Nasmyth, 89 
James Staats Forbes, Esq., 73 
John Morloy, Esq., M.P., 154 
Jolly John Bright’s Song, 98 
Jones’s Compliment to Mrs. Quiverful, 54 
Judkins’s Fresh Horse, 25 
Juvenile Sketches from Royal Academy, 
285 

Ladies retiring from Dining-Room, 30 
Lady and Scientific Young Man, 256 
Lady Midas and the Railway Train, 102 
Lady’s Ideas on Foxhunting (A), 155 
Lay Figure in Amateur’s Picture, 133 
Leaning against a Soft Head, 106 
Lewis and the Public Prosecutor, 182 
Liout. -Colonel James R. Farquharson, 70 
Life-boat Man (The), 62 
Little Ducks, 29 

Lively Eud of Dinner-Table (The), 282 
Lives of Plutarch (The), 93 
Living in a Menagerie, 135 
Long Parliamentarians and Short Com- 
mons, 203 



[JuiTH 30 , 1883 , 


Lord E'Jmond Fitzmaurice. 307 
Lord Henry Lennox, M.P., 178 
Lord Lansdowno, 262 
Lord Wolseley and Sir F. Roberts, 255 
Mamma and Athletic Daughters, 234 
Mamma’s Opinion of Euclid, 8 
Marlborough Street aud Bow Street, 122 
“Masher’s” reason for coming Home 
late, 14 

Maud's Account of the Play, 74 
Mayor’s Nest (The), 146 
Miss Masham objects to Blue Ribbon, 24 
Miss Robinson meets Lady Friend, 254 
Mr. Brown Seeking his Own House, 299 
Mr. Justice Ohitty, 130 
Mr. Justice Field, 118 
Mrs. Brown’s badly-made Dress, 263 
Mrs. Smith leaving Jones's Party, 114 
Murphy’s “ Mixing ” iu Society, 169 
Musical CoUoge Nursery Rhymo, 69 
Musical Notes, l{f3 
Northampton Valentino (Tho), 82 
Old Gent aud Fotnale Cadgor, 2S7 
Old Gent aud Incomo-tax, 156 
Old Lady and Briefless Hamster, 52 
Opening of tho Now Law Courts. 26 
Orloanisb Princes' Dismissal (The), 111 
0.xbridge Coxswain and Dancing Lady, 126 
Painting Dukes and Duchesses, 183 
Pantomime of the Future (The), 21 
Paris V. Maidstone, 63 
Parliamentary and Theatrical Celebrities. 
124 

Parliamentary Chess-Board, 87 
Paying the Cook’s Faro, 206 
Peculiarity of the Tortoise, 81 
Photogra(>hing a Poultry-Dealer, 6 
Piscator hooks a Fryiug-Pan, 58 
Plays upon Plays, 300 
Policeman and Armed Burglar, 96 
Preparing Pupils for Confirmation, 277 
Prince Goorge of Wales, 298 
Prince of Wales playing to Fishes, 231 
Prodigal Son and Stern Father, 278 
Prospects of the Brighton Beview, 113, 137 
Punch, Gladstone’s Thought-Reader, 291 
Punch’s Premier Puzzle, (30 
Queen of Hearts and the Ace, 117 
Reading Snuggery (A), H 
Reading the Bolt Caso, 47 
Reading tho Lancet. 42 
Reason for not being Blackballed, 302 
Reasons for a Bottle of “Piper,” 194 
Recruit Describing bis Brigade, 289 
Rector’s Wife and Greengrocer, 172 
Red Nose and Eisb Wind, 141 
Rejected Suitor (A), 37 
Result of Algy’s First Ball, 306 
Returning Love-Letters. 251 
Right Rev. Edward White Benson, 10 
“ Robert” and the Yankee, 108 
Rosebery Jockoy thrown (Tho), 279 
Royal Academy Maypolo Dance, 218 
Sending and Accepting Invitations, 210 
Shakspearian Commeutators, 84 
Shaving Up or Down? 147 
Shelley Birthday-Book (A), 27 
Shooting at Terra-cotta Plates, 89 
Sir Archibald Levin Smith, 274 
Sir George B. Airy. 214 
Sir Gorgius Midas in tho Chair, 198 
Sir Gorgius’s Display of Plate, 90 
Sir James T. Ingham, 226 
Sir B. Ounliffe Owen, 286 
Sir Spencer Wells, Bart., 238 
Sir 'watkin Williams-Wynn, 202 
Sketches from “ Boz,” 160, 300 
Snobley and American Belle, 265 
Specimens of Marriageable Men, 258 
Spill in Mud-Salad Market, 281 
Spring and the City Children, 266 
Spring Cleaning (A). 191 
Steam Demon (The), 134 
Scock Exchange Joke (A), 109 
Straits of Macassar (The), 170 
Sunday or Wednesday ? 195 
Titled Actors in Green-room, 270 
Todeson Carries a Countess's Luggage, 
294 

Tommy’s Talk with the French Cook, 
18 

Treading on a Lady’s Foot, 219 
Triumph of Sir Pigeon 1 123 
Twelfth-Night Characters, 2 
Two Men met on Academy Stairs, 227 
Turf Ghiy’d (The), 241 
Universities* Boat-race (TheX 121 
Vaccinated'Lady-Love (A), 110 
Vehicular Block near Marble Arch, 267 
Viscount Ranelagh and Baron Jones, 
142 

'Wsgstaff’s Creditors. 61 
, . Wedding Dinner Failure (A), 88 
y Westminster Waxworks (The), 268, 
°01 

•Why little Ida didn’t Laugh, 129 . 
Why the Scullery wasn’t White- 
washed, 33 

Why Tommy hadn’t Washed, 143 
Winner of the Derby (Tho), 260 
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